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It all felt like a bad joke: Four demigods walk into Camp Jupiter with an 
outcast wolf-boy and no memories. One of them gets claimed by two gods, 
one gets claimed by a virgin goddess, and the other two... well. Annabeth 
couldn't decide if them being claimed was better or worse for them all. 


"What does it mean?" someone muttered, and she turned to find everyone 
staring at Percy with wide eyes. Percy looked equally shocked while staring 
blankly at the sword in his hand. Jason swallowed, taking a step back as his 
lips curled in disgust. 


"It means he's a god," he said. Percy shook his head. Jason's eyes flicked to 
where the rest of them were standing. His eyes met Annabeth's, and she felt 
her stomach twist when his expression hardened. "They all are." 


Or 


The last thing you want to be is a child of the Big Three. Everyone knows 
they're cursed and dangerous. There are even rumors that Greeks kill them 
on the spot. Luckily, the Romans are much more civilized... mostly. After 
all, the only thing worse than being a child of the Big Three is being 
mistaken for a fallen god in a Roman camp when Jupiter is missing. You 
know, as just a completely random example. 
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1. Part 1 - Perseus 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Welcome back (: I'm surprised you've returned quite frankly. If you're 
new here, then you are about to be VERY confused. Alas, you can go 
read the first part of this series and then not be confused... the second 
part is optional. If you're all caught up the other 205,203 words this 
series contains the continue onwards. Good luck! 


(Also thank you to floraraptor on tumblr for the title of the fic @) 


The only sound was breathing. 


It was soft enough that Percy couldn’t pinpoint its location in the midst of 
the darkness that surrounded him, but he knew it was there. He held his 
own breath - taking a small step as he felt the wall behind him. It was damp, 
with beads of perspiration trailing down, so the back of his t-shirt began to 
stick to his back. A jolt of piercing cold ran up his spine when something 
touched his lower back, but he paid no mind as he continued forward - 
trying to navigate himself around the cave. 


It was difficult given how little there was around him to sense, but he felt 
the floor rise under his feet and crouched. The breathing had paused. He 
licked his lips. There was a coppery smell somewhere to his right. Blood? 
Possibly. His heart thudded louder as he took another silent step forward. 


Something soft brushed his arm. Damnit. 
He raised his sword just in time to register the growl. 


“Luke!” he shouted as something crashed into his sword. He pushed 
outwards, stumbling back with a silent prayer that the others hadn’t ditched 
him. A movement somewhere to his left caught his attacker’s attention. 


“Here!” a voice called before new voices all began to echo. 


“Here!” 
“Here!” 
“Here!” 


“Here!” Percy yelled, keeping his sword raised as he whirled around. None 
of his friends sounded close enough to be within reach. He felt around with 
the sword. When he hit something that definitely wasn’t rock, he stabbed 
forward. A sharp yelp followed alongside a hiss and then a whimper as he 
was lunged at. Feeling a sharp gust of air to his right, he spun out and 
Slashed again. Block. Feint. Parry. He tried his best to keep up with the 
movement around him, but the darkness was somehow making him dizzy. 


Finally, he felt the tip of his sword stick alongside a yowl before the room 
suddenly became lit. He blinked a few times - eyes adjusting to the sudden 
burst of flames on the walls of the caves before digesting the scene in front 
of him. 


“Jeez, Perseus,” Hugo frowned as he hopped from where he had been 
hiding out towards a ledge on top of the cave. He always seemed to do the 
best when it came to these ‘hiding within the Earth’ sessions. “Did you 
have to draw so much blood?” he asked, kneeling in front of the wounded 
wolf in front of Percy. 


His words were greeted with the snapping of jaws as another wolf launched 
at him. Hugo dove out of the way in the nick of time, raising a scythe to 
hook around the wolf’s neck. He didn’t pull forward to finish what would 
have been a definite beheading - but the wolf froze nevertheless. 


“There is a place for mercy,” Lupa said. She was lying in the center of the 
cave - paws crossed and ears twitching. “Fighting for your life is not the 
time to use it,” she said, and Hugo frowned. 


“Tt isn’t like he bleeds,” he said, running a hand through his hair. Percy 
scowled in return. “What? You don’t. He does,” he said towards the injured 
wolf. Percy sighed and knelt to examine the wound. The wolf (Titus) 
merely snapped his jaws at Percy. Well then. Fine. Be like that. 


“We don’t know that for sure,” Luke said from where he was coming out 
from behind a couple of large rocks. “If we don’t know what causes his skin 
to be like that, then we don’t know what might make it go away,” he said 
and looked around. “Where’s-?” 


“Surprise!” Anna called and appeared to knock Luke’s legs out from under 
him. He yelped and caught his balance, quickly readjusting himself to stop 
her knife from cutting his arm. 


“A traitor!” he gasped, looking somewhat appalled and amused at once. 
Anna grinned and gave a few more quick hits. A few of the wolves gathered 
- watching intently as they sparred. Anna worked quickly - making decisive 
strikes at whatever sensitive spot she could find. Luke was fast, though. He 
also was a pretty incredible swordsman. After a few minutes, Lupa looked 
at Hugo. 


“Oh. Me?” he asked. She growled. “Alright, I’m going,” he muttered and 
picked up his scythe to jump into the fight. Lupa walked over to Percy as 
her eyes watched over them with careful consideration. 


“You called for Luke,” she greeted. Percy tensed. “Why?” 
..this wasn’t going to end well for him. 


“T thought he was closest to me,” Percy lied. Lupa’s eyes moved away from 
the fight to turn to him. He kept his face blank. 


“Your lying has improved,” she said flatly. “But I have been training heroes 
for thousands of years, child. I know when I am not getting an honest 
answer. Try again - and don’t make me repeat myself,” she said coolly. 
Ugh. Percy grimaced as he looked out to where Anna had ducked under 
Hugo’s scythe to kick upwards at Luke’s sword. Luke had been in the 
middle of trying to grab the backend of Hugo’s weapon and quickly stepped 
back to reorient himself. 


Percy sighed. 


“Hugo is too reserved. If he attacks, he’ll worry about hurting someone. 
Anna would be a good option, but chances are she has a different plan, and 
if I ask her to aid me, then whatever she’s doing will be halted, and our 
chances of getting out go down. Luke is the most adaptable and probably 
the best swordsman,” he said. Lupa cocked her head. 


“Better than you?” she asked innocently. Percy pursed his lips. 
“We’ve both won our spars equally.” 


“You use your powers,” Lupa dismissed. “I will have you learn to fight 
without them before all is said and done,” she told him. Hm. Yay. “And the 
calling?” she tacked on. Hugo caught Anna’s leg with the rounded end of 
the scythe and pulled back. She fell into a backward roll as Luke jumped in 
to disarm him. 


“There were two wolves hunting and four of us. If we all start calling, then 
they’ Il have to decide which to attack. It gives us a couple extra seconds to 
prepare,” he explained. Lupa hummed. 


“Three,” she corrected. Percy frowned. She had said two, hadn’t she? “You 
shouldn’t expect people to be true to their word. Not even those you trust,” 
she said. Percy looked around. Titus was still licking his wounds (literally), 
and Livia was prowling around the fight. Where was the third-? 


Something hard knocked Percy to the ground. He swore - jerking his sword 
upwards as claws ripped down his shirt. 


“You bitch,” Percy muttered as he raised his left leg and kicked up. Jason 
scoffed and deflected Percy’s sword, with the golden claws coming from his 
right hand. His left hand was busy grabbing a rock to try and hit the side of 
Percy’s head with. He faltered when Percy’s foot met his stomach but 
brought out his other set of claws before going to another attack. 


“Tf I could rip your throat out, then I would,” Jason told him when Percy 
managed to shove him off. 


“Please. You can’t cut deep enough,” Percy snapped back. Jason bared his 
teeth in response before launching again. Both of them went against the 
cave wall as Percy brought out the knife holstered to his thigh while his 
sword remained at Jason’s neck. Jason used a hand to block each of them. 
Unfortunately for him, he didn’t have an extra hand to stop Percy from 
kneeing him between the legs. “Oh, no,” he drawled when Jason 
immediately crumbled. “Hope I didn’t neuter you,” he said and then 
snorted. He looked up at where Anna, Luke, and Hugo had ended their 
fight. “...get it? Because he’s like a wolf?” 


“Stop.” 
“Too crass.” 


“Bad delivery,” Anna told him apologetically. Percy pouted. “And kind of a 
cheap shot.” 


“T- it isn’t a cheap shot if it keeps you alive!” He objected. “That’s what 
Lupa said, right?” he asked, turning to her hopefully. Lupa ignored him. Oh, 
whatever. He turned to Jason and held out a hand. “Are you okay?” he 
asked. Jason swatted his hand away. 


“I’m going to rip your tongue out.” 
“Yeah, but, like, are you okay?” 


“I hate you,” Jason muttered and stood up, wincing a bit as he did so. “PI 
find a way to kill you, Perseus,” he said darkly. Percy rolled his eyes. Right. 
He shoved Jason back to the ground and walked over to his friends. Hugo 
spun his scythe in a circle, whisking it into a black chain with a locket on 
the end that went around his neck as Luke sheathed his sword and Anna 
tucked her knife away. 


“Fat,” Lupa told them as she went over to look Titus over. “You will need 
your strength for later,” she said. Percy had no idea what later was but also 
knew it probably wasn’t the best idea to ask. Besides, the others were 
already leaving the cave with low whispers of what it could be. 


“We’re leaving,” Anna was saying. “She’s going to send us to Camp 
Jupiter-” 


“No way,” Hugo cut in with a frown. “We’ve only been here a month,” he 
said. Luke shook his head. 


“And that was long enough,” he said with a grimace. “We can all clearly 
fight. Whatever life we had before this must have involved training-” 


“But we didn’t know everything,” Anna said. “None of us could do the 
wolf-stare thing or the homing senses-” 


“Hugo learned some new curse words,” Percy added with a wicked grin. 
Hugo shoved him. “I mean, they hurt his delicate ears, but-” 


“T’m sorry that I have more class than all of you,” Hugo muttered. “Luke?” 
he said as they approached the stone house. Wolves were all sniffing the air 
- giving them all approving stares at their survival before trotting over to 
greet them. Percy grinned as he knelt to pet a few of the younger cubs 
bounding to him. 


“Am I supposed to agree with you?” Luke asked Hugo with an arched 
brow. “The boy that says ‘nobby’?” he asked. Hugo pouted. “I’m fairly 
positive you would have been eaten if you arrived here alone.” 


“No, I wouldn’t have! You would have died if I didn’t stop that rockslide 
yesterday,” Hugo argued heatedly. They unanimously turned to him. “It was 
me!” he said, pointing a finger out. “Stop saying it was the wind! The wind 
can’t move rocks that big!” 


“Sure.” 
“Okay, Hugo.” 
“Whatever you say.” 


“Come on,” Hugo grumbled and rubbed Tessa’s head as she licked his 
hand. “You’re my only true friend,” he told the wolf. She nipped his hand. 
“I would give you my beating heart if I could,” he informed her 


dramatically and moved towards the fire to put some of the rabbit on. Percy 
went over to grab the food they had stored earlier. 


In theory, they could magically be given good via this secret magical room 
they had yet to find, but Lupa preferred them to hunt and gather for 
themselves. Percy was pretty sure Walmart was fairly accessible these days, 
but apparently, hunting animals was more acceptable than stealing from 
multi-million dollar corporations. Typical. 


Look, all he was saying was that while it was good to know how to gut a 
fish, he could sometimes go for a twinkie. That’s all. 


“Do you think Camp Jupiter is far?” he asked as he put a basket of berries 
in the middle of the table. Anna grabbed a handful and licked her lips 
thoughtfully. 


“T would say... an hour and a half driving and maybe a day if we walked?” 
she guessed. Percy stared at her. “What?” 


“Explain yourself.” 
“Excuse me?” 
“You can’t just throw that out there and not walk me through your logic.” 


Anna’s eyes glimmered with amusement as she popped a few berries in her 
mouth before shrugging. 


“You don’t deserve my logic,” she said and waved. “Hey, Nico,” she 
greeted as the shadows shifted. Percy turned to indeed find a grungy little 
thirteen-year-old stumbling through. He swore under his breath before 
yawning and collapsing next to Percy on the ground. He held out his metal 
hand, and Percy put a couple of blackberries into it. 


“Thank you,” Nico yawned and pulled himself up. “Has Lupa finished 
training you yet?” he complained. “Castor keeps asking when you guys are 
coming to Camp Jupiter, and it’s getting annoying,” he muttered. Percy 
blinked. Castor...? His mind reeled for a second before landing on the 


blonde boy who had been there when they first arrived at the Wolf House. 
Lupa had sent him off shortly after their arrival. Percy remembered he had 
been a little bitter about going, but he wasn’t sure why he was asking about 
them when they had only spent a few days together. 


“We’re hoping tonight,” Hugo said and tapped his fingers on the table. “Do 
you know how far Camp Jupiter is from here? Without shadow traveling?” 
he tacked on when Nico opened his mouth. There was a pause as Nico 
wrinkled his nose for a moment before answering. 


“Maybe like... an hour and a half driving and a day or two walking?” he 
guessed as Anna gave a gasp of delight. Percy shook his head at her in 
disgust. 


“He told you before.” 
“Did not!” 


“You did not just know that!” Percy argued. Anna threw a berry at his face. 
‘Traitor. 


“Stop that,” Luke said and snatched the basket away. “Why are you wasting 
food? Beth, please,” he added when Anna reached over to steal a piece of 
rabbit from the fire. Her face held no regrets as she bit into it to see if it was 
done. It must have been because she leaned back to take the rest out of the 
fire and put it on the center of the stone table. 


“Are you Beth or Anna now?” Nico asked, sounding vaguely amused. Anna 
sighed. 


“I don’t know. Both work. They sound... right. Just not completely, right? 
What about you guys? Perseus?” she asked. Percy took a few pieces of 
rabbit and shrugged. 


“T think I like Percy better, but that might just be for you guys to call me,” 
he admitted. Lupa had been firm in teaching them to establish a presence in 
even the smallest of ways. She insisted that using his more formal name 


was one way of doing such a thing. Percy was smart enough not to argue 
too much on the matter. 


“Hugo is fine for me. Luke?” 


“T would just prefer it if nobody talked to me at all,” Luke yawned. Nico 
snorted. Then looked around before leaning forward. 


“And... your memories are still...2?” he trailed off. The group collectively 
sighed. 


“Not a thing.” 
“Not even my last name.” 
“Poor Hugo can’t even remember what a credit card is.” 


“That isn’t a real thing,” Hugo snapped at them. Luke buried his face in his 
hands as both Anna and Percy loudly tried to explain (again) how credit 
cards work. “No! No, it - stop trying to mess with me!” he complained. 
“You can’t give monetary value to a piece of plastic.” 


“Someone gave monetary value to paper and bits of metal,” Anna pointed 
out. Hugo made a face. 


“T- yeah, but how would you even keep track of it? You just write how 
much is on your magic card?” 


“No, it’s all electronic.” 


“You’re telling me lightbulbs are involved in this?” Hugo asked skeptically. 
“And I’m supposed to believe you?” 


“Dude, it’s like... computer-stuff,” Percy said. Hugo turned to him very 
slowly. “Oh... Oh, Hugo...” he said softly. “Do you not remember 
computers?” he whispered. 


“There is no such thing as a computer!” 


“This hurts to watch,” Nico said and then paused. “Out of curiosity, 
though,” he said and pulled something out of his pocket. “Would you 
consider this a credit card?” he asked, placing a green card on the table. 
Percy glanced down and nodded. 


“Yeah, there you go,” he said. Then frowned. “Wait, you’re like thirteen. 
How did you even-?” 


“Awesome,” Nico beamed and snapped back the credit card. “I knew I 
should keep it.” 


..that was concerning. Before Percy could check and see if this kid was 
casually using a stolen credit card, there was a frustrated growl from 
outside. Everyone turned to see Lupa calmly walking in with Jason hot on 
her tail (literally) with his hair falling out from his bun and a large cut on 
his face. 


“-you’re not serious,” he was saying. “Lupa, please. They aren’t children. I 
shouldn’t have to-” 


“What you should or shouldn’t have to do is irrelevant,” Lupa said - voice 
surprisingly patient. “This is what I’m telling you to do. It is time, Jason.” 


There was a pause as Jason’s brows furrowed. Then he took a sharp breath. 


“You expect me to stay?” he choked out. “After what happened last time? 
Lupa, I-” he began, but she whirled around with a sharp growl. Jason’s 
nostrils flared in irritation. He didn’t flinch or even cower back - but his 
eyes gleamed with rage. 


“Do you wish to find Reyna?” she asked him. Jason nodded stiffly. “Then 
you will go. All your searching for her here has led to nothing. You know 
what you need to do if you wish to find her,” she said and flicked her tail. 
“This conversation is finished,” she told him. Jason clenched his jaw. For a 
second, Percy thought he might give one final push, but instead, he spun 
back around and left the room. A few other wolves perked up - watching 
him with concern. One of the older ones snapped their jaws in annoyance. 


“He is no longer a cub,” Lupa said irritably. The wolf only barked before 
getting up to run in the same direction Jason had gone. 


“What do you think that’s about?” Hugo frowned. Nico bit his lip. 


“Tm not sur- what are you doing?” he interrupted himself as he watched 
Hugo roll a rock between his fingers. When he put it down, it was 
completely smooth - almost like a polished marble, though perhaps a bit 
smaller in size. 


“Hm? Oh, it’s just a habit,” he said with a shrug. “I do it when I’m nervous. 
Helps me focus,” he said and picked up a chipped piece of rock from the 
table. “I just kind of roll it over my skin and picture it smoothing between 
my fingers,” he told him and showed him the newly rounded rock. Nico 
watched with his mouth slightly open. 


“I think I’ve seen you do that before,” he said slowly. Hugo shrugged. 


“T mean, I do it a lot,” he said. Nico’s face snapped back into something 
more guarded. 


“Yeah. Right,” he said with a small smile and knelt down to pick up a rock 
himself and looked it over thoughtfully. Percy was going to ask what was 
on his mind when Lupa came over. Immediately, they all stood. 


“Have I told you the tale of Romulus and Remus?” she asked as a greeting. 


“yes, ma’am,” Hugo said. In truth, they had heard it many, many, many 
times, but nobody was going to tell Lupa that. “But I wouldn’t mind hearing 
it again,” Hugo told her - absolutely genuine. Lupa’s eyes glittered. 


“Well, I won’t bore you with it once more,” she said with a nod. Oh, thank 
the gods. There were only so many times you could hear about two babies 
suckling a wolf. “I once told them when it was time to part from me and 
continue on their own journeys. I believe it is time for me to have the same 
conversation with most of you,” she said. There was an excited titter as 
Anna frowned. 


“Most of us?” she repeated. Wait. Yes, that was a concern. Percy frowned, 
looking around. Who was getting left behind? Why? If wolves could purse 
their lips, then Lupa would have based on her expression. She sat, tail 
twitching. 


“Perseus,” she began, and everyone sat up. Percy’s eyes widened. Him? He 
looked around. Why couldn’t he leave? Anna’s brows furrowed as Luke 
looked torn between frowning and celebrating. Lupa sighed. “The gods 
have given you incredible gifts. Your beauty, voice, and powers are all 
strengths that will get you far,” she said. Percy waited. “But,” Aha. There it 
was. “One day, you may find yourself with none of those things. You must 
be prepared for the day you are alone and bound, and your enemies blind 
and cruel. I am not sure you are at such a point.” 


.... rude. 


“How can I prove to you I am?” he asked, keeping his voice level and calm. 
Lupa looked at him. For a second, he thought she might just walk away, but 
instead, she silently stood up and jerked her head. Percy took that as a sign 
to follow. He stood up, nodding at the others to stay seated as he hopped 
over the table after her. Jason’s eyes dug into him as he left. Was this 
somehow his fault? Probably. 


“I have a surprise for you,” Jason told the others pleasantly, sliding what 
looked to be a frosted vanilla cake over the counter. “For being able to leave 
- not you. Sorry. Maybe afterward,” he added to Percy, who flipped him off. 


Lupa didn’t speak as she led them outside of the Wolf House to the edge of 
the forest. She turned and stared at him. 


“As a goddess, you cannot hurt me. And I cannot hurt whatever you are. 
Not easily at least,” she informed him quite simply. “It would make no 
sense to duel without consequence,” she said, and her ears twitched. “Do 
you know what my consequence would be?” 


Percy wasn’t sure he was following the conversation. 


“No,” he went with. Lupa’s lips curled. 


“You should figure it out. Quickly,” she told him and dug her claws into the 
ground. Percy tensed in return. “If you wish to go to Camp Jupiter... you 
cannot use your powers. If you do, I will kill them all,” she said. Percy 
brought out Riptide slowly. Kill them...all? He looked over his shoulder 
toward the Wolf House. No. Anger flickered in his chest. “Cooperate, and I 
will only kill one,” Lupa continued - somehow casually despite the murder 
they were discussing. “Or prove yourself, and I will kill none.” 


“You said you only kill those who are weak. None of them are weak,” Percy 
gritted out, firmly putting himself between her and the Wolf House. 


“No, but it is more important that you are not weak,” Lupa said and 
stretched. “You have no idea what the world out there plans for you. The 
gods. The Fates. It has been years since I’ve seen a son of...” she began and 
trailed off. Percy frowned. A son of what? A god? A bitch? That couldn’t 
be it. Jason fulfilled both of those nicely. “If you are what I think you 
are...” she said and then snapped her mouth shut. 


And lunged. 


Percy wondered if there was a god of lawyers. If there was, he was enlisting 
them to help sue. Like, seriously, what the Hell was this? He barely had 
time to digest the seriousness of the situation as he launched himself in 
front of her. It was a blur of parries and feints and vicious strikes as he tried 
to force himself back. 


The problem was that she was a goddess. Percy couldn’t kill her (not that he 
wanted to, but it felt like it could have been a viable option in this moment), 
and eventually, he would get tired and slow down where she wouldn’t. How 
was he supposed to stop her? Trap her? How? What could contain her? 


There was also the fact that while Percy was pretty well trained - even 
while just using a sword - she had been fighting for years. It was only 
twenty minutes before she managed to knock Percy off-balance, rushing 
past him towards the Wolf House. 


“Shit,” he hissed and got up to sprint after her. He felt his powers 
whispering - edging him to somehow shield his friends or create some trick 


or - something. He didn’t quite understand his powers, but they always 
came to him like remembering how to breathe. He forced the feeling back 
down. If worse came to worst, he would use them, but he didn’t want to risk 
Lupa’s threat in killing them all. 


At least his friends were all very capable of defending themse- 


“Come on,” Percy breathed out when he made out the rest of the pack, all 
circling the table he had left while Jason simply plucked the weapons from 
where they were each tied up. “HOW DID ALL OF YOU LET THIS 
HAPPEN?!” he screamed as he lunged forward to grab Lupa’s tail and pull 
back. She growled dangerously, barking as she spun around to try and take 
out his hand. 


“Jason drugged our cake,” Hugo complained. Of fucking course he did. “I 
can’t feel my toes,” he added bitterly. Percy hissed through his teeth as he 
forced his way back in front of Lupa. The other wolves were (thankfully) 
merely standing guard, but it kind of messed with Percy’s backup plan. If he 
used his powers, he could maybe stop Lupa from killing them all, but the 
entire pack? That was a different story. 


He swiped at Lupa’s leg. Ichor poured out, but she hardly seemed phased - 
not to mention it didn’t even cut through the bone. He tried a stabbing 
motion, but this only drew more ichor. Lupa caught the blade between her 
teeth, and he kicked out. Consequence? Consequence ? What the Hell would 
be a consequence to Lupa?! The only thing she cared about was Romulus 
and Remus, and that was because she... raised... them... 


He looked over at Jason. 
Oh. 


“Don’t make me do this,” he breathed out. Lupa lunged at Nico, who yelled 
loudly that he was not supposed to be a part of this. Percy managed to graze 
her eye, which elicited a loud yelp as she faltered. 


“Tf you do not, then I will,” she warned and went for Luke next. Luke (who 
didn’t seem like he minded this all too much) merely glared down at her 


with dead eyes before Percy reached out and yanked Jason over - using him 
as a human shield between Luke and Lupa. She paused. 


Great. His theory was confirmed. However, his theory sucked. 


“Please,” Percy said and noticed that Jason didn’t even put up a fight. Either 
he had too much trust in Lupa or felt no threat from Percy. He wasn’t sure 
which was worse. Lupa tensed - readying another pounce. “Lupa, please!” 
he said and put the blade to Jason’s neck. “Pll do it. To keep them safe, I 
will,’ he swore to her. Ichor was running over her fur - silver eyes 
gleaming. 


“Then do it,” she said and went to jump at Anna. Hating himself, Percy 
yanked the blade down on Jason’s throat. 


Silence. 


Jason collapsed as Percy let Riptide fall to his side. Lupa stopped in her 
attack to watch as she sniffed the blood that sprayed. It got everywhere - 
Percy felt it run over his hands, and part of him wanted to throw up at the 
stickiness of it. He took a shuddering breath. 


“I am so sorry,” he choked out. To who? He wasn’t sure. “I... I didn’t...” he 
managed as Lupa walked over to Jason and gently nudged him with her 
nose. He wanted to defend himself, but it felt a little tricky with the blood 
(quite literally) on his hands. 


“Stay silent,” Lupa said. “You have nothing to apologize for. You proved 
yourself,” she said simply and licked the side of Jason’s face. “Get up,” she 
told him. “I still want you to escort them to Camp Jupiter.” 


“um, Lupa?” Hugo said cautiously. She looked up. “I think he’s dead. He 
looks... wait,” he frowned and then stared. Then turned to Nico, who was 
also staring. 


“I don’t think he’s dead,” Nico said slowly. Lupa nudged Jason again, and 
this time he sat up, grimacing as the gash across his throat began to close. 
Lupa gently put her head on his shoulder. 


“...you’re the worst,” Jason muttered to her but scratched behind her ears. “I 
better not feel that when I really die,” he said and got up, wiping some of 
the blood off of his hands. Percy stared. What... the...? 


“T’m sorry,” Anna said from where the other wolves were chewing off the 
ropes around her. “What’s happening?” she asked. Jason sighed and flicked 
a loose piece of hair over his shoulder. 


“Pm cursed,” Jason said simply and then looked them over with interest. 
“You know, monsters are rumored not to be dying now. I wonder if any of 
you would have died,” he said, and Anna shook her head. 


“Let’s not find out,” she said and stood up. “I don’t understand. What are 
you cursed with? How are you alive?” she asked. Jason didn’t answer right 
away. He went over to grab some water from the center of the table - 
pouring it over his head, so the water washed all the blood away. 


“I’ve been this way since I was... what? Fourteen?” he asked, voice almost 
bitter. Lupa didn’t answer. “It’s possible to kill me,” he said and then 
pointed a finger at them. “But I won’t tell you how. Especially since you 
just tried-” he added to Percy. 


“I had no choice,” he began weakly, but Jason waved him away. 


“Tt’s fine. I respect the loyalty to your pack,” he said. Percy raised an 
eyebrow. Murdering him seemed like a hard thing to forgive, but sure. And 
in truth... if Percy’s hand was forced, he wouldn’t completely regret 
choosing his friends over Jason. He didn’t know Jason. Not like he did the 
others. He would have hated himself, absolutely, but the pain would have 
been way worse if it was Anna or Luke or Hugo. Jason just appeared to do 
whatever Lupa said before disappearing again with the rest of the pack. 


“Get ready to leave,” Lupa said calmly. “Jason is right that monsters have 
stopped returning to Tartarus. It will be a long road to travel,” she said and 
then looked at Jason with tired eyes before turning towards the forest once 
again. 


Percy was left to take it all in with shock. 


“Are... you okay?” he finally asked Jason. He glanced up with a raised 
eyebrow. “I mean, I know I just-” 


“Tt happens more often than you might think,” Jason said - voice oddly kind 
for being... Jason. Percy’s brows furrowed. “When I was younger, I... got 
myself in some trouble,” he said with a wry grin. “I made a deal with 
Apollo. If I was willing to make the right sacrifice, my wounds would 
always heal,” he said and licked his lips. “But the, um, sacrifice kind of 
sucks,” he said and lifted his shirt to show an impressive array of scars. 
“When I do die, I have to feel them all at once. Basically, I get the most 
painful death ever.” 


“That’s horrible,” Percy said. “Even if you die of old age?” 


“Even if I die in my sleep, I get to feel every wound that would have killed 
me as if it is killing me at that moment,” he said with a shrug and dropped 
his shirt. “But, the good news is that I probably won’t feel the one you just 
gave me!” he said, gesturing to his neck. Percy swallowed - mouth a little 
dry. “Lupa says nothing is dying right now. When we went hunting last 
week, the prey kept coming back to life. Eventually, we had to just rip the 
body until it couldn’t come back together again,” he said... because that 
wasn’t disturbing to hear at all. It made him wonder about the rabbit they 
just ate. “So, maybe we can’t die right now either. If not, this might not 
count,” he said with a wave of his hand. 


“that’s nice,” Percy said faintly. “And, um, why did you make a deal with 
Apollo?” he asked. Jason’s expression wavered. For whatever reason, he 
seemed somewhat... friendly while talking about this horrible-sounding 
curse. 


“Why is your skin made of stone?” he asked, poking Percy’s arm. “Mind 
your business,” he said and took off his drenched shirt and squeezed it over 
his head. Gods, there were so many scars that Percy truly felt a stab of fear 
for whatever his future death might look like. “We leave at dawn. Be 
ready,” he called and slung his shirt over his shoulder. 


Percy slowly turned to the others. 


“Am I a bad person?” he asked uncertainly. Luke shrugged. 


“We’re all alive,” he pointed out. That was true. If the worst possible 
outcome was simply Percy’s attack getting added to the infinite pain Jason 
was already promised... well, he could maybe deal with that for now. Nico 
crossed his legs on the table and pulled something out from his metal arm. 


“Anyone want to play Mythomagic?” he asked. 


The next morning, Jason was waiting for them by the edge of the forest. His 
eyes were flicking over everything with an air of thoughtfulness underneath 
his permanent expression of alert attention. His lips pursed when he saw 
them heading over the hill. Percy waved. He did kind of feel bad. Jason 
clearly didn’t want to be doing this... and... well... the revelation about his 
curse post-Percy’s attempt to murder him might have had something to do 
with it, too. 


The point was that the least they could do was make it a painless trip. 


“We’ll be walking,” he greeted stiffly. “The campers won’t be impressed by 
potential legionnaires arriving in cars,” he said and turned away. He wasn’t 
wearing his usual ragged t-shirt and stained jeans, but instead freshly 
pressed clothes and golden armor that sat on top of leather padding. His hair 
was pulled up neatly, and not an inch of dirt covered him. Percy had never 
seen him so... um. Collected. 


“You look nice,” Percy told him slowly. “Are these legionnaires showy 
people?” he asked. Jason’s face darkened. 


“You’ll see for yourself,” he answered stiffly. “But I can tell you they don’t 
like questions,” he muttered and turned to start walking. Percy made a face 
before turning to the others. Hugo turned to Anna. 


“They’re going to hate you,” he informed her calmly. She raised an 
eyebrow before looking him up and down pointedly. 


“T ask important questions. You ask what a credit card is,” she said flatly 
and marched after Jason. Hugo threw up his hands. 


“No, I don’t! I don’t because they aren t real!” he called after her, jumping 
over a log to keep up. Luke watched them go with tired eyes before 
glancing at where Percy was still standing. 


“ready?” Percy asked him. Luke snorted and shoved Percy forward. 


“To get rid of you brats? Absolutely. The first actual adult I see is your new 
babysitter,” he said. Percy rolled his eyes. Luke himself was like twenty- 
four, but apparently, that wasn’t old enough to deal with them appropriately. 
Conversely, he didn’t like hanging out with him because he was too old to 
not find them annoying... or so he said. In truth, Percy knew this all related 
to his fear that he had kidnapped them, pre-getting their memory zapped, so 
he never knew quite how to handle them. 


“You'll still say hi to me, right?” he asked lightly. Luke grimaced. 


“To Beth, yeah. Not to you or Hugo... I am slightly convinced Hugo may 
forget I exist based on how bad his memory seems to be. Credit cards. What 
happened to that child?” he asked. Percy smiled, but the humor only lasted 
a moment before he thought back to scars that covered Hugo’s entire body. 
It covered most of his chest, wrapping around his back, legs, arms - and 
even peeking up around his neck. A few steaks went up to his cheeks, but 
they didn’t invite as many questions as the rest did. They were all thin and 
jagged - like streaks of lightning running through him. Luke’s mind must 
have gone to the scars as well because his smile vanished after a couple 
seconds. 


“Do you think they’ll know what happened to our memories there?” Percy 
tried. Luke’s eyes flicked around them before suddenly freezing. Percy had 
heard it, too. A small snapping of a twig. The others all paused in their trek 
forward - senses heightening for a moment. 


“Chill out. Just me.” 


“Just...? What are you doing here?” Jason asked, alarmed. His fists 
clenched - showing the rings across all of his fingers connected by a gold 
chain. Percy could see his claws starting to form through them. “Did the 
camp send you-?” 


“No,” the person said, and Percy blinked as a blonde boy stepped through 
the trees. “Nico said you were leaving today, so I thought I would help out 
and escort you,” he greeted. Percy blinked a few times before turning to 
Luke. Um. What? “I’m Castor,” the boy reminded them. 


Right... Castor. Percy looked over at the others. Jason frowned. 


“More demigods is going to attract more monsters,” he said and shook his 
head. “How did you even get here?” 


“taxi,” Castor shrugged, shoving his hands in his pockets. “Then I just 
went through the woods the same way I went when I had to leave the Wolf 
House,” he explained. Everyone looked at one another before nodding. 
“So...” he trailed off. Percy raised an eyebrow. “How are you?” he asked. 
Was he talking to him? Percy looked around. 


“T’m good,” Percy finally told him. “Um. How are you?” 
This was so weird. 


Castor opened his mouth to answer, but they were interrupted by monster 
number one joining the party. What a surprise. However, while six 
demigods would surely attract monsters, there was also the bonus that... 
well... six versus one was fairly good odds. 


Sure enough, Anna struck first. Percy barely had a chance to register the 
monster at all before she drove her knife upwards and sliced right through 
what looked to be a flying ball of fur. Jason retracted his claws at the action. 
For a second, it looked as if they were going to keep going without having 
acknowledged it, but Hugo cleared his throat. 


“um. It’s reforming,” he said. Percy glanced over. Sure enough, the 
monster was bubbling like a pot of golden soup. After a couple moments, it 


rose again - claws coming together. Jason frowned and walked over and 
slashed it back down. Silence followed. “Let me try,” Hugo said when the 
bubbling continued. He yanked the chain off of his neck, so the scythe 
formed in his hand and also slashed down. The form sunk back into the 
ground before bubbling again. 


“That’s weird,” Percy said and pulled out Riptide to stab at it. Castor joined 
in so that all five of them were just poking at the monster’s reforming body 
with various weapons until Luke cleared his throat. They all turned to him. 


“Its going to reform no matter what,” he said flatly. “We already talked 
about this earlier. Why don’t we just hurry and get away before others 
come?” he said. Oh. Right. Yeah, okay. “I - Jason, stop poking it,” he 
snapped irritably. Jason growled. “Do not- knock that off,” Luke warned 
and pointed a finger at him. 


Jason stared at him - utterly affronted - before letting his claws morph back 
into rings. He gave a small glare before looking bitterly at his stained shirt 
with a sigh. Percy bit his lip. It was a little foolish of him to expect that his 
nice clothes would remain intact through the journey, but he felt a stab of 
sympathy all the same... nothing to do with the previous evening of murder. 
Promise. 


“Here, let me help,” Percy told him. Jason turned to him with narrowed 
eyes. “I’m good with stains,” he said, having no idea if it was true. It 
appeared to be since Percy’s hand went to the stain and automatically 
summoned water as if it had been ingrained into his muscle memory. He let 
the water draw out the dirt before drying it. 


Jason looked down. 


“Handy,” he said flatly and then looked up at Percy. A beat of silence 
passed. 


“You’re supposed to say thank you,” Percy told him. Jason scoffed. 


“Thank you,” he said mockingly. Then grimaced. “I, um, have nothing to 
give you, though. You know, to make us even-“ 


“I just fixed your shirt,” Percy said, a little amused. He wasn’t surprised 
Jason was a fan of reciprocation. Lupa had raised him, after all. Alongside 
survival, she was big on honor and paying debts. Prepare for others to be 
unfair, but impress them with your fairness seemed to be her motto. “And, 
um, I did slice your throat open? I’m not sure you remember-“ 


“Vividly.” 


“-but if you really want to pay me back, then you can try not being a dick,” 
Percy told him. 


A hint of a smile touched Jason’s lips. 


“I should just leave that to you, then?” he asked. Percy laughed. Oh, 
whatever. Jason was terrible, but at least he had a sense of humor about it. 
He was about to turn away when Jason reached into the leather satchel over 
his arm and pulled something out. “Want some?” he asked. Percy looked 
down. 


Oh, gods. 


“Do not let Luke see that,” he said with a glance over his shoulder. “You’|l 
kill him.” 


“Its just lamb,” Jason said and took a bite out of it. Yikes. “I don’t eat 
beef,” he said as if that made it better. “Juno is my patron, so I stay away 
from her sacred animals. “I mainly eat deer since they’re everywhere, but 
Lupa found a farm not too far out-” 


“Jason, it’s raw,” Percy cut him off. Jason stared at him. “You have to cook 
it, man.” 


“Says who?” 
“Everyone.” 
“Lupa was fine with it.” 


“Lupa is a wolf,” Percy said. Jason raised an eyebrow. “You’re a demigod.” 


“But wolves raised me.” 

“That doesn’t mean you get to eat raw meat-“ 

“T retract my offer,” Jason said calmly. “You don’t get to have my lamb.” 
“You shouldn’t have your lamb.” 


“What are you two doing over there?” Luke called, and Percy shook his 
head. He had done what he could. “Jason, what’s in your hand?” he 
frowned and walked over with Castor trailing behind. “I- no,” he said in 
horror when Jason took a bite. “What the-? Spit that out! Are you insane? 
You’re going to get sick-” Luke said as Anna walked over with a shrug. 


“Actually, it’s fairly safe. Some people actually prefer it. Bacterial 
contamination is usually near the surface, so as long as it was stored right-” 


“Go over there,” Luke told her as Anna frowned at her lecture being cut off. 
Castor tapped Percy’s elbow. 


“Skittles?” he asked, holding out the bag. Percy blinked. “I left all the 
yellow ones. I don’t usually like those, but you seem like a yellow skittles 
type of guy,” he said and shook the bag. Was this a trap? Was it poisoned? 
Percy slowly took the bag and looked inside. Sure enough, there were only 
the yellow ones left. Cautiously, he picked one up and took a bite. 


Huh. Yellow was excellent. He looked at Castor. 


“Thank you,” he told him. Castor’s expression brightened. “Thanks for 
coming back for us, too. That was really nice,” he said as he continued 
eating more skittles. “Especially since you only knew us for like... a few 
days,” he said. Castor’s smile wavered as he nodded, tugging at his sleeves. 
It was a little strange he was wearing long sleeves, given the heat, but Percy 
didn’t question it. Well... most of it. A few dark lines caught his attention. 
“What’s that?” he asked, looking down at Castor’s wrist. 


“Hm?” he asked and followed Percy’s gaze. “Oh. That,” he said and ran his 
fingers over it. “Well, you know how Nico and Jason said I came back from 


the dead?” he asked. Percy nodded. The subject had been brought up a few 
times - whispers that the Doors of Death were open. It might have to do 
with the monsters being unable to die, honestly. Still, nobody had explained 
why or seemed too concerned with it. “Well... before that, I was in 
Elysium,” he explained. 


Percy almost dropped his skittles. 


“Seriously?” he asked. Castor smiled weakly. “That’s awesome! Wait - 
what was your first life like? Why did you come back?” he asked. Castor 
bit his lip. Wait. No. Insensitive question. Damnit. Percy opened his mouth 
to apologize, but Castor was speaking slowly. 


“The lines,” he said, tapping his wrist. “Are what gets you into Elysium. It’s 
like a barcode. After they judge you as worthy, they appear on your wrist 
and scan you in,” he explained. “It’s a barcode for me, but honestly, it 
depends on what time you’re from. For some people, the tracking system 
might be different if you were born before that technology,” he said with a 
glance at where Hugo had knelt down to say hello to a frog. 


“As for my first life,” Castor continued, “It was... well, I don’t regret 
anything,” he decided. Percy tilted his head. “I’m not sure if I’m a hero, but 
rumor has it my death was... important, so,” he shrugged. “I did what I 
thought was the best thing to do. I came back because I thought it was the 
best thing to do, too,” he said. That didn’t clear much up, but Percy wasn’t 


going to pry. 
“Were you dead for very long?” 
“Not really, no.” 


“That’s good. You didn’t have time to make friends or anything down 
there,” Percy said. Castor’s face crumbled. He looked so unbelievably sad 
that Percy almost stopped walking to hug him. What? What did he say? Oh, 
gods- 


“Yeah,” Castor agreed quickly. “I - ah, shit,” he muttered as they 
approached a highway. At first, Percy thought he was complaining about 


the massive amount of cars they were about to weave through without 
getting hit but quickly realized Nico had returned - and he looked mighty 
pissed for someone so small. 


“You sneaky little snake!” he hissed, and Castor rolled his eyes. “You said 
you were going to the bathroom! I thought you died or something! Again!” 
he growled. Castor raised an eyebrow. 


“You thought I was in the bathroom for two hours?” 


“I don’t know! That seemed like your business,” Nico said irritably, and 
from the front of the group, Luke saw Nico and yelled at the sky. 


“WHY IS THERE ANOTHER ONE?!” 


“Don’t expect an answer,” Jason said calmly. “Roman gods don’t respond 
to prayers.” 


“Listen, I'll take anybody,” Luke groused, “Are there Egyptian gods? 
Norse? Greek? Hindu? Christian? Literally, anyone-“ 


“Can we stop by McDonald’s?” Hugo interrupted. “I haven’t had it before, 
and Anna said they have ice cream-“ 


“No,” Luke snapped. “We’re getting to Camp Jupiter, and we don’t even 
have money-“ 


“McDonald’s?” Nico asked suddenly, pulling out the green card he had 
shown them earlier. “I have money,” he said, and Anna cheered. Hugo also 
brightened but was sidetracked by staring at the cars on the highway in utter 
bafflement as Luke and Nico continued arguing about McDonald’s. 


“These are the ugliest cars I have ever seen,” he said, sounding astounded. 
“Why are they shaped like that?” 


“-ate before we came! We don’t need McDonald’s,” Luke was saying. 
“Need I remind you that there are monsters here that cant die? We’re not 
stopping. We’re getting to Camp Jupiter so I can take a nap and find 


someone who knows what’s happening,” he said firmly. Nico looked 
around. 


“T can maybe shadow travel you-“ he began but was cut off by monster 
number two arriving. This time it was Castor who struck it down, though 
only for a few moments before it started to reform. Unfortunately for them, 
Percy recognized the creature - though he wasn’t sure how. It looked like a 
pigeon, but... 


“Stymphalian birds,” Percy found himself saying. “If there’s one, they’ll 
be-“ he started, and (naturally) that was when a good thirty more appeared. 
This was unfortunate, considering their two options were running onto a 
busy road, fighting, or running back into the forest. 


“...do any of us use arrows?” Anna asked, looking around. Hugo looked at 
his scythe as Luke, Castor, and Nico all looked at their swords. Jason 
brought his claws back up and looked up at the birds - Percy was ninety 
percent sure he was about to bark at them. “Maybe, at some point, one of us 
should learn archery,” Anna said. Percy raised his hand. 


“Not it.” 
“I can just use my teeth,” Jason shrugged. 
“I don’t want to,” Hugo said, and Luke snapped his fingers. 


“Focus,” he told them all and looked at where the birds were all beginning 
to surround them. “I think the freeway is our only option,” he grimaced. 
“Alright, we need to - Hugo!” he yelled as Hugo sprinted out towards the 
street. “GOD DAMNIT!” he shouted and raced after him. Percy looked 
around. 


“I’m just going to shadow travel to the other side,” Nico said and looked at 
Percy. “Would you like me to bring you with me?” he asked. Percy smiled. 


He was such a sweet kid. A little odd, but sweet. 


“Nah, my skin is like iron. Pll be fine,” he said, and Nico nodded. 


“You’re coming with me,” he added bitterly at Castor, who frowned. 
“You’re not allowed to re-die,” he muttered. Castor made a face and went to 
step forward, but his feet seemed glued to the ground. He tugged for a few 
minutes before grinding his teeth. 


“Nico, come on!” he groaned. Oh. Right. Percy had completely forgotten 
since it had been so long. “Let me go!” 


“Sorry,” Nico said with a hint of real apology there. “You’re still not fully 
alive. Just because your body is back doesn’t mean you’ve adjusted. Guess 
you’re stuck listening to me,” he said and grabbed his arm. When a truck 
zipped by - casting a large shadow over them - they disappeared. 


Just in time because the birds seemed pissed. 


“Alright, we should-“ Percy began but cut himself off when Jason flew over 
the road. A bunch of birds darted after him as he slashed at them while a 
few cars swerved - honestly, he didn’t even know what the mist turned that 
into. “Did you know he could fly?” he asked Anna. She shook her head, 
looking amazed. “The entire time?!” 


“He is a Jupiter kid.” 


“Yeah, but like, he couldn’t have grabbed one of us?” Percy said and looked 
over his shoulder. “You, specifically,” he added as an afterthought. Anna 
scoffed. 


“T can take care of myself, Pretty Boy,” she said, and there was an odd 
familiarity to that nickname from her. “Watch this,” she said and spun 
around, slicing a bird that got too close in half. A few others squawked 
indignantly, but Annabeth had stepped back before launching herself 
forward. Percy gawked as she jumped up - rolling over the hood of a car, so 
she was on the roof and hopping to the next one in a blur. Percy felt his 
heart stutter for her - sure she would fall off, but her balance was amazing. 
It was almost like she was flying herself. 


Well... that just left him. Hugo and Luke were still alive - chaotically 
almost getting hit every few seconds as they bobbed and weaved. Jason 


dove down rapidly to yank Luke out of the way of one motorcyclist, so he 
wasn’t completely useless. 


“Lupa, you did not train me for this,” he muttered and stabbed one of the 
birds before racing into the road. Within seconds, the birds decided it was 
time for a group attack, which sucked. Percy collapsed on the ground, 
letting a car speed over him as he kept himself close to the ground. It passed 
over - hitting a few birds so that the coast was clear when he rolled over. He 
took a few more steps - a car horn blaring wildly as he barely caught 
himself in time. The rearview mirror caught his arm and ripped off, but he 
barely felt it as he stepped back and then launched forward again. A few 
more birds came, so he stepped in front of another truck and laid down, 
letting it knock them to the side. A rush went over him as the car sped by. 
Then he decided to take a page out of Anna’s book and leaped up on the 
next moving Car. 


The jerk of movement sent him to his knees as he landed with a thump on 
the roof, but he caught himself just in time to jump onto the hood of the 
next one. The driver swerved (understandable given Percy just blocked their 
view), so he pushed himself off and rolled over the roof of a truck only to 
jump even higher to a school bus. Hopping up, he raced the length of it - 
taking advantage of the size and height - so he could take that final leap to 
where the others were waiting. 


Gods, he would totally break his face if he didn’t have this weird resilience 
going on... or he would have if it wasn’t for something tugging him from 
the air. When he hit the ground, something soft was under him. Well, not 
soft. There was the distinct feeling of metal, but something soft underneath 
that and a low groan. Percy rolled over the person - making sure to grab 
them tightly, so they weren’t left near the road. 


“Ow,” Jason’s voice said, and he sat up and then flicked Percy. “You’re 
heavy.” 


“Try being stronger,” he grumbled and rolled over. “Are you okay? I would 
have been fine, you know,” he said, and Jason looked over his armor before 
shining a spot with mud on it. 


“Tm fine - damnit,” he said, reaching for his hair. Percy wasn’t sure how, 
but his bun had become loose. Jason took a deep breath. “I miss Reyna,” he 
said, voice filled with forced patience. “She always had hair ties,” he said a 
little wistfully. Percy took a hair tie from his wrist and handed it over. Jason 
blinked a few times before looking down. “But... your hair is short?” he 
frowned, expression blank. 


“I don’t know,” Percy told him and stood up. “I had them on my wrist when 
I woke up. Maybe I was around a lot of long-haired people,” he said and 
then looked over at the rest of the group. “Besides, Anna’s hair is usually a 
disaster, and so she needs them,” he added. Anna glanced up and flipped 
him off. He beamed at her. “Nice car hopping!” he called. 


“Nice accident,” she said with a jerk of her head to where one of the cars 
Percy had jumped on and spun out. Percy’s face paled, but nobody looked 
hurt... but boy did that driver getting out look pissed. 


“The birds are reforming,” Luke said firmly and hauled Hugo up by the 
arm. They looked fine other than a few scrapes and bruises. “You are an 
ass,” he hissed at him. Hugo shrugged. 


“Sorry. I didn’t realize they were that fast. Aren’t cars like... maxed out at 
sixty? I thought they were probably going fifty miles per hour,” he said. The 
group turned back to where the cars were all zipping by (par the accident to 
the side). “I may have misread the situation,” Hugo said solemnly. 


“Let’s just go,” Jason said, fixing his hair. Nico raised his hand. 


“Are we still getting McDonald’s?” he asked, and Percy was pretty sure 
Luke was about to burst into tears. 


...but, hey. Nico got them all milkshakes, so it was kind of worth it. 
The rest of the trip went by relatively uneventfully. There were still 


monsters, but they were able to move pretty quickly, and Percy was pretty 
spry, given that Nico had surprised him with a cheeseburger. 


“T got an extra at McDonald’s and figured you might want it,” he said, 
kicking the ground a little as he offered it up. Castor was watching with his 
mouth open - possibly because he was not offered a cheeseburger as well, 
but whatever. Percy was clearly special. 


“Thanks, Nico,” he smiled warmly, and Nico positively beamed at him as 
he took a bite. There was a sharp smacking sound as Percy turned away. 


“Ow! 33 


“You brat,” Castor’s voice hissed. “And you called me the snake? You 
better not be-” 


“Tm not!” 


“Liar,” Castor said, and Percy took another bite of his food, pretending he 
wasn’t listening. “You know he’s way too old for you,” he added, voice 
much lower. A string of words came out that were decidedly not English. 


“I order you to stop talking until I say so,” Nico whispered back heatedly. 
Oof. Percy risked a look back to see Castor about ten seconds away from a 
murder. Absently, he wondered who was too old for Nico. He didn’t have 
much time to really think it over because, as they exited a dark tunnel, he 
spotted a distant outline of a small city with a coliseum hovering high 
above. 


“Ts that it?” Anna asked. Jason grimaced. 


“Unfortunately,” he said and yawned. “We should probably go over some 
stuff,” he said and ran a hand over his face. “Lupa has trained you, but she 
hasn’t taught you... well, how these people live,” he said - voice almost 
callous. 


“You don’t like them,” Luke noted. Jason shrugged. “Is there a reason 
why?” 


“There is. Fuck off,” Jason said, and Luke narrowed his eyes. “But that’s 
not what I’m talking about. Do you remember our conversation when we 


first met?” he asked. Ah, yes. When Jason had attacked them, bit Percy, 
asked where Reyna was, and been won over by jerky. A heartwarming 
introduction. 


“You said Camp Jupiter might be going to war,” Luke said, which was 
probably the correct answer. Jason nodded. “Something about political 
upheaval?” 


“Tt is... a complicated situation. With Reyna gone, there isn’t a praetor at 
the moment. That means nobody is there to tame the chaos. I’m sure it’s 
still... orderly,” he rolled his eyes. “But the system is all out of whack-“ 


“I thought there was supposed to be a second praetor,” Anna chimed in. 
“They run the camp, right? Isn’t that the highest-ranking position? There 


should be two, according to Lupa.” 


“There was,” Jason said as he led them through an old parking lot. “The 
second is dead.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry,” Hugo frowned. “What happened?” 
Jason’s lips curled. 
“He upset me.” 


...oh. That was a little awkward. That also might explain why Jason wasn’t 
too thrilled to be returning to camp. 


“So there is no leadership here, and there could be unrest on Olympus,” 
Luke said slowly. Then paused. “This isn’t looking promising for me,” he 
said and then frowned. “Wait, Reyna was a praetor?” he asked. “I thought 
you said you two grew up together. How much older was she?” he asked. 
Jason opened a random gate and gestured them through. 


“She’s my age.” 


“are you kidding me? I thought there were adults here!” Luke said loudly 
but was cut off by the sound of a river. 


“Little Tiber,” Jason said and shrugged. “Once we cross, we’|l be there,” he 
said and licked his lips. “If they kill me,” he said and then turned to the 
others. “It has been a truly unpleasant experience traveling with all of you,” 
he said - completely serious. Nico looked at him indignantly. 


“I bought you a McFlurry.” 
“Tt had chocolate in it.” 


“You do realize you can eat chocolate, right?” Anna asked. She turned to 
Hugo, who shrugged as he continued examining the credit card Nico let him 
hold. “You’re not a wolf. You can eat chocolate.” 


Jason didn’t respond. He turned and continued on through the river. 


“... he’s a strange one, isn’t he?” Castor asked thoughtfully and then gasped. 
“I can talk!” he beamed, touching his throat. Nico narrowed his eyes. 


“You’re welcome.” 


“I’m going to burn your Mythomagic cards when you sleep,” Castor told 
him and walked forward into camp. Percy curiously went to follow, only for 
a burning sensation to touch his foot when he stepped into the water. He 
yelped, stepping back. Everyone turned. 


“What’s wrong?” Hugo asked. Percy frowned and touched the water again. 
A warning heat seemed to snap up his leg. He stepped back, a little 
affronted. He was great with water, usually. What was this? 


“It won’t let me cross,” he said, dismayed. Luke sighed. “The water is 
burning me!” 


“Let me see,” Luke said and walked over to yank Percy’s jeans up and look 
down at his ankle. Sure enough, the skin was red and swollen. “...huh,” he 
said and brought out his sword. When he jabbed it, the skin remained as 
impenetrable as ever. “Well, it seems as if this water is your weak spot,” he 
said. “Weird.” 


“I can carry him across,” Anna shrugged. “Get on my back-“ 


“What if you drop him?” Castor objected. Anna raised an eyebrow and 
turned to him, crossing her arms over her chest in a subtle challenge. Nico 
raised his hand. 


“T can shadow travel him-” 
“I wouldn’t drop him!” 


“I can fly him over,” Jason said and splashed back to the bank. Percy 
jumped back to avoid getting hit. 


“What if you drop him-” 

“I can’t drop someone if I shadow travel them,” Nico told them. 
“Maybe we can make a bridge.” 

“Out of what, dipshit?” 


“I can - are you listening to me?” Nico asked, turning to Percy. Percy 
smiled at him. 


“Yeah, you want to try?” he asked and held out his hand. Nico bit back a 
grin before grabbing him. There was a sharp flash of coldness as he felt 
himself pulled into a tunnel of darkness. Not the best for anyone 
claustrophobic. When Percy felt solid ground, he hit it hard with a choked 
gasp. “What the fu-” 


“I did it!” Nico said brightly. Percy made a strangled sound as he glanced 
up. Sure enough, they were across the river. “Sometimes I miss my mark,” 
Nico admitted to him. “Once I accidentally went to Utah instead of 
Virginia,” he told him. Oh. That was comforting. Percy glanced up to see 
the group looking around wildly from across the river. Percy stood up and 
raised his hands. 


“We’re here!” 


“How the Hell did you do that?!” Hugo yelled, and Percy pointed to Nico. 
“That little boy zapped you over there?!” 


“Pm not little,” Nico muttered. “Jerk.” 


Percy snorted but didn’t respond, given that they were all splashing over 
(minus Jason, who decided to fly over). He stepped back to avoid getting hit 
again. At least they made it. Hurray! Based on that fun little trip, he had 
been really uncertain. Anna held out her hand, flipping her hair over, and 
Percy handed her another hair tie. 


“Thanks,” she said and then frowned. “Um, so we made it, right?” she 
asked. Percy shrugged. It appeared that way. “Then why do they have their 
weapons out?” she asked, pointing over Percy’s shoulder. He turned, a little 
alarmed to find a mass of purple appearing behind him with weapons out. 


Luke grabbed the back of Percy’s shirt, yanking him back to Anna as he 
brought out his sword. Percy put his hand on Riptide, but none of the group 
seemed too interested in any of them. All eyes were on Jason. 


Jason, for his part, didn’t look surprised. He jutted out his chin and 
straightened himself up - fixing them with cool eyes that would have made 
Lupa proud. 


“Octavian,” he greeted and tilted his head. “Julius,” he added and then let 
his eyes fall onto another boy up front. “I recognize you,” he said, “Though 
I can’t say I remember your name,” he told him. The boy was tall - perhaps 
a little older than Percy, but he wouldn’t be surprised if he was the same 
age. His hair was a warm brown with hints of copper weaved in and eyes a 
dark gold. He looked at Jason warily before glancing at the other two 
campers Jason had addressed. 


“My name is Dom,” he said cautiously. 


“Nice to meet you, Dom,” Jason said and then held out his hands. “Am I to 
get a trial?” 


“So you confess?” the one boy demanded, voice hardening. He had similar 
features to Jason, with blonde hair and blue eyes, but he was much paler 
and gangly. “First, you kill our praetor, and now this?” he asked. Jason’s 
lips twitched. 


“No,” he said and lowered his hands. “I don’t confess, but you’! pin it on 
me either way.” 


“Who else could it be, Jason? We have two demigods without memories-“ 


“Six now, actually,’ Jason interrupted as Percy bit his lip. Jason had 
mentioned there had been other demigods that had arrived without 
memories, but he had little to no details on the matter. There were two 
others? “Meet Anna, Luke, Hugo, and Perseus,” he said and smiled wryly. 
“Their memories are gone as well.” 


Whispers flew over the group, and the boy to the right of the blonde boy 
pursed his lips. 


“Jason,” he said slowly, running his hand through his hair. “We tried to be 
fair to you.” 


Jason didn’t answer. 


“Arrest him,” Octavian finally said, and a few members moved forward to 
roughly grab Jason. 


“Wait a minute,” Percy said and stepped forward. One girl with a spear 
shoved him back. “What the Hell do you think he’s done?” he asked. “You 
have no right to arrest someone like that-“ 


“Easy,” someone said, and Percy shoved them off of him. 


“Read out the damn charge if you’re going to arrest them,” he snarled, 
“Jason was with us the past couple of months. He was with Lupa. Are you 
going to question her as a witness?” he asked, and at that several people 
paused. Jason looked at him with a hint of surprise in his eyes. 


“Lupa might have aided him,” Octavian murmured to Julius. This appeared 
to be the wrong thing to say because Julius fixed him with an incredulous 
stare before holding up his hand. Everyone hesitated. Dom, who had pretty 
much just been standing there, shifted nervously. 


“Jason?” Julius asked. “Do you have proof it wasn’t you?” he asked. Jason 
snorted. 


“Do you have proof that Jupiter has been overthrown?” he asked and 
shoved someone away from him. “I didn’t kill my father,” he said loudly. A 
mutter went over them all as Percy’s eyes widened. Oh, no. That was the 
discussion? “Trust me. I would admit to it if I did... and have considered it 
my biggest achievement,” he added flatly. Angry hisses flooded through the 


group. 
“Watch how you speak of-” 


“If you had dedicated half as much energy caring about Jupiter to finding 
Reyna, then maybe you would have your praetor back!” Jason cut in. “She 
is more reliable than any of the gods have been, and you know it,” he said 
coolly. 


“We have people looking for Reyna,” Julius said defensively. “But our 
structure is turning into chaos without knowledge of the gods. Octavian has 
seen images of Jupiter falling from the throne.” 


“And they are, naturally, shrouded in confusion,” Jason said and sneered at 
Octavian. “If you have such clear sight, augur, tell us where he is,” he said. 
Octavian’s eyes flicked Jason up and down with clear dislike. “The only 
chaos here is what you’ve caused. The gods have so rarely appeared to us - 
why do we care? We fought their war. We took down the titans. What more 
could they possibly want from us?” he asked, voice rising. Octavian’s 
fingers twitched. 


“You tried to overthrow your father before,” he said - eyes glittering. “And 
how well did that work out for you?” he asked quietly. Jason swallowed. 
“You never knew how to choose your enemies.” 


“T did the right thing,” Jason hissed. “More than any of you ever did! You 
didn’t see it. If you had listened to me-” 


“Enough,” Julius interrupted, though he looked troubled. “This matter will 
be investigated,” he decided. “The other centurions and I will figure out the 


best way forward. Until then...” he trailed off and fixed Jason with an 
apologetic look. “I’m sorry, Jason,” he said, and Jason rolled his eyes. “PI 
speak to Lupa,” he promised. 


“Coward,” Jason told him quietly. Julius said nothing as the soldiers came 
back to yank Jason away. Percy swallowed - jerking his arm out of 
someone’s grip to glare at everyone. He felt someone pull at his forearm 
and turned to maybe throw a punch but was surprised to find it was Castor 
holding him. 


“Be careful,” he said lowly. “They’re more dangerous than they let on.” 


Something in Percy whispered that they weren’t more dangerous than him 
but stayed quiet. He glared around him before taking a step back. He wasn’t 
going to get the others in trouble. He wouldn’t do that. Still, his eyes fell to 
where the other demigod - Dom, apparently - was watching Jason stoically. 


“What did you tell them?” Percy asked. Dom’s eyes snapped to him, and his 
eyes narrowed. “You said something, didn’t you? I can tell,” he said coolly. 
Dom/’s expression hardened. Luke placed a hand on Percy’s shoulder, gently 
pushing him to follow the group heading into camp. 


“You like him?” Dom asked, voice somewhere between incredulous and 
disgusted. Percy paused and turned back to him. “I thought he said you had 
no memory, too” 


Too. 


“You... don’t have your memories?” he asked. Dom shrugged. His hand 
went to what looked to be a machete at his hip. Suddenly, Dom’s callous 
actions clicked. “It was your friend Lupa killed,” he said. “There were three 
of you without memories. Jason said only two of you made it to Camp 
Jupiter,” he said. Dom’s jaw clenched. 


“And?” he asked. 


“You’re going to pin that on Jason?” he asked. Dom shook his head in 
amazement. 


“He didn’t exactly stop it,” Dom told him. “And Alabaster was not weak,” 
he said firmly. Percy swallowed - remembering echoing those very same 
words to Lupa about his friends. “Far from it, actually. He was the most 
powerful of all of us. Are you telling me you wouldn’t be angry if the same 
thing happened to you?” he asked. Percy hesitated. All had ended well, 
but... what if Lupa had succeeded in killing someone yesterday? And Jason 
had played a role in it? He had been the one to drug them. He knew what 
was happening. He helped Lupa with it. 


And Percy hadn’t thought twice about it, given they had all survived. 
Maybe part of him wanted to believe nobody would have really gone 
through with it... but based on the evidence in front of him? Dom 
swallowed. 


“Do you think Jason really did something to Jupiter?” he asked - fighting to 
keep his voice calm. Dom snorted with a shake of his head. 


“You haven’t heard the stories about that guy,” he said darkly. “Letting Al 
die wasn’t the worst thing he did. Ethan and I may not have memories, but 
we know who our enemies are. Do you?” he asked. 


...n0, not really. He turned to Luke in hopes that maybe he had a better idea. 
Based on his expression, he did not. How typical. Throwing one last dark 
look at Dom, he shoved himself past him with a grimace. 


Nobody else spoke to them. Apparently, their arrival wasn’t as important as 
arresting Jason. A few people stopped by to shove some uniforms and 


armor into their arms with requests for papers. 


“papers?” Luke asked as Octavian glanced up from a form he was looking 
at. “We don’t even have our memories. Is there an adult here I can talk to?” 
he asked. Octavian arched his brow. 


“I’m eighteen.” 
Luke closed his eyes. 


“Okay, you can stop talking,” he muttered and went to turn away. 


“I would be willing to make an exception,” Octavian said lightly. Anna 
paused in helping Hugo fit his armor to stare back. “Given you all help me 
gather evidence. I’m sure you saw... something suspicious during your time 
with him and Lupa,” he drawled out. 


This motherfucker. Percy looked over at Castor and Nico standing off to the 
side with a subtle gesture at him. A silent question of ‘um... is this guy 
serious?’ to which they gave identical looks of ‘it’s only going to get worse 
from here’. 


“No, I don’t think we did,” Hugo said. “Unless you count eating raw meat.” 


“I saw him chase a squirrel once,” Percy volunteered. Octavian’s expression 
grew pinched. 


‘I’m sure you saw something- “ 


“We’re not interested in perjuring ourselves,” Anna interrupted him calmly. 
“But thank you for the opportunity of including us in your corrupted system 
of justice. I suppose that’s easy given the absence of any real structure 
here,” she told him. Octavian’s eyes flashed. 


“I have futures to read,” he said and looked at them darkly. “We’ll find a 
suitable place for all of you... at a later date,” he told them coolly and 
snapped his papers up. Dumbass. Percy hated him already. Even more than 
Jason, which was saying something. 


Speaking of Jason... 
“Is there a jail here?” he asked, looking around. “Can we see him?” 
Castor nodded, pointing to their right. 


“I can take you,” he said, and Percy turned to the others. Luke was looking 
pained at the idea of not hunting down someone to dump them all on, but at 
Percy’s expression, he seemed to relent. 


“Fine,” he said and then pointed to all of them. “But we are not breaking 
him out - don’t say you weren’t thinking about it!” he added when Anna 


opened her mouth. “If things get sticky, then maybe. As of right now? No. 
Leave him. Hugo. Hugo, I’m also talking to you,” he said, voice rising with 
irritation when he caught Hugo frowning at a charred top of one of the 
buildings. 


“How can they say Zeus is gone?” Hugo asked. Part of Percy went to 
correct him on the name, but for whatever reason, Zeus felt more natural 
anyway. “Look at that. It looks like lightning, doesn’t it?” he asked. Percy 
followed his gaze with a frown. Now that he mentioned it... “And Jason 
was with us. Who else could have done that?” he asked. 


“Maybe another weather god?” Anna suggested. Nico quickly cleared his 
throat and gestured them towards the direction they were initially going. 
Yes. Right. 


The ‘jail’ was actually pretty nice... all things considered. It was more of an 
empty room with plain furniture that reminded Percy of an asylum room. 
The door itself was glass so you could see inside with holes to speak 
through - kind of like how you put holes in a shoebox when you caught a 
frog or something. 


“That was quick,” Jason greeted from the bed. “What awful thing did you 
hear about me?” 


“T was the one saying awful things about you,” Percy greeted, and Jason 
grinned back. “I told everyone you ate raw lamb,” he said, and Jason 
reached into his bag to pull out another strip and dangle it mockingly before 
dropping it in his mouth. “Disgusting.” 


‘Hm. Delicious," Jason drawled before sitting up. Luke made a noise of 
disgust. “Seriously, though, what do you want?” he asked, sounding 
genuinely curious. “You didn’t just come to check on me...?” he began and 
then studied Percy’s face. “You are,” he said and shook his head. “You tried 
to kill me once, and suddenly I’m included in this weird loyalty thing you 
got going on?” he asked, getting up to walk to the door. Percy flushed. “You 
get attached to people way too easily, Perseus. It was one of the things Lupa 
was most worried about with sending you here,” he said. “These aren’t 


good people - and the good people that were here? They’re missing. Reyna 
isn’t the only one. There are rumors of others-“ 


“Did you do something to Jupiter?” Percy interrupted. Jason made a noise 
of disgust and turned away. “Seriously, give us something to work with. 
Why are all these people accusing you? Did you really try to overthrow 
him?” he asked. Jason’s fingers rested against the door in front of him, 
slowly curling into a fist against the glass. 


“Octavian says my father is gone. I know nothing about it,’ Jason said 
darkly. “I did try to overthrow him, yes - for a good reason. Nobody 
believed me, but it was true. I saw it with my own eyes. They were going to 
do to me what they did with the others! I wouldn’t have escaped if it wasn’t 
for Apollo and Diana,” he said fiercely. 


“Um,” Nico said nervously and looked at Percy, who frowned. A weird 
twinge of familiarity was suddenly hinting at him. “Maybe we should-“ 


“What were they going to do to you?” Percy asked slowly. Jason shook his 
head. 


“There’s a reason the gods don’t have children like me,” he said darkly. 
“Pm...” he began and did that thing where you bite your tongue to the side, 
so it stuck out of the side of your cheek. Jason took a long breath. “We’re 
called maledictuses. Well, I am,” he said bitterly. “There’s this illness that 
sometimes affects demigods that strong. Camp Jupiter had a system for it, 
though. When I first came, they would have to check me over every day. I 
had to be under supervisory and all that - it sucked, but it was doable. I just 
felt like more of a caged animal than a human,” he said... which was kind 
of ironic given... eh, nevermind. “Lupa hadn’t wanted to send me at all in 
the beginning because of it.” 


A weird swirling in his stomach tightened. Almost instinctively, Percy 
touched his forearm. 


“Reyna and I did some stuff to prove I was safe enough not to have to be on 
such a short leash. Eventually... the gods invited me to Olympus after all 
the stuff I did for them,” he said, voice growing bitter. “I should have 


known it was a trap. I thought they were going to tell me that I could...” he 
licked his lips and then sighed. “It’s complicated. For a second, I thought 
they were going to listen to me. Then I got a mark on my arm,” he 
grimaced. 


“A mark?” 


“Don’t ask. It’s a long story,” Jason said bitterly. “Anyway, they brought me 
to a garden, and... and... nobody believes me, but I swear,” Jason said, 
almost breathlessly. “They had other demigods in that garden. All of them. 
They turned them all into plants. They would have done the same to me-“ 


Why did this sound so familiar? 


“Jupiter is not the good guy,” Jason continued darkly. “I’m not sure any of 
them are. Apollo and Diana are the only ones I trust. They said there was 
some rebellion - though I never saw it. I’m not sure what they meant. Diana 
seemed... confused about it all, but Apollo was sure,” he frowned and 
shook his head. “Look, I don’t know for sure what’s going on, but I didn’t 
hurt my father. I don’t even know if he’s really overthrown or not.” 


The story was in pieces, and Percy didn’t think he had all the information to 
make much sense of it all. There were still so many questions - but he... did 
believe him strangely enough. Percy looked at the others. There was the 
same look of uncertain belief on their faces as well - par Nico who looked 
downright horrified, and Castor, whose expression remained completely 
blank. 


“We’ll get you out of here,” Percy told him. Jason scoffed. “There’s a lot of 
weird stuff going on,” he admitted, thinking of the reforming monsters and 
water burning his skin. “But if you didn’t do it... we’ll figure it out,” he 
said. Jason looked a little doubtful but nodded. It was strange... why did 
Lupa send him here? She must have known this was going to happen, and 
they didn’t need an escort. Not really. 


He went to turn away when Jason called him back. 


“You could get claimed soon,” he warned. He made it sound like a bad 
thing. “You’re all old enough. Be careful. Lupa thought some of you could 
be maledictuses too,” he said. Percy bit his tongue at that. Jason’s eyes 
flicked to Percy. “I thought you could be...” he began but trailed off. “It 
doesn’t matter. Just be careful. They act accepting, but the second you say 
something they don’t like... they’ll turn against you,” he warned. 


Again... why did that sound familiar? 
“You haven’t told us everything,” Anna said. Jason gave a coy smile. 


“There isn’t enough time,” he said. “They’ll be looking for you. It’s 
probably time to place you in a cohort. Good luck.” 


That sounded terrifying. 


“What does that mean-” Hugo started but was cut off by the glass between 
them suddenly turning black, erasing Jason from view. 
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Jason’s trial was in two days. 


And, look, Anna understood that Percy had a bleeding heart. Jason had a 
sob story - or so he said. He had this awful curse and was an outcast, blah, 
blah, blah. Anna didn’t trust him. There were too many things they didn’t 
know and too many holes in Jason’s stories. If Percy wanted to play nice, 
sure, but Anna would treat this trial as the investigation it was. 


“No. No, you- no.” 


Of course, they had other problems at the moment. Luke looked close to 
slapping someone as his patience was rapidly evaporating with the group of 
campers in front of them. From next to her, Percy sighed, nudging her 
lightly with his elbow. 


“Better or worse than staying with Lupa?” he muttered to her. Anna 
considered. 


“Better than Lupa, but I honestly preferred the trip here over the 
destination. At least then we got McFlurries,” she said. Percy snorted as he 
glanced over at where Hugo was fiddling with more rocks. A small pile was 
building by him - all polished to the point where they could have been a 
collection in a museum. Anna leaned over to him next. 


“Are you okay?” she asked. Dark eyes flicked to her. For a second, she 
thought he might not answer, but he licked his lips and leaned over. 


“Jason talking about... that stuff,” he said, and Anna raised an eyebrow. 
“The marks on the arm. I know he didn’t go into detail, but did it make 
you... nervous?” he asked. Anna pursed her lips. There had been a slight 
hint of concern there - maybe even a tingle, but she was sure it was all in 
her head. Hugo didn’t seem so confident and ran his fingers over his 
forearm. “I don’t know, I just... it makes me feel nauseous or something,” 
he mumbled. “It makes my head hurt.” 


“Maybe you’re just sick,” she said. Hugo wrinkled his nose. “You know 
how you get,” she told him and regretted the words almost immediately. 
Damnit. Usually, she was the tactful one. Sort of. Hugo pulled away - brows 
furrowing together as Anna reached out to touch his arm. “Sorry,” she said 
quietly. Hugo might have responded, but Luke was speaking again. 


“Alright, I’m going to walk you through this one more time,” he said and 
folded his hands together. “We don’t have any memories. Do you 
understand that?” he asked. Julius and Octavian looked at one another 
warily before nodding. “So, if we don’t have memories, why would we 
have letters of recommendations?” 


“Tf you don’t have-” 


“Ah. No,” Luke interrupted, raising a finger. Octavian’s nostrils flared. 
“You’ve told me this. If we don’t have letters of recommendation, then we 
need a centurion’s personal recommendation. However, as I think you 
know, we don’t know anybody here,” he said and took a long breath. 
“Surely, this has happened before?” 


“Yes,” Octavian said with a forced smile. “So, for now, you are all 
probatios. Meaning you need to find a sponsor until you get yourself a letter 
of recommendation from a centurion,” he explained. Luke closed his eyes 
and made a fist as he lightly put it on the table between them. 


“Hm. Yes. I think we’ve been through this too,” he said, voice strained. 
“This is fun, isn’t it? Okay,” he said. “The problem is, my new friends, that 


we don’t know anyone to sponsor us. What happens if nobody sponsors 
us?” he asked. Percy raised a hand. 


“Can I sponsor someone?” 


“Tt has to be someone within the legion,” Julius told him tiredly, rubbing his 
temples. “Just go make friends-” 


“If you don’t find someone to sponsor you, then you will be... asked to 
leave,” Octavian said with a curled lip. Luke blinked at him a few times. 
Then turned to where the rest of them were patiently sitting. Anna was 
certain he was about to stab the guy, but Luke only took a long breath and 
nodded. 


“Okay, fine,” he muttered, “So here’s my next question,” Luke said, and 
Percy shook his head. Anna had to agree. The tenacity was really 
something. “You are... of a certain age demographic,” he said. Julius raised 
an eyebrow. “Where would I go to find people closer to my age?” he asked. 
Octavian narrowed his eyes. 


“and how old are you?” 

“He looks nineteen, maybe?” 

“That’s nice. I thought thirty.” 

“Eh, I can see that too, but he has this elf face-” 

“T’m twenty-four,” Luke interrupted flatly. Julius scoffed. 


“Then most people your age are in New Rome,” he said. Luke frowned. “It 
is where our retired legionnaires live. There are shops, houses, schools - the 
whole thing. Most people go there to get married and have kids,” he 
explained. Luke blinked. 


“And where is this?” 


“Nice try. I said retired legionnaires. You might be older than the average 
recruit, but you still haven’t served long enough to earn such a life,” he 


said. Luke closed his eyes and took another long breath. Then looked back 
again at where Percy, Anna, and Hugo were still patiently waiting. “Now, 
go find your sponsors so we can figure out how to deal with Jason Grace’s 
trial-” Julius began but was interrupted by Hugo suddenly collapsing. “Oh, 
great,” he muttered as Percy jerked forward to catch him. “There’s an 
infirmary right outside,” he tacked on. Anna felt her annoyance swell at the 
callousness. Her eyes flashed, and for a second, the smell of electricity 
seemed to fill the room. 


“Don’t,” she warned darkly. Julius blinked a few times - seemingly stunned 
by her tone before she got up to help Hugo. 


“Ow,” Hugo said, voice small as Percy helped lead him from the office. 
“How...?” he began as they stumbled out. Anna pursed her lips. She knew 
he had looked off. “Did you see that?” he asked, dazed. 


“Luke being annoyed? We all saw it,” Percy told him sagely. “What 
happened? Do you need something to eat?” he asked and patted his pockets. 
Anna reached into her backpack to pull out a granola bar and hand it over. 


“I... I saw Jason,” Hugo frowned. Anna tilted her head. “It was... there was 
this weird deja vu feeling, and...” he trailed off. “Nevermind,” he decided 
and ran a hand through his hair. “I think I’m just tired. We walked really 
far,” he said with a weak smile. 


That made sense. Still, Anna didn’t feel like Hugo himself was convinced 
of that. 


“Ambrosia?” a voice asked, and Anna looked up to find Castor holding out 
a slice of what reminded Anna of baklava. “Hi, by the way,” he said 
pleasantly and knelt in front of Hugo. “Eat it. Trust me, it’s awesome,” he 
promised. Hugo looked over at Percy, who shrugged, before accepting the 
piece and taking a small bite. 


“Hm... it tastes like Plum Charlotte,” he said, and Anna turned to him in 
confusion. 


“Who?” 


“No, it’s... you guys haven’t had Plum Charlotte before?” Hugo asked as he 
took another bite. “It’s really good. Try some-” he began, holding it out to 
Anna, but Castor quickly snatched it back. 


“Um, doesn’t work like that,” he said apologetically and put the square 
away. “If you eat too much, you burn up,” he said. Hugo froze. “One bit is 
fine!” he added hastily. “And they wouldn’t taste the same stuff. It depends 
on your personal preference,” he explained. Percy turned to Hugo. 


“Your preference is something called Plum Charlotte?” 
“Don’t judge me.” 


“Too late,” Percy snorted and stood up as Luke came over. Unsurprisingly, 
Nico was next to him. Anna had no idea if he just appeared from the 
shadows or heard Luke’s stress levels rise and decided to check it out. 
Either way, she waved at their approach. 


“Are you okay?” Luke greeted, and Hugo smiled weakly in return. “Great. 
We need to find sponsors apparently,” he muttered and looked around at the 
bustling camp. Now didn’t seem like... a prime time to make friends. A 
fight had broken out a few feet away, and it was hard to tell if people were 
trying to separate them or join in. To their right, someone was reciting an 
old script on top of a wooden box - calling for them all to beg Jupiter to 
forgive them since it was (apparently) very clear that he had not been 
overthrown and simply abandoned them. 


Yeah... sponsors might be challenging. 


“How did you get a sponsor?” Anna asked, turning back to Castor and 
Nico. “Did Nico sponsor you?” she guessed. Castor laughed. 


“Nope. I, luckily, had a letter of recommendation from my godly parent,” he 
said dryly and turned to Nico. “Show them,” he said. Nico shrugged before 
opening a compartment of his arm and pulling out a thin sheet of notebook 
paper with loopy writing on the front. Anna took it from him and unfolded 
it. 


“Dear Camp Jupiter,” she read. “It is I, Bacchus, a very important god. I 
created wine, and wine is pretty good. This is my son, and I would like him 
to be a legionnaire here. I think he should be in the second cohort because 
he isn’t quite good enough to be in the first, but he died once, so he 
probably shouldn’t be in the fifth. Thanks a lot. From, Bacchus,” she read 
out and glanced up at where Nico was nodded solemnly. 


“_.. that sounds forged,” Hugo finally said. Nico snatched the letter back. 


“What do you know?” he muttered. Castor snorted. “It got Castor in the 
second cohort, so it must really be from Bacchus,” he said defensively. 
Castor looked down at the ground, hiding a smile as he risked a glance at 
Percy - as if they should be sharing this moment. Anna looked at Percy to 
find him smiling back, though a strange look was crossing his face. He was 
looking at Castor with his lips pursed, brows furrowed into something 
uncertain before turning back to Nico. 


“What about you?” Luke asked warily. Nico made a face and looked 
around. 


“T’m an ambassador for my father, but I don’t stay here. If I don’t stay here, 
then I don’t need a cohort.” 


“Where do you go?” 


“I stay with... family,” Nico said, eyes glittering with a sort of dark 
amusement. Anna stared at him. Nico was young - very sweet, but there 
was still an aura about him. It was something that whispered power and a 
sense that Nico was more analytical than he let on. 


She wasn’t sure she trusted him either. 
“Family,” Hugo repeated. “Love that. Would love to be part of one 
someday,” he said, and Percy gave an offended gasp. “I would accept you, 


but Luke might get mad.” 


“He’s part of the family, too.” 


“T am not,” Luke said. 
“Are too.” 


“Be quiet and let me figure out what we’re going to do about this,” Luke 
muttered, running a hand over his face. Percy clicked his tongue. 


“You see, I wouldn’t accept that talk from anyone other than family,” he 
told him, and Luke turned to face Percy completely. Immediately, Percy 
raised his hands in surrender with a bright grin. Anna scoffed, crossing her 
arms over her chest. Dumbasses. All of them. 


Unfortunately, she had grown attached, which meant that (alongside Luke) 
she was going to have to think for all of them. Not that she was at her 
brightest herself at the moment, but she would have to try. 


“Tf you aren’t part of a cohort, then you can’t sponsor anyone?” Luke asked, 
ignoring Percy. Nico gave an apologetic shrug. “Fucking child army 
bullshit,’ Luke muttered. “This wouldn’t happen if there was one 
reasonable adult around here,” he said and glared at the rest of the 
legionnaires. “I would like to see them try to stuff me in a bag of weasels 
with their tiny child arms,” he tacked on. Hugo laughed. “Alright, so you’re 
now a legionnaire, right?” he asked, and Castor nodded. “Great. You’re 
sponsoring Percy,” he said. 


“I didn’t agree to-” 


“I don’t care,” Luke said. “We need to find three more legionnaires willing 
to sponsor. Would Jason count?” he asked. Nico grimaced. 


“Maybe, but you would be put through Hell for it.” 
“Awesome. He’s sponsoring Hugo.” 


“Seriously?!” Hugo complained. “Wait, I want to trade with Percy-’ 


“I really am not sure Jason is going to count,” Anna said and then bit her 
lip. “I mean, we can try, of course, I just don’t know it will work... maybe 
we should just - hey!” she called and grabbed the elbow of a camper 


passing by. “Hi, hello. Pm Anna,” she said. The girl blinked a few times 
before slowly retracting her arm back from Anna. 


“Tm Gwen,” she greeted, “Can I help you?” 
“We need a sponsor?” 

Gwen laughed. 

“No,” she said and turned away. Anna frowned. 


“Wait - why not?” she argued, racing after her. Gwen didn’t even bother to 
look up from where she was picking fallen bits of rubble from the ground. 
Anna glanced up at the charred roof Hugo had noticed earlier. Part of her 
wanted to ask what happened but decided to keep up with her priorities. 


“I have enough responsibilities without worrying about... whatever that is,” 
she said, gesturing towards the boys behind them. Anna grimaced. “If you 
mess up, then that’s on me. I don’t know you well enough for that. Sorry,” 
she said, and Anna grabbed her arm again. Gwen froze. “Touch me 
again...” she warned, voice hardening. 


“You don’t have to sponsor them. You can choose me. I promise you won’t 
regret it,” she said. Gwen raised an eyebrow. “We already have a sponsor 
for Percy. Castor-” 


“Dakota’s brother?” Gwen interrupted, and Anna paused. Castor had a 
brother? She shrugged. “Damnit,” Gwen muttered and glowered in Castor’s 
direction. “I... come with me,” she decided and this time grabbed Anna’s 
arm. Percy stiffened at the sudden movement, but Anna waved him away. 
She would be fine. 


Probably. 


Gwen pulled her over - fingers tight for someone so small. Anna studied her 
over curiously. She only looked about fifteen or sixteen. Admittedly, Anna 
was not much older herself, but the two years felt large with Gwen dressed 


in armor. Her hair was a reddish-brown - chopped to her shoulders in layers 
with her eyes warm despite the coolness of her voice. 


“Where are we going?” Anna asked as Gwen led her to one of the barracks. 


“HEY! THERE IS OUR FAVORITE OPTIMIST!” a voice yelled, and 
Anna looked over to find a boy at a table with a deck of cards waving them 
over. Gwen relaxed her grip slightly - all previous chilliness replaced with 
fondness. “Ooh, you brought a friend,” the boy said. He was surrounded by 
a small group of legionnaires watching with another boy sat across from 
him at the table. 


“T thought Reyna banned you from this nonsense,” Gwen greeted, and her 
hand fell away from Anna completely. The boy snorted. 


“What use is a praetor if not to spoil my fun?” he asked, and the crowd 
booed. “Oh, leave me alone. You know I’m going to go help find her. Love 
that terrifying gremlin,” he said and met Anna’s gaze. “You’re one of the 
newbies, right?” he asked. She nodded. “Hi,” he said and waved her over. 
“Tm Dakota.” 


“She knows Castor,” Gwen added, following behind. “Her and friends need 
sponsors. Apparently, your brother volunteered,” she told him. Dakota 
stopped shuffling the cards. He glanced at Gwen before rolling his eyes. 


“You two don’t get along?” Anna guessed cautiously as she sat at the table. 
Dakota started doling out cards before picking up a glass of what looked to 
be Kool-Aid and taking a sip of it. His lips pursed. 


“We haven’t spoken much,” he said with a shrug. “Him being in the Second 
Cohort while I’m in the Fifth,’ he explained and chuckled lowly. “He 
doesn’t seem quite as fun as me,” he tacked on with a wicked grin. “Do you 
gamble?” he asked casually. 


“Neither does Dakota,” Gwen chimed in before Anna could answer. “He 
cheats.” 


“Nonsense. I’m just amazing, and you are all very jealous of me,” Dakota 
told her. “I’m also pretty good at hip hop dance,” he added. Anna didn’t 
know how to respond to that. “Want to play? I made the game myself,” he 
said - eyes glittering. 


“I think I’m good. I really only want to get sponsors for-” 


“Oh, but we can do that!” Dakota interrupted. “Let’s make a wager out of 
it,” he said and tilted his head. “You win, and we’ll help you out with the 
sponsor nonsense. I win, and...” he tilted his head thoughtfully. “You kill 
Octavian for me?” he asked. A low rumble went through the crowd. 


“T would do that for free.” 
Some laughter. Mostly stony silence. Dakota’s smile widened. 


“Not a fan of our augur?” he asked and then looked around. “I like her,” he 
told everyone and threw some cards down. “Come on. I get the feeling 
you're clever, and I’m tired of being the smartest person here,” he said. 
There were some angry mutters at that, but nobody outright contradicted 
him. 


Well... what else did she have to lose? 


“Deal me in,” she said. Dakota chuckled as and flipped a card between his 
fingers. 


The game, as it turned out, was very complicated. Anna couldn’t say she 
was surprised. It was clear Dakota was trying to get a good measure of her 
intelligence by throwing out as many complicated rules as possible. He was 
quick - snatching cards and flipping them down with an unnatural speed. He 
seemed uninterested in the game - instead, watching Anna with amused 
eyes. 


“I think I won,” Anna said calmly and placed a queen down. The entire 
room went dead silent. All eyes simultaneously went to Dakota, who peered 
down at her remaining card before smirking. 


“Someone has been counting cards,” he said and clicked his tongue. Anna 
froze. How the Hell had he noticed? Lazily, Dakota picked up her card 
between nimble fingers and studied it. “I didn’t tell you, but that was part of 
the game. Good job,” he said and dropped it, so the card fluttered down. 
Anna felt the breath leave her. “Finally, somebody here is interesting,” he 
said and then wiggled his fingers in a mocking wave. “Hi, Anna’s friends,” 
he greeted. 


She didn’t even want to know how he knew her name. 


“What is this?” Luke asked and lightly flicked the side of Anna’s head. 
“You can’t just leave,” he told her. Dakota snorted and gathered his cards 
again. 


“I was getting us sponsors!” Anna told him indignantly. Her eyes flicked 
over to where Castor had also approached, face twisted in tense disapproval 
as he looked at Dakota. “And, look, Dakota has agreed to-” 


“Ah,” Dakota interrupted. “Not so fast.” 


....she hated this kid. Slowly, she turned back to where the other demigod 
was smiling pleasantly. 


“Don’t worry, I’m keeping good on my promise. It’s just, I don’t really 
want to sponsor you and your... team of disasters. It looks like my brother 
has already involved himself as is,” he said and raised an eyebrow. Castor 
looked back coolly. “Don’t worry. I get it. They’re all very pretty,” he said, 
though his eyes landed on Percy. Castor’s jaw clenched. “Honestly, can you 
believe he’s a Bacchus kid?” he asked the crowd. Everyone tittered. 


“So, who is going to sponsor us?” Anna snapped. Dakota raised his hands. 


“T have half the camp in debt to me, princess. With no praetor, the rules are 
a little... uh, lax,” he said, and it was then Anna looked around at everyone 
surrounding them. “I get away with a lot. People like having fun. I like 
having fun. You know how it goes,” he grinned. Anna slowly turned to 
Gwen, who smiled at her. 


Did she just get involved with the Roman fucking mafia? 


“Michael, you’ll be sponsoring the babysitter,” Dakota continued, “And if 
Octavian wants to bitch about it, then he can be reminded that he owes me 
over a thousand denarii. Gwen? Do you want to sponsor the princess, or 
should I find someone else?” he asked. Gwen looked Anna over for a 
moment. 


“You know? Let’s do it,” she said and sat at the edge of the table. “I’m 
willing to sponsor anyone who can beat you in a card game,” she snorted. 
Dakota rolled his eyes before looking at Hugo. 


“I need one too,” Hugo said. “Luke is trying to make Jason sponsor me, and 
I don’t think it’s going to go well,” he said. Resounding laughter echoed 
across the group. Percy’s eyes flashed in annoyance but said nothing. 


“Ethan, what about you?” Dakota called. Anna’s eyes flicked over to where 
Ethan and Dom were watching from a table of their own. Ethan. Anna had 
heard the name from Dom before, but this was the first time she had seen 
him in person. He was a boy around their age with black hair and dark eyes. 
Dom grimaced as Ethan looked at Hugo. “You should be sympathetic. 
Didn’t you and your bestie also arrive without memories?” he asked. 


“Can I have extra rations if I say yes?” Ethan asked. Dakota hummed. 


“Sure, I can work that out,” he said and then beamed at them. “Look at that. 
I got you one from almost every cohort,” he said lightly. Anna frowned. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Michael is from the first,’ Dakota shrugged, “Darling Castor is from the 
second, Ethan is from the fourth, and Gwen is from the fifth,” he said, 
holding up his hands for a high-five. Gwen laughed and obliged. Luke 
narrowed his eyes. “So I hope your little possé is ready to split up-” 


“No,” Luke cut in. Dakota paused. “We have to live in the cohort our 
sponsor is from? That won’t work,” he said. Everyone turned to him. “None 


of us have our memories. You want us to separate?” he asked incredulously. 
Ethan snorted. 


“Dom, how did we manage?” he asked dryly. “We went in two different 
cohorts without our memories. We’re so brave,” he said dramatically and 
put a hand to his forehead. Dom smirked into his glass of water. Luke 
ignored them. 


“I- I need to find those two idiots who are pretending to run this place 
again,” he said. “Thank you for the sponsors,” he said, a bit insincerely. 
Dakota shrugged. 


“The princess played well. I still say you owe me,” he said. Anna rolled her 
eyes. 


“Not a chance,” she told him and pushed her chair back from the table. Her 
exit was ruined by Octavian himself marching towards the barracks with 
dull eyes filled with malice. Anna inwardly sighed. She didn’t see this 
ending well for any of them. 


“What are you-” 


“We have sponsors,” Luke interrupted, and Octavian paused. “But we’re all 
going to the same cohort. I don’t care how you do things here. You don’t 
have a praetor, and you and your bestie over there have no real authority,” 
he said bluntly. The crowd ‘oohed’ as Octavian jerked back as if he had 
been hit. 


“There will be a new praetor soon-” 


“You think Jason will be cool with that?” Dakota asked. “You do remember 
what he did to our last praetor, right?” he asked and then tapped the table. 
“Newbie has a good point, though. Why not shake it up a little? If they want 
to be in the same cohort so badly...” he said and tilted his head. “We can 
make it fun. There’s nobody to tell us no,” he said. 


“Dakota...” Castor gritted out. Dakota didn’t pay him any mind. 


“We haven’t had a good gladiator fight in a while. Let’s sort them that 
way,” he continued. Anna frowned. That was... an idea. She looked over at 
where Luke was examining them all with consideration. This might actually 
be their best offer. Luke was their best swordsman. Anna was their best 
strategist. Percy and Hugo were both insanely powerful. They could win 
gladiator fights. “And if anyone wants to place any bets....” Dakota grinned 
and gestured around. “I can always use some extra coin.” 


“We’re not doing this!” Octavian began, chest-puffing out as he flushed 
bright red. “This is a tumultuous time, but we will have order-” 


“That’s so cute,” Dakota said, and Octavian paused. “Even when Reyna 
isn’t here, you’re scared of her. You’re like a puppet,” he mused, and the 
group laughed. Possibly for the first time since entering this Hell of a camp, 
Anna felt a little bad for Octavian as he went purple - fists clenching by his 
side. “Look, Tavi. I know you owe me a lot of money. What if I told you 
that you can use your augur skills to predict the outcomes of the fights? For 
good entertainment, I’ll allow that,” Dakota said and held out his arms in a 
‘what about that?’ sort of way. 


A low murmur flew over. 
Finally, Octavian turned to Luke. 


“Would you be amenable to this?” he asked stiffly. Luke glanced at them. 
Anna nodded. Percy hesitated but joined in while Hugo fiddled with the 
black locket around his neck before also nodding. “Good. Meet me at the 
arena in an hour. I must consult with the gods,” Octavian said coldly. 
Dakota cheered. 


“Tell us if you see Jupiter over there!” he shouted and fixed them all with a 
wicked grin. “I like you four. You’re fun,” he and stuck his tongue out at 
Castor. “What’s wrong?” he asked innocently. 


“You need to set the ground rules to these things,” Castor answered, voice 
strained. “This is not a fight to the death. Have them fight until one is 
disarmed or surrenders and-” 


“Jeez. So many rules. Wait - when did we make Castor praetor?” Dakota 
asked, and Castor rolled his eyes. “I had no idea. What does that make me?” 
he asked. Castor muttered something under his breath and grabbed Percy’s 
arm, yanking him away from the crowd with a dark look. “Bye, little 
brother!” he called. 


“I’m pretty sure I’m older,” Castor snapped over his shoulder. 


“Its hard to say when you factor in however long you were dead for,” 
Dakota agreed as he watched Castor start to walk away. “I guess we can just 
say we’re twins, then,” he said, and Castor froze. 


“Dakota,” Gwen murmured, “Stop it.” 
Her warning came too late. Castor had already turned around to deck him. 


“Whoa!” Percy said and blocked him within a flash. Anna tensed - fully 
prepared for Castor to turn on him next, but Castor immediately stepped 
back when he noticed Percy was in the line of fire. “Hey, it’s okay,” Percy 
frowned at him and put his hand over the fist. “Dude, you can be the older 
one if you want to,” he said, and Castor’s expression faltered. He glanced at 
Dakota and scowled. 


“You’re not my brother,” he said coldly and stepped away. Percy grabbed 
Hugo and raced after him. 


“Touchy,” Dakota said, unphased by the outburst. 


“Why do you push him like that?” Gwen asked, hitting his shoulder. “I 
think he’s nice,” she said with a frown. People had begun to shuffle away, 
looking disappointed at the lack of fight, but were quickly revived by trying 
to figure out who would be fighting who in the gladiator fights. 


“He can’t read Latin,” Dakota said with a shake of his head. “He fights 
weird. He came back from the dead and hangs out with the Pluto boy 
constantly. There’s something off with him.” 


“And it has nothing to do with the fact he got into the Second Cohort with a 
note from your father?” Gwen asked dryly. Dakota’s expression hardened - 
the subtle deviousness fading away into something much scarier. 


“Not at all,” he said - voice still somehow pleasant. He sat back down. 
“Good luck, by the way,” he added to Anna. He smiled and popped some 
berries in his mouth. “If you fight as well as you play cards... we should be 
in for a good night.” 


Dakota’s sense of humor didn’t end there. He had proposed to an 
enthusiastic Camp Jupiter that they should fight the sponsors they had 
managed to snag. This meant Luke was up against Michael Kahale. 


Son of Venus and a member of the First Cohort, he was said to be one of the 
toughest fighters at camp. He was also sponsored by Octavian. Anna was 
certain that meant he was lethal. 


“Venus is the love god, right?” Percy asked as he looked out across the 
stadium where Michael was warming up. He was a tall boy - muscular, too. 
Maybe even bigger with Luke, despite being younger. “That’s why he has 
the dove tattooed on his arm?” he asked and absently touched his own 
tattoo. It was morphing again - the waves switching to seashells with pearls 
trailing down. “I can see that,” he decided. 


“Great,” Luke muttered. “All I have to do is disarm, right? I’m not killing a 
kid,” he said to where Octavian was leaning against a column, absently 
playing with a ceremonial knife. 


“That attitude won’t get you far in the legion,” was the only response he 
got. Luke lifted his sword, pointing the tip of it directly under Octavian’s 
chin with an air of warning. 


“Put someone older in that arena with me, and PII be fine gutting them,” he 
said and leaned in. “You’re eighteen, right?” he asked. Hugo snickered as 
Octavian shoved the blade down as he practically spit something in Latin 
out. 


“What does that mean?” Hugo asked. Anna thought back to Dakota’s 
comment about Castor and quickly grabbed his arm. 


“Don’t say that,” she told him lowly. He fixed her with a bewildered stare. 
“We’re supposed to know Latin. Just pretend,” she said with a glance to 
make sure nobody else had heard. Hugo looked confused but nodded all the 
same. “Luke,” she called as she swallowed. He looked back at her. “Please, 
be careful.” 


Luke smiled at her. It was the most relaxed she’d seen him all day. 


“Trust me. I will be,” he promised and flicked his sword over his wrist. 
Anna smiled weakly and stepped forward, watching as the crowd seated in 
the seats high above all cheered. Percy wrung his hands together. 


“Hey,” she said, bumping him lightly. “What’s on your mind?” 


“T don’t want to fight Castor,” he mumbled and then shook his head. “Does 
it half to be him?” he asked. Anna grimaced. 


“T think so - but don’t worry. I think he’s going to let you win pretty fast,” 
she said lightly. Percy bit his lip, but she didn’t have time to reassure him 
since a loud shout began for the fight to begin. Michael stepped forward - 
eying Luke critically as he readied his stance. Luke lazily responded by 
holding open his arms, almost as if inviting him in. 


“Cocky motherfucker,” Percy snorted fondly. 
“You and him have that in common,” Hugo said. Percy frowned. 
“Not-uh!” 


“Yes, you do,” Anna said. “Now shut up and watch,” she said right as 
Michael went in for the attack. Luke quickly blocked the hit with his shield 
before swiping down low at Michael’s feet. Michael hopped back before 
lifting up his own shield to hit back with. Luke rolled under it, slashing at 
his leg as he passed. Michael barely got his sword down in time to block it. 
Octavian stiffened. 


“He’s...” he began. Anna smiled. 


“Our best swordsman,” she said and then jerked her head. “Well, Perseus is 
also pretty good,” she told him. Percy stuck his tongue out at her. From the 
arena, Luke took advantage of Michael’s slow turn to catch the rim of his 
shield - knocking it out of his hands. The breath from the audience above 
collectively caught. 


Michael hissed, shaking out his hand from where Luke had ripped the 
shield out. There was a pause in which Luke looked him over before also 
tossing his shield down. 


“We should fight on equal standing,” he decided. Michael’s expression was 
hard to see from under his helmet, but there was a flicker of surprise there. 
Not that Luke gave him much of a chance to appreciate the gesture. Their 
swords were clashing together a second later. 


It was... interesting. Luke was quicker and more apt to slash as opposed to 
Michael’s method of stabbing. The fighting styles were completely different 
but melded together well. Anna could tell Michael was talented. Anyone 
with a shred of less skill would have already been beaten, but he was 
hanging on. He ducked one of Luke’s hits, jamming his sword forward so 
that Luke had to turn sideways to keep from getting stabbed. Luke went to 
retaliate, but Michael stepped in closer before he could right his position, 
using his free hand to grab Luke’s sword arm and swing down. Hugo jerked 
forward - but Luke had it under control. He slammed his foot out right on 
Michael’s knee so that his grip loosened and avoided the descending sword. 
There was a moment where they both crashed to the ground. Michael 
yanked off Luke’s helmet right as he got kicked in the throat before they 
rolled away from one another. Michael took a couple deep breaths before 
looking at Luke’s fallen helmet and then taking off his own. 


“We should fight on equal standing,” he said, and Luke bowed his head. 


“You’re pretty good at this,’ Luke told him. “Very talented and well 
trained,” he said. Michael smiled a little. “You should try fixing your grip 
on your sword, though,” he said. Michael looked down - then back at Luke 
suspiciously. “Put them farther apart. Adds more stabilization,” he 


explained and then slashed again. “Keeps people from doing this,” he said 
and hooked his sword around, effectively disarming him. “Really good, 
though,” he said. 

Michael stared blankly at his fallen sword. 

Percy and Hugo cheered. 

“YEAH! GO LUKE!” 

“WAY TO BLOW YOUR WIG!” 

“WE LOVE YOU!” 

“SIGN OUR SWORDS!” 

“WE’RE YOUR BIGGEST FANS!” 

“LUKE! LUKE OVER HERE!” 

”CAN WE HAVE A PHOTO?!” 


“Shut up,” Anna advised them both. Hugo and Percy both snickered as they 
ignored Luke glaring at them heatedly from the arena before going over to 
clap Michal on the shoulder and say something to him. Michael nodded, not 
at all looking put out from the loss, though he did glance nervously at one 
sector of the audience. 


“Damnit,” Octavian muttered. He also looked up at what Anna was 
realizing was the First Cohort. “That’s going to go badly,” he said, biting 
his lip. Anna frowned. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Our centurion was just beaten by a probatio,” Octavian said without 
looking at her. “And there is no praetor here to dole out an official 
punishment for it,” he said and glanced to where Michael was looking at 
him. Anna frowned. She had known Octavian was Michael’s sponsor, but 


she hadn’t considered that they were... friends. Especially friends that 
worried over one another. 


“They won’t hurt him,” she tried to reassure him. Octavian made a face. 


“Tt’s your turn to fight,” he muttered and yanked her arm, shoving her over. 
Percy snapped something at Octavian, but Anna didn’t register it as she 
walked out into the light of the stadium. Gwen was already waiting, putting 
on her helmet. 


“Hi, again!” she greeted brightly. Then waved up at the stands. “Hello!” she 
called and pulled out her sword. “Your friend was great,” she said 
conversationally. “I- what?” Gwen asked when someone jogged into the 
arena. They rushed over and whispered something to her. “That isn’t fair,” 
Gwen said. The new person shrugged. 


“T know, but it’s what he said.” 
“T won’t fight, then.” 


“Tf you don’t fight, then you lose your spot as centurion,” the other person 
said and wrung his hands. Gwen’s lips pressed into a thin line as she turned 
to find Julius also entering the arena. She grimaced. 


“T’m sorry,” she told Anna quietly. “It looks as if you’re expected to fight 
both of us.” 


.... great. 


She could already hear the objections from her friends as they all loudly 
shouted insults on her behalf. Julius walked over to one of the stands and 
pulled out a sword. The audience roared in approval. 


Fine. They wanted her to fight both? She could fight both. Anna raised her 
chin and brought out her knife. 


“You sure you don’t want another weapon?” Julius called as he walked 
over. “Maybe a proper sword?” he asked with a smile. Anna didn’t return it. 


“No, thank you,” she said simply and waited for the signal for them to start. 
Gwen fixed her with a slightly apologetic look as she raised her shield and 
sword. Anna looked around. She had a shield herself, which would be 
useful if she was blocking two attacks. 


“Begin!” 


Anna figured she would get this over with fast. Not waiting for them to 
figure out who would strike first, Anna launched herself at Julius, aiming 
for the gap in his armor. As expected, he blocked the hit, but Anna was 
ready as she kicked the inside of his knee and whirled around to block 
Gwen’s sword. Her knife couldn't push back against Gwen’s sword, so she 
grabbed the end of it. The blade cut into her hand, sending blood trickling 
down her palm to her wrist, but it gave Anna enough time to kick out and 
shove Gwen away. She hit the ground as Julius swung behind her, narrowly 
missing her head. Rolling to the side, she put both her feet around his ankle 
and spun. He stumbled, and she released one foot to kick as hard as she 
could at his jaw. There was a resounding crack as her heel met his face and 
a gasp from the crowd. 


Yanking her knife back up, she slashed at Gwen, dragging the tip of the 
blade where the end of her breastplate was. Gwen lowered her sword to 
push the knife away, and Anna used the opening to punch her. She went 
back to Julius, sensing him moving behind him. With another slash of her 
blade, she took his sword out of his hand and kicked it away. 


Gwen stepped back. Anna stepped forward. They looked at each other for 
half a second, and Gwen raised her sword again - going towards her legs. 
Anna jumped to the side and readjusted her position, pointing her knife 
from her wrist to the elbow to defend another hit from Gwen. From the 
comer of her eye, she saw Julius crawl towards his sword. 


Cheater. Gritting her teeth, Anna jumped up and spun so she could land on 
Gwen’s sword with as much force as possible and kneed her in the stomach. 
It didn’t do much given her chest plate, but it did push her back enough so 
that she could return to Julius and step on his hand. 


“I will impale your hand into the ground,” she warned and kicked the sword 
away again before ducking another swing from Gwen. She slid her left leg 
out, hoping to sweep her leg, but Gwen jumped over and tried another hit. 
Anna rolled, slicing up and getting right under Gwen’s arm. She gasped as 
Anna ripped the blade out and grabbed her arm. “Drop it... or I break it....” 
Anna breathed out. Blood was still dripping from the cut on her hand. It 
began to pool between her fingers and Gwen's arm as she gripped it tighter. 


Gwen dropped the sword. 


Julius hadn’t taken his warning seriously enough. Trusting Gwen to not be 
an idiot, Anna let go of her and grabbed Julius’ foot. He managed to reach 
the sword just as she pulled back, so their weapons met just as she dropped 
him. She moved forward so that he was between her legs and drove the 
knife down. His sword lowered to her neck, and she felt his confusion at her 
putting herself in such a vulnerable position. Then she leaned back, so she 
was flat on her back, and waited for him to try to sit up and put the sword 
back at her throat. 


Sure enough, when he moved, Anna was ready and jammed her knife into 
his wrist. With a cry of alarm, Julius dropped the sword, and Anna yanked 
her legs to the side, so he twisted, and she was pinning him down. She was 
considering whether to make good on her threat of nailing him to the 
ground when suddenly a shock went through her body. Julius yelped as if 
he had also felt it, and within seconds, her entire body had moved. Julius 
was gone, and she felt Gwen’s presence from beside her disappear. 


She breathed slowly. 


When she opened her eyes... everything had changed. Her armor wasn’t the 
one she had been wearing when she entered the arena. No longer was she in 
plain padding with metal coverings, but something far more intricate. It 
covered her head to toe - though she didn’t feel as if she was wearing it at 
all. The metal gleamed gold and silver, with designs etched into the metal. 
A smokey gray cape whipped around as she stood up and took off a helmet 
which now had a large plume on the top. A few people gasped. 


“Impossible,” someone said, and Anna turned to find herself faced with an 
owl. It looked at her with large eyes - blinking slowly from where it was 
perched near the side of the arena. It glowed slightly, and a few people 
stepped back. 


Anna looked around. She got the feeling this might be a claiming... just a 
hunch. Before she could decide her next move, the owl launched itself in 
the air - flying high above them before circling over and dropping 
something to her. Anna reached out a caught what looked to be a worn 
Yankees cap. The second her hands touched the brim of the hat, the owl 
burst into flames. 


A silence fell over the group. 


“There has to be some mistake,” Gwen finally said, and several people 
shushed her. “It isn’t possible-” 


“That was Minerva’s symbol!” 
“She’s wearing her armor, too.” 


“There is no mistake,” Julius interrupted, though he looked uncertain for 
such a statement. “She has been claimed by Minerva,” he said. A murmur 
ran through the camp. Several legionnaires knelt in front of her as Luke put 
a hand on his sword - watching them all with narrowed eyes. Anna turned 
to look around as others followed suit until she was the only one left in the 
arena standing. Uncertain of what to do, she nodded and stepped back 
towards her friends. 


“Does anyone know what this means?” someone called. “There’s never 
been a child of Minerva here-” 


“Yeah, because she’s a virgin goddess,” Michael said. He looked at Anna 
with suspicion. “Can that change?” he asked and was immediately greeted 


with shouts of horror. 


“You dare disrespect-” 


1? 


“-can’t say that 
“Reyna would have your head on a spike-” 


“I was merely asking,” Michael said calmly. “Well,” he said and then 
smiled at Anna. “We’re happy to take you in the First Cohort-” 


“HEY! The blonde guy wanted them together! You can’t steal Minerva’s 
wonder-child!” 


“Yeah, and the blonde guy is better than any of your other swordsmen,” 
Michael argued. “Back off and be grateful we’re not stealing him.” 


“Okay,” Luke interjected. “She’s proven herself and staying with us-” he 
began with an air of threat to his tone. Octavian shook his head. 


“She’s been claimed-” 


“You are not taking her,” Luke said firmly. “I won’t have her in a different 
cohort. We’ve been through this. I don’t know you people, and she doesn’t 
even have a memory of who she is. You expect me to leave any of these 
dumbasses with strangers?” he asked. 


“I thought that was exactly what you wanted?” Percy asked, and Luke 
scowled at him. 


“Shut up and sit down,” he said as Percy frowned. “And I wanted you with 
a responsible, established adult, but apparently they are partying at New 
Rome and have left Dumbass and Smartass in charge over here,” he said 
with a gesture towards Julius and Octavian. Both squawked indignantly. “I 
mean, seriously, you’re over here putting people on trial and saying that 
Jupiter is missing and they are just...” he looked around. “Having brunch? I 
don’t understand. I - no. No, they stay with me because all of you are kind 
of creepy, and the last thing I need is you taking advantage of their 
amnesiac states because, let me tell you, they are already stupid. Not you, 
Anna,” he added to her. 


Hugo and Percy looked at one another. 


“You have to take us all in one of you stupid cohorts, or none of us are 
coming,” he said firmly. Whispers flew around. Anna felt eyes drawn to her 
- hungry and curious as she shifted nervously. “And if none of us are 
coming, we can leave, and we can tell this Minerva that you’ve disgraced 
her daughter,” he tacked on. 


This got a reaction. People shouted and yelled in alarm as others quickly 
offered to take all four of them immediately. Luke looked around smugly. 
Then reached out and lightly gestured Anna closer. 


“You okay?” he asked her. She nodded, looking around at the eyes still 
digging into her. 


“Very well,” Octavian spat out. He looked at Anna hungrily. She glowered 
back. “But if a cohort is to take all of you, then we must know all of what 
we are working with. The other two still must fight,” he said with a nod 
towards Hugo and Percy. “Julius. Let’s discuss. We can continue this 
tomorrow,” he said darkly. 


.. right. This wasn’t going as planned. Anna looked down at the hat in her 
hands and swallowed. 


“GO, ANNA!” 
“WE’RE YOUR BIGGEST FANS!” 
“WE LOVED YOU BEFORE YOU WERE A MIRACLE BABY!” 


Grinning, Anna looked up to where Hugo and Percy had decided to relieve 
the tension. Luke was still glowering at Octavian - a threat in his gaze as he 
led Anna away from the crowd. Percy hugged her. She relaxed a little at his 
touch and the familiar smell of salt and sun. 


“I would pay you to kick my ass,” he whispered in her ear, and Anna 
snorted. “That was super awesome, though,” he said, tucking a wayward 
curl behind her ear. “Are you okay? Do we like Minerva? Are you upset 
about this? Or happy?” 


“confused,” she decided. Percy nodded solemnly. 


“I can definitely be confused,” he said. Anna rolled her eyes before 
squeezing his arm. “Hey,” he added to her lowly. “While you were 
fighting... some people were talking about Jason’s trial. Not sure why, this 
was prime entertainment, but they say that Dom kid is going to testify 
alongside his bestie tomorrow,” he said. Anna’s lips pursed. “I want to see 
if I can convince them to back off until we know more.” 


Hm. She looked around. Dom was actually a few feet away with Ethan by 
his side. Both were whispering lowly - being the jackasses that she knew 
they were - before turning to Octavian. 


“You take care of that. I’m going to talk to Jason, okay?” she asked. Percy 
nodded. “Try not to stress out Luke,” she added. “And maybe find us 
someplace to sleep tonight? I don’t think we’re going to get to be with any 
cohort right now. We might need a tent or something,” she said, a little 
resigned to camping out. Whatever. It could be fun. 


“Hugo!” Percy called, letting go of her. “Do you know what a tent is?!” 
“You’re a nitwit!” 
“That was a serious question! And who says nitwit?” 


Scoffing, Anna looked down at her new armor and tried to figure out if she 
was supposed to take it off or not. Licking her lips, she decided to keep it 
for now. Whatever this new claim on her was... it was important enough 
that people would listen to her. She needed that right now. 


“Hey,” she said, grabbing Julius as he exited the arena. He turned to her 
warily. “Take me to Jason Grace.” 


Jason’s cell looked identical to how it had been when they first visited. The 
only difference now is that there was a table outside of the room to which 
Jason had been kindly allowed to sit at with his hands chained to the center 
of the table. Anna sat. 


“So,” Jason greeted with a dangerous smile. “A daughter of Minerva... I’m 
honored,” he said as he shifted in his seat. Anna jutted out her chin - 
keeping her expression poised. She didn’t know how he found out so 
quickly, nor did she specifically care. “You would be the first.” 

“So, I’ve heard. Did you know?” 

“Why would I guess something like that?’ 

“I don’t know. You say a lot of strange things.” 

“Do I?” 

“Yes.” 

“You didn’t tell the others that I say things.” 

“I haven’t decided what side you’re on yet.” 

“And have you decided what side you’re on?” 

“I have.” 

“And what is it?” 

“With my friends.” 


“Hm 33 


“Hm,” Anna agreed and leaned back. “I don’t trust you,” she finally said. 
Jason tilted his head. “I can’t wrap my head around half of what you’re 
saying, and you’ve already lied several times,” she said. Jason raised an 
eyebrow. 


“You haven’t called me out,” he said, and Anna scowled at him. 
“I didn’t want you to know I was paying attention,” she said and took a long 


breath. “When you first found us, you said we’re loyal to Jupiter. Why 
include yourself if you tried to overthrow him?” she asked. Jason scoffed. 


Anna watched as he leaned forward, dragging the chains across the table to 
better look at her. 


“Four demigods who claimed to have no memory of their past show up to 
train with Lupa. Before that, three others showed up with no memories - 
among a boy claimed to once be dead and the normal few that come along. 
Do you know how many demigods even appear at the Wolf House within a 
year? Maybe five or six. They certainly don’t come around in groups and 
definitely not without memories.” 


“What’s your point?” 


“Octavian was sending spies after me. He knew where I was. Why not send 
demigods over to interrogate me under the guise of not knowing even their 
names?” he asked with a roll of his eyes. “Well, I can play dumb, too,” he 
muttered. Anna pursed her lips. He was smarter than he let on... which was 
unfortunate. It was easy to focus on Jason’s general demeanor and 
aggressive tastes. One wouldn’t think to look for a sharp mind. It made him 
more dangerous. 


“But,” he continued with a sigh and leaned back. “I think I was wrong... 
about you four, at least,” he said. “I don’t like Dom.” 


“Dom doesn’t like you either. I’m guessing you lied about remembering 
him?” she asked. Jason rolled his eyes. 


“T remembered him,” he said with distaste in his tone. “I remember his 
friends, too. The one was a child of Trivia, I’m sure.” he shuddered. “No 
other demigod would have had the abilities he had. All three of them... 
there was something off there,” he murmured. “Lupa didn’t like them 
either.” 


“She did eat one.” 


“And she said he tasted weird,” Jason said. Anna could not tell if he was 
joking for the life of her. “Look, we don’t have to be friends, but I am being 
honest with you now,” he said. Anna bit her lip. “If my father has been 


overthrown, then your arrival means something. It isn’t a coincidence that a 
daughter of Minerva just... appears. It’s a sign or a message.” 


“Saying what?” she asked. Jason opened his mouth and then just shook his 
head with a shrug. He didn’t know either. Anna considered drilling him 
further - seeing what else he had lied about, but she felt too tired for any 
more information. She would learn what she needed to at the trial 
tomorrow. 


Leaving on that solemn note, she dragged her feet to where she spied a lone 
tent sat out near the training grounds. She could see two figures moving 
around - Hugo and Percy, probably. Luke was most likely still arguing with 
someone about something. Sure enough, when she peered inside, she could 
see the two stuffing various ropes and pieces of cloth into a leather 
backpack. 


“What are you doing?” Anna asked, leaning against the tent’s entrance as 
Hugo and Percy continued gathering their supplies. Both froze. 


“Dom is going to testify against Jason,” Percy explained. Anna waited. 
“He wouldn’t talk to us earlier, so we were going to kidnap him and 
convince him not to do it,” he said. 


Honestly, what had Anna even expected? 


“Do you have a plan for this kidnapping?” she asked, crossing her arms 
over her chest. While Ethan was in the Fourth Cohort, Dom was part of the 
First. Nepotism for being in Octavian’s favor, she was sure. Hugo pointed at 
her. 


“No, but you do, right?” he asked. Anna’s lips twitched. 
“Hand me a couple knives,” she said, and Percy beamed at her. 


The kidnapping plan had gone relatively well. Sneaking in was fine. You 
would think there would be better security, but it looked as if Jason had 
been right about the security growing lax with everything going on. Dom 


was asleep near the front, which was really convenient for them as Hugo 
went around, tapping the other sleeping legionnaires foreheads. 


“Are you sure that’s going to work?” Percy asked skeptically. Hugo 
shrugged. 


“I don’t know. I’m pretty sure. It feels familiar,’ he said and tapped 
someone else’s forehead. “It only lasts about thirty minutes, though,” he 
said. Anna nodded. Hugo had done this before during training sessions at 
the Wolf House. He could knock people out into a deep sleep by freezing 
their souls or something terrifying. Apparently, that was what caused sleep 
paralysis. Just your soul being frozen in your body. Nico had been 
fascinated by it when he visited and saw Hugo do it for the first time. 


Though, Anna had only seen him do it on wolves. Not demigods. Percy was 
right to be a little concerned. 


“Tt’s like Sleeping Beauty,” Anna suggested as she absently tied Dom’s feet 
together. He had been the first one Hugo had knocked out. Hugo frowned at 
her. “It’s a Disney movie,” she told him. 


“Like Snow White,” Hugo nodded. “Sleeping Beauty is just a fairytale,” he 
said. Anna didn’t have the energy to argue with him. She didn’t understand 
how he knew Snow White was a Disney movie, but not - oh, whatever. She 
turned back to Dom, who was beginning to stir. 


“You might need to do him again,” she added as Percy tied the hands with a 
frown. Dom twitched - body almost convulsing as he muttered something 
under his breath. Percy frowned. 


“T think he’s having a nightmare,” he said and then bit his lip. “Should we 
wake him up?” 


Anna looked up at him. 


“What? Why?” she asked. Percy brought pitying eyes onto Dom as he 
Stirred again - deterred by the bindings as he whimpered. “Percy, come on. 


He’s going to wake up soon enough when we take him out of here,” she 
said. 


“Look at him!” 


“Why are you like this?!” Anna groaned. Hugo walked over - having 
apparently knocked out everyone and poked Dom’s arm. He gave a low hiss 
in his sleep. “Percy, this is coming from a place of love, but shut up-” 


“That doesn’t sound like it’s from a place of love. It sounds like it’s from a 
place of frustration,” Percy whispered. Hugo raised his hand in agreement. 


“It’s true. You have a very aggressive aura right now. Why is that?” 
“We are kidnapping someone!” 


“But you aren’t talking to the person you’re kidnapping,” Hugo pointed out. 
“You’re talking to Percy. You shouldn’t be angry with him for having 
sympathy for other people.” 


“Hugo, shut up.” 
“See? This is the kind of aggression best left in the arena, Beth.” 


“Someone is about to get their ass kicked,” Anna warmed, and Percy snorted 
before looking at Hugo pitifully and grabbed his arms. Anna took his legs, 
and together they heaved them up. Hugo manipulated most of the shadows 
on the way back to keep them from being caught by the sentries on duty up 
until they got back to the tent. 


Dom kept whimpering in his sleep. 


“... make me....no...” he muttered, twitching. “Please... please... don’t... 
let them go...” he breathed out. Percy grimaced and looked around the tent. 
Then knelt down to shake his arm. His hand wavered - hovering over his 
shoulder. 


“Um, guys?” he asked and then lifted Dom’s shirt. Thin scars traveled up 
his body - identical to Hugo’s. Well, not identical. Dom’s clearly didn’t go 


up as far as Hugo’s did, and these weren’t white lines but dark purple ones. 
It looked excruciating. 


“ „maybe that’s what he’s having a nightmare about,” Hugo said, hand 
fluttering some of his own scars. He shook Dom’s leg. “Hey. Dom. Is Dom 
short for something? Dominic? Domitian?” he asked. Anna turned to him. 
“What? Lupa said that was a Roman emperor or something. Maybe he’s 
named after him,” Hugo said. Eh. Fair enough. “Dominican Republic,” he 
whispered. “Wake up.” 


“You’re the one keeping him asleep,” Percy pointed out. Dom twitched 
again - clearly showing how Hugo’s powers were wearing off. Anna hit 
Dom’s forehead. 


“Wake up, asshat.” 


Like magic, he shot up... which probably wasn’t the best since he 
immediately started yelling. 


“For the love of - shut him up!” Anna said as she pinned his shoulders 
down while Percy grabbed a sock to stuff in his mouth. Hugo hit his legs as 
Dom began to struggle, keeping him from kicking out. The tent flap 
opened. 


Luke stared at them. It probably didn’t look the best. The three of them 
pinning down a tied-up Dom. Wordlessly, he closed the flap again. The 
sound of his footsteps faded away. 


Fair enough. 


“Shut up, shut up!” Percy said and hit him. “Gods, be quiet. We’re not 
going to kill you. We want to talk about Jason. Can we talk?” he asked. 
Dom/’s chest heaved rapidly as he looked around with wide eyes. Percy 
flicked his nose. Finally, he nodded. “Cool. Don’t be a dick,” he advised 
and took the sock out of his mouth. 


A couple seconds of silence went by. 


“I hate you all.” 


“That’s fine,” Anna said and shrugged. “Look, Jason’s trial is tomorrow, 
and you can’t testify against him.” 


“T- he ate my friend!” Dom spluttered. Hugo held up a finger. 


“No. No, Lupa ate your friend. Jason did not do... that... right? He didn’t 
do that,” Hugo said, suddenly uncertain. Anna shook her head. “Right. 
Aces. So, no problem?” he asked. Dom stared at him. “Come on, we’re in 
the same boat! You don’t have your memories. We don’t have your 
memories. We’re a team!” 


“I don’t want to be on your team.” 


“You know, I get that, but sometimes you don’t have a choice,” Hugo told 
him. “We want our memories back, and Jupiter going missing probably has 
something to do with all of this. So we need to know what really happened 
to Jupiter. If people think Jason bopped him or whatever, then we can’t 
really figure out what really happened. Don’t you want to know the truth?” 


“I can condemn Jason and keep searching for the truth,’ Dom said 
confidently... and damn him, that was probably true. Percy made a face 
before squeezing his shoulder tighter. “Come on, let me go!” Dom whined 
and tried to jerk away. “Come on, he’s one of those mal-things anyways. 
They say he went crazy and started talking about some death-garden. He’s 
clearly a menace to- ow, ow, ow-” he hissed when Percy squeezed again. 


“He’s innocent. You know he is, and you’re going to say so or else....” 
“Or else what?” Dom asked. Hugo pointed to Anna. 


“She’ll tell her virgin mom that you’re being a jerk,” he said. Anna turned 
to him. “What? They’re really freaked out by your mom here. We have to 
use that to our advantage,” he explained. Anna resisted the urge to roll her 
eyes. She hadn’t had time to really digest this ‘mother’ thing of hers. She 
had a mom... who was a goddess... 


An important goddess? She wasn’t sure. She hadn’t done her research, but 
the Romans seemed to have some sort of reaction to her. It was a lot to 
digest. Too much, almost. Anna didn’t know what to do with it all. 


“How about this,” Percy cut in, voice going uncharacteristically taut. 
“There’s a theory that nobody can die right now. Work with us, and we 
won’t test it on you,” he said coolly and uncapped Riptide. Dom yanked 
away in frustration - golden eyes narrowed. 


“Or,” Anna said quickly and put her hand on the tip of Percy’s sword to 
push it down. “We can make a deal. Tell us what would be worth Jason 
walking free,” she said, and Dom sat up. He looked pointedly at the ropes 
around his legs and arms. Anna shook her head. “We negotiate first,” she 
told him. 


“What if you don’t have anything I want?” he asked. Anna shrugged. She 
doubted that. Dom must have read this on her face because he rolled his 
eyes before studying her over thoughtfully. “I really want Jason gone... I 
would prefer Lupa, too, but...” he trailed off and then bit his lip. “I want 
Alabaster back.” 


A pause. 
“Excuse me?” 


“You just said nobody can die,” Dom told them. “You’re friends with the 
Pluto kid, and that Castor guy literally came back from the dead. I want 
Alabaster back. Help me find a way to get him, and I won’t testify against 
Jason,” Dom said simply. 


....4m. Anna looked up at Hugo and Percy. They looked equally uncertain 
about the development. Though, Dom did have a point. They had all the 
tools to pull it off. Sighing, Anna bit her lip. 

“We can try.” 


“And if you fail, I’m going right back to Octavian.” 


“That’s called perjury,” she told him flatly. Dom shrugged. “Is he really that 
important to you?” Anna asked, a little bewildered. It was a kind of stupid 
question now that she said it out loud. Dom was one of them in a way. He 
had no memories and woke up with two people all alone in the middle of 
nowhere. As of right now... Luke, Percy, and Hugo were it for her. She 
couldn’t imagine losing one. 


“T don’t like being alone,” Dom mumbled. “And if anything happens to 
Ethan...” he trailed off. Anna felt her heart sink. Great. She and Percy both 
had hearts of butter. 


“Fine,” Anna said and shook her head. She reached over to cut the ropes off 
of him. “But if Jason ends up being found guilty tomorrow... the deal is 
off,” she warned. Dom threw the ropes down with a sneer and then tossed 
the sock at Hugo’s face. 


“Go to Hell,” he snapped and charged out of the tent. A couple seconds 
later, Luke peered inside. 


“So,” he greeted and sat inside. “Do I want to know what that was?” he 
asked. Anna grinned in return. 


Things looked a little more promising the next morning. Anna was sent to 
get a tattoo on her arm. Apparently, all legionnaires had one. Luke, who 
wasn’t yet claimed, joined her and got a simple SPQR branded into his arm 
as he bitterly remarked that he wasn’t a cattle before it was Anna’s turn. 


“T’ve never done Minerva’s symbol before!” the Venus girl told her brightly 
as she drew something up and handed it to a Vulcan kid. Anna watched in 
amazement as he shifted the metal in his bare hands - morphing it to the 
shape the Venus girl had drawn up. 


“Is Minerva... important?” Anna asked curiously. The girl glanced from 
where she was wiping Anna’s forearm and hummed. 


“She is one of the Capitoline Triad,” she said simply. “She has a long 
history in Rome. The Greeks and Escrusans worshipped different versions 
of her - Athena and Menrva,” she said and pulled out the brand. Anna 


braced herself. “Her, Juno, and Jupiter were on Capitoline Hill, so they 
were kind of a big deal,” she said and pressed the brand down. 


Pain spiked up harm, but Anna kept quiet as the Venus girl continued her 
work. 


“Huh,” she breathed out. “So, like the Big Three almost?” 


“The who?” the girl asked and raised an eyebrow. Anna bit her lip from the 
pain and didn’t respond. “Well, Athena and Menvra were important in their 
cultures - disrespectful, obviously, because none of them were the real 
goddess that Minerva was.” 


“Athena...” Anna breathed out. “But she came first?” 


“Technically,” the girl shrugged and pulled the brand away. “But the Greeks 
probably just misunderstood what they were seeing and decided to make a 
new goddess. It was the Romans who later came along and saw her as she 
was,” she explained. “The Greeks did that with most gods,” she said, rolling 
her eyes. Anna didn’t think that was correct at all but couldn’t find the 
words to argue. “And, in the very beginning of Rome, Minerva wasn’t all 
that respected, admittedly,” the girl continued and brought out another 
brand with a thin line. “Originally, there was the Archaic Triad, which 
consisted of Jupiter, Mars, and Quirinus - so Minerva and Juno weren’t in 
power yet,” she explained, “But the longer we got to know the gods, the 
more beloved Minerva was by Rome. One emperor, Domitian, came to 
power and adored her. She reached her greeted power when he was in 
charge,” she said and pressed the line on Anna’s arm. 


Interesting. 


“All done,” the girl said, and Anna looked at her arm to see a tattoo 
matching Luke’s, except with an owl on top. Anna smiled weakly. “It was 
an honor to meet you,” she said, and Anna tried to act humbled by that as 
she walked away. People were beginning to crowd around for the trial - 
whispers flooding around camp about Jason’s proposed guilt. 


Anna supposed she could go have another conversation with him... but 
there was someone else she wanted to speak to before this all went down. 


“Is this what the gift of prophecy looks like?” she asked. Octavian was 
surrounded by murdered stuffed animals, looking exhausted as he stared at 
the fluff in front of him. He jumped at Anna’s voice before pursing his lips. 


“Ah,” he greeted with feigned enthusiasm. “You.” 


“Me,” Anna said and stared down at the fluffy entrails. “Looking for the 
outcome of the trial?” she asked dryly. Octavian gave her a venomous look. 


“Don’t have time,” he admitted and pointed to one clump of fluff with a 
sigh. “Do you see that?” he asked. “It’s Letus.” 


Letus? Thanatos, he mind supplied. Anna peered over. 
“So?” 


“He’s being held hostage. I think... up north,’ Octavian said slowly. “I 
can’t see by whom or why or for how long,” he added with a frustrated 
huff. “And I don’t know what it means exactly, either,” he said and shook 
his head. “And I don’t know what it means with your arrival.” 


“I wish I had answers for you,” she said and then pointed at another piece 
of fluff. “What’s that one?” she asked. Octavian glanced over and bit his lip. 


“Death.” 


“But you just said Letus was captured. How can anyone die with him 
gone?” she asked. Octavian shook his head. 


“I really don’t know,” he muttered and ran a hand through his hair. 
“Hopefully, with Jason gone, things will calm down,” he said and shoved 
the poor stuffed animal away. Anna’s lips thinned. 


If he was convicted, she wanted to say but kept quiet. Jason’s past was 
shrouded in mystery, and she still wasn’t sure what was fact from fiction. 
Her hand went to her arm. 


“He mentioned a mark,” she said instead. Octavian hummed. “What was 
it?” 


Octavian pursed his lips as he twirled his knife around thoughtfully. 


“In the past, we’ve had issues with illness,” he shrugged. “It normally 
affects the children of certain gods. We don’t know what causes it, and there 
aren’t any real cures. We usually examine for it, and if they have it, we 
briefly try to find new remedies before just getting rid of the diseased 
before they become too dangerous,” he explained, “Jason had it at one 
point. He’s the only known demigod to be cured,” he shook his head. 
“Probably by the very gods he hates. It’s horrible. They bless him with good 
health, and then he turns against them.” 


A bell rang. The trial was starting. Anna was left with more questions as 
she ditched Octavian to where the others were all crowding around. Jason 
looked... particularly smug. That wasn’t a good sign. She glanced to where 
Luke was gnawing on his lip - eyes flicking between the crowd and Jason 
up on a stage with chains around his wrist and ankles. 


“ORDER!” Julius yelled as Dakota walked around - collecting money in a 
bag jovially. Castor was a few feet away, watching him in disgust before 
moving next to Percy. Percy offered a warm smile in greeting before 
turning to whisper something to Hugo. “We are here to discuss the fate of 
one Jason Grace-” he began, and Hugo flinched violently at the name, 
pressing a finger to his temple. “-for crimes against Jupiter.” 


The crowd murmured. 
“How do you plead?” 
Jason looked Julius dead in the eyes. 


“Not guilty,” he said... and just like that. The trial began. There were no 
Opening statements or lawyers, apparently. It felt as though someone 
(possibly, Dakota?) had arranged this entire thing as a theater production. 
Witnesses were called up as Ethan loudly proclaimed Jason outright 


admitting guilty while Dom scandalously switched sides to claim his 
innocence. 


“And is it true,” Julius asked, sifting through some papers. “That Lord 
Jupiter once made an attempt on your life?” 


Jason stiffened. His lips curled like he might try to bite someone, but he 
instead kept quiet and took a long breath. 


“Yes,” he said evenly. 
“Why?” 


Jason bit his tongue and looked away. More murmurs rose as Julius 
repeated the question. Anna was sure he was going to keep his silence, but 
after a few more minutes of pestering with roars and demands from the 
crowd, Jason looked up and met Julius’ gaze once more. 


“T have a request,” he said, and Julius raised his brow. “As a citizen of 
Camp Jupiter, technically, I have the right to ask for my trial to be given in 
multiple forms,” he said. Anna frowned. “I tried this. I find it unproductive. 
I want a trial by combat.” 


Son of a bitch. 
Apparently, their bargaining with Dom was for nothing. 


Everyone else seemed thrilled by the response with cheers and shouts of 
approval. Dakota raised his hand. 


“JASON WAS ORIGINALLY HUGO’S SPONSOR!” he called, and Hugo 
spluttered indignantly as he whirled around in objection. Castor looked like 
he was going to try and decapitate Dakota, but Nico quickly grabbed his 
arm and whispered something to him. Castor bitterly backed off. 


“Nope,” Luke said, raising a hand. “Fuck you, no. Hugo’s sponsor is that 
Ethan kid now. He will not be fighting your criminal,” he tacked on. Jason 
frowned. 


“Tm innocent.” 
“Whatever.” 


Julius slammed his hand onto the table, loudly demanding silence. The 
group all quieted - though some people were sighing as Dakota accepted 
more coins happily. He caught Anna’s eye and grinned. 


“Everyone calm down,” he complained. “We will find someone suitable for 
Jason to challenge. By ancient laws, we will choose our own champion,” he 
said, though there was a note of trepidation there. Jason grinned. “Until 
then... Perseus? Are you ready to fight?” Percy glanced at Castor. 


“T am,” he said calmly and then opened his mouth. “But do I have to fight-” 


“To the arena!” Julius interrupted, and a loud cheer followed. What a 
ridiculous amount of chaos. Anna shook her head as she turned to where 
Percy was wringing his hands. Castor smiled lightly and touched his arm. 


“Don’t worry,” he said, “Pll take it easy on you.” 
Percy relaxed at that - laughing as he looked at Castor fondly. 


“You’re so strange,” he told him, and Castor’s smile wavered before 
shrugging. Anna turned to where Hugo was bringing out a paper sign. She 
glanced down to see something written across from it. He caught her 
looking and held it up. 


“It says ‘Go Percy!’ in Latin... because we’re supposed to know Latin,” he 
shrugged. Anna blinked. 


“Are you sure it says that?” 
“No,” Hugo said flatly. “I don’t really know Latin. I told Gwen my hand 
hurt and asked her to write it for me,” he said, and Anna felt her heart drop. 


Oh, shit. She quickly yanked it down. 


“We can’t be sure that’s what it says-” 


“Why would Gwen lie?” 
“I love you, but oh my god-” 
“There’s that aggressiveness again.” 


“I can’t stand you,” Anna muttered and pulled him towards the arena. For 
some reason, she was more nervous for Percy’s fight than she had been her 
own. Luke also seemed to sense the energy because he was picking at his 
nails, frowning as he glanced out over the arena. 


“Has anyone seen Castor fight?” he asked. Anna shook her head. Still, there 
was no reason to fret. Castor was strangely fond of Percy. Nothing terrible 
would happen. Right? Right. She let her hand touch her new tattoo and 
straightened up. It was fine. Everything was fine. 


Percy stepped out into the arena. 


There was a strange smell wafting over the stadium - like honey and 
buttered popcorn. It lulled Anna into a memory she couldn’t find with 
whispers of laughter and hugs. She looked around - there was nothing but 
other whispers as everyone waited for Castor to appear. 


He didn’t. 


"Where is he?" Jason muttered after ten minutes of nothing. Anna had 
almost forgotten he was there. The chains on his legs were gone, but his 
hands were still bound until it was his turn to fight. "Did he chicken out?" 


“Um, no. I was told to come over here...?” Castor’s voice answered, and 
everyone turned unanimously. “Who is Percy fighting? Why did they 
change it?” he asked, echoing Anna’s internal questions. He was still in 
armor - looking ready to fight with a sword in hand. Anna was about to 
suggest he go out anyways when a burst of thunder shook the entire arena. 


And then, Percy was no longer alone. 


An armored form was in front of him, glowing softly like a being doused in 
moonlight despite the sun still very much up. Percy stared at her, clearly 


startled before he suddenly raised his hand, stopping slices of glass-like ice 
whipping from the air. 


“Drop your weapon,” the woman told him, and Percy raised Riptide. “Show 
your power without it.” 


“I was literally just lectured on the opposite,” Percy told them darkly. He 
looked around and then dropped the sword. “But if you insist,” he said, and 
the stranger chuckled. Anna’s heart stuttered. She wasn't sure what was 
about to happen, but it terrified her all the same. Before she could shout out 
a warming or even think of a prayer, the wind picked up, and everything 
around them seemed to freeze. 


Percy was somehow unperturbed by this and raised his hands. Water rose 
from the ground - almost as if he drew it from inside the Earth itself. There 
was a shuddering while onlookers all grabbed their weapons with 
confusion. From outside the arena, Anna could see water stirring 
dangerously. Percy threw his hands forward, and the water launched itself at 
the stranger. 


There was nothing like watching a fight you didn’t understand. 


The water appeared to be a catalyst to something since the woman (Anna 
was fairly sure it was a woman) put her hands out, turning Percy’s attack 
into mist. However, it was quickly morphed into something else as 
projections of both Percy and the stranger appeared. The woman went to 
attack one, but she went through the mist as Percy did the same - the 
movement outed both of their locations, so they turned, throwing hits, 
which were blocked quickly. Percy raised his hands, and the water turned 
into a shield against his arm - cracking when the woman’s fist met. It 
shattered - sending shards of ice everywhere that Percy sent directed at her. 
She deflected easily, and they all turned into doves with a wave of her hand. 


The birds blinded everyone for a moment - obscuring everything in white 
wings as Percy launched another attack, ducking under the stranger’s leg 
and twisting so he could knock her down. She pushed back, and the ground 
shuddered - almost crumbling between them. 


Someone screamed, but Percy paid no mind as he rolled out and grabbed 
his opponent’s arm, so they both went to the ground. Thunder boomed 
overhead as winds picked up - blowing everything but the fighting parties 
off to the side. Percy went to his pocket, bringing out his sword again, but 
the woman waved her hand, and it was gone again. 


“Without it,” she reminded him. Percy’s eyes flashed with annoyance, and 
he drew the water from clouds above, slamming into a column between 
them. A hole drilled itself to the ground as Anna felt Luke yanked her arm, 
shoving her to the floor as something exploded at the force. There was the 
creaking of metal, and when Anna risked a glance up, half the arena was 
destroyed, and Percy had his sword back out at the woman’s throat while 
she had pulled out a spear to place it directly at Percy’s face. 


Nobody spoke. 
Then laughter came. 


“Now, now, darling. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” the woman said and 
took off her helmet. Anna’s eyes widened. She didn’t have to be a veteran at 
this demigod thing to know this... this was a goddess. An old one. A 
powerful one. Her form seemed to flicker through a thousand different 
people before landing on something so bright and breathtaking that Anna 
couldn’t fully register it. Finally, she settled into a tall woman with broad 
shoulders and dark skin. She had no hair under her helmet, and her eyes 
were dark enough that Anna was reminded of a starless night. 


Anna couldn’t decide if she was the most beautiful woman in the world - or 
the most powerful. It was very possible she was both. Anna forced herself 
not to step away, but she could see others cowering through the crowd. 


Percy breathed rapidly - sword still held out in front of him so that the tip 
was pointed at her neck. She reached out, pushing it down to look Percy 
over with critical eyes. 


“Have you been disrespecting my child?” she asked, and Anna felt the 
entire camp jolt in fear. “I see him sitting here in rags with a probatio tablet 
in hand as if he is a common demigod and not the brother of Aeneas? The 


ancestor of your founders? You dare have him fight for a title that should be 
his the second he stepped into this camp?” she demanded, voice rising. 


“Um,” Octavian managed as he edged into the arena and looked around. 
“My lady, we did not know he was your son-” 


“Do you know who I am, augur?” the goddess asked calmly. Octavian 
nodded quickly. “Say it. Say my name then,” she told him. Octavian cleared 
his throat. 


“Venus, my lady,” he said, and the goddess smiled. Anna was confident the 
smile alone was enough to start and end wars. 


“Very good. I did not need an introduction, did I?” she asked. Octavian 
shook his head quickly. “You knew who I was the second you laid eyes on 
me. You should perhaps be able to recognize my children in the same 
manner. Michael?” she asked, and Michael Kahale stepped forward. “When 
you entered this camp, what cohort were you placed in as probation?” 


“The First Cohort.” 


“Hm,” Venus said and flicked her eyes to Octavian. “And, who was your 
sponsor?” she asked. Octavian swallowed. 


“He was. Mother,” Michael tacked on, a hint of concern lacing his tone. 
Venus stared Octavian down for a moment before her ire seemed to slip 
away within seconds. The entire camp seemed to relax as a feeling of 
warmth enveloped them all. A whisper of reassurance. It was as if Anna 
was forced to be calm. 


“And for that, I will forgive you,” she told Octavian. Then smiled at Percy. 
“And how are you, sweetheart?” she asked. Percy looked around as if she 
could be talking to anyone else. 


“I... am a little confused if I’m honest,” he told her. Venus arched a brow. 
“You’re my mother?” he asked. She nodded. “Do... you know what 
happened to my memories?” he asked, and Venus opened her mouth - 


pausing for a moment. For a second, her form flickered again, and she 
stepped back. 


“memories...” she murmured, and her brow furrowed. “You... don’t have 
your-?” 


“Yes, there does seem to be some confusion on the matter,” a voice said 
from beside Anna, making her jump. She whirled around to see a man also 
dressed in armor, though his was silver instead of gold. He took off his 
helmet, and Anna almost did a double-take. “You say we should all be able 
to identify your children, but you seem to struggle with this yourself, 
Venus.” 


“Excuse me?” 


“That is my child,” the man said. Anna blinked. Interesting. Venus had 
made complete sense, but now that this mystery man was here... he did 
look strikingly like Percy. They had the same brooding look with black hair 
and striking green eyes. “Normally, I wouldn’t think to come in person for a 
claiming, but...” he gestured to Venus. 


“He is not yours,” she said, though there was a note of uncertainty there. 
“He is,” the man said, and Percy cleared his throat. 

“You can’t remember whose child I am?” 

“Mine,” both gods said at once. Percy stared back - affronted. 

“Um,” Julius began, but Percy waved him away. 

“Okay, whoever can tell me what my last name is, I will believe is my 
parent,” he said. Both Venus and the newcomer looked at him as if he had 


lost his mind. 


“You don’t think we know your name?” the man asked. “Perseus... um. 
Perseus...” he trailed off. Then looked at Venus. 


“Tt starts with a B. Beauregard,” she said, and the man snorted. 


“No, it isn’t. It’s Laurent.” 


“damn. I really wish I knew if one of those was right. Okay, nevermind,” 
Percy muttered. “I’m sorry, I don’t have my memories. Would you be too 
upset if I asked you for help on your name?” he asked. The man jutted out 
his chin and held out his hand. Within seconds, water snaked over - forming 
a trident in his hands. A few people gasped. Everyone within ten feet 
scrambled back. 


It was a different sort of fear from Venus. There was awe mixed in with the 
terror. A subtle appreciation for whatever power she wields. Not with him, 
though. There was only horror and fear as he looked around. 


“Neptune,” he said. Percy nodded. He did have extensive water powers. 
“And I claim-” 


“No,” Venus interrupted, “No, I... I am sure he is mine.” 
“And I am sure he is mine.” 


“And yet neither of you know my last name,” Percy sighed. Anna wished 
she was next to him so she could smack him. Venus and Neptune didn’t 
seem to notice the snide remark, given they were growing more agitated 
with one another. 


“-looks just like me,” Venus was saying. Neptune spluttered. 


“You look like everyone. That’s the point of you. He has my eyes. My hair. 
My face.” 


“Did you not see him use my powers?” 
“You mean the powers using water?” 
“T was born of the sea, Neptune. Water is not outside of my domain.” 


“And what of your connection with earthquakes, Venus? I often forget you 
have this ability,” Neptune drawled out. “Perseus, tell her.” 


Percy blinked. 


“Me-? I don’t even remember the first however many years of my life! I 
thought the point of claiming was that you were supposed to tell me,” he 
said, affronted. Venus pursed her lips. She walked over, frowning a bit as 
she ran a thumb over Percy’s face. Something crossed her features that 
Anna couldn’t read. 


“You like apples,” she said - voice almost faint. Confused. Percy stared at 
her. Neptune rolled his eyes and also approached Percy, studying him over 
with equal intensity. Percy looked like he wanted to step away but stood his 
ground. 


“what does that have to do with anything?” he asked, and Venus sighed, 
dropping her hand to better glare at Neptune. Anna bit her lip. She didn’t 
know much at the moment, but she knew two powerful gods fighting in this 
arena would probably incinerate them all. She waved her hands - gaining 
Percy’s attention. 


Pick one, she mouthed. Percy’s eyes widened before glancing at the gods 
and then shaking his head. Keep them from fighting, she tried, and he lifted 
up a hand before groaning and turning back to the gods who were muttering 
lowly to one another. 


“How about we settle it through a game of Rock, Paper, Scissors?” Percy 
suggested. Neptune tilted his head. “Best out of three?” he tried. Venus 
blinked slowly. 


“We... duel with these items?” 


“No, it’s with your hands,” Percy said and demonstrated the hand 
movements as both gods watched silently. 


“He could be yours,” Neptune finally decided, and Venus nodded. 


“Perhaps he’s yours,” she agreed. 


“That was really rude,” Percy told them. “Look, if neither of you is sure 
then-” 


“T am sure!” 
“Asam I.” 


“You just said - you know what? Fine,” Percy said and crossed his arms. 
“How can we peacefully resolve this?” he asked. Weapons materialized in 
their hands. “Peacefully,” Percy reiterated as the entire arena rushed for the 
exits. “Maybe we can figure out a schedule? Why does this even matter 
anyhow? What do you get out of claiming me?” he asked skeptically. 


“Do you expect me to not acknowledge you as my son?” 


“My son,” Venus corrected, and Neptune waved her away. “There is no 
reward, Perseus. It is our duty to claim our heroes,” she explained. “Some 
of us take it more seriously than others,” she added dryly. Neptune slammed 
his trident into the ground, and tremors shook the arena. 


“You are the one wrongfully claiming the child-” 


“Hi,” a new voice said, and Anna almost felt her heart give out right then 
and there. Nico di Angelo had appeared with a wave. She turned to Castor, 
who only shook his head. 


“He’ll be fine,” he assured her when she opened her mouth. “If he was easy 
to kill, I would have done it already.” 


“He’s thirteen!” 


“He’s possibly the most lethal thirteen-year-old alive,” Castor shrugged. 
“Don’t let him fool you. He’s tough,” he said and jerked his chin out. “And 
he knows what he’s doing. I get the feeling he’s dealt with a... similar 
situation,” he said, lips quirking a bit upwards at where Nico had held up 
both his hands as he approached both gods. 


“T think both of you may have a claim to him,” Nico was saying. “And 
these claims are no less important than one another. They are of equal 


standing-” 

“Who is this?” Venus asked, brows furrowing together. “Ceres? boy?” 
“Pluto’s, I think.” 

“No, Ceres seems right-” 


“Yes!” Nico said suddenly, making everyone jump. “I mean, um, this has 
happened before. Pluto and Ceres once tried to claim me at once. That is 
how I lost my arm,” he said solemnly, lifting his metal arm up. Anna turned 
to Castor again. He only shrugged. “Do you want Percy to lose his arm?” he 
asked and pointed. “Look, that one has a cool tattoo!” 


“Tt... would be... a shame....” Venus said slowly. She glanced at Neptune, 
who looked equally mystified. 


“I would prefer it if he did not have to go through a painful loss of a limb,” 
he agreed. Nico put a hand over his heart. 


“Great. Then maybe we should just say both of you claimed him for now, 
and if you guys want to revisit this when Percy has his memories back, you 
can!” he said brightly and clasped his hands together. “Good?” 


Anna wasn’t super familiar with gods, but she didn’t think they were 
usually this puzzled by a tiny mortal child. They looked at Nico and then to 
Percy... and then at one another. 


“Very well,” Venus finally said. “For my son’s wellbeing-” 
“My son’s wellbeing.” 


“-T will agree to table the discussion for now. However, it will be revisited,” 
she warned. Her form rippled again - like water before reforming. She put a 
hand on Percy’s shoulder. “We will meet again, my child,” she told him, 
and when Anna blinked, she was gone. Mist only left behind. Neptune 
shook his head. 


“We will also meet again,” he told Percy and glared at the mist. “Not- 
Venus’ child,” he added. Percy looked like he wanted to laugh at that but 
managed to hold it in. Neptune peered around at the camp, and a dangerous 
smile played at the god’s lips. “Venus gave her threats. I won’t bother with 
mine. If you even think there is a chance he is my child - and he is - I would 
consider your actions when addressing him,” he told the remaining 
legionnaires and tapped the end of Percy’s sword. It glowed brightly - 
almost as if carrying a warning itself. There was a gust of wind, and he was 
gone too. 


Percy looked around. 
“What cohort does this put me in?” he asked. 


It all felt like a bad joke: Four demigods walk into Camp Jupiter with an 
outcast wolf-boy and no memories. One of them gets claimed by two gods, 
one gets claimed by a virgin goddess, and the other two... well. Anna 
couldn't decide if them being claimed was better or worse for them all. 


"What does it mean?" someone muttered, and she turned to find everyone 
staring at Percy with wide eyes. Percy looked equally shocked while staring 
blankly at the sword in his hand. Jason swallowed, taking a step back as his 
lips curled in disgust. 


"It means he's a god," he said. Percy shook his head. Jason's eyes flicked to 
where the rest of them were standing. His eyes met Anna's, and she felt her 
stomach twist when his expression hardened. "They all are." 


Julius stood up. 


“All of you. With me,” he ordered - though his voice was strained. Anna 
looked at where Luke was asking Dakota if New Rome had alcohol. She 
cleared her throat, and he looked back at her with a defensive frown. 


“I’m over twenty-one,” he muttered. “Alright, let’s deal with this,” he said 
and glared at Jason. Anna felt her heart thundering. God? She wasn’t a god. 
None of them were gods. Luke must have sensed her distress because his 
expression softened as he put a hand on her shoulder. “TIl take care of this,” 


he promised gently and then yanked the back of Hugo’s shirt. “Come on,” 
he said to him flatly and shoved his way through the crowd of gawkers. 


They went to an office-like area of the Principia. Not the praetor’s office - 
which Anna noticed remained untouched. She wondered if that was out of 
respect for Reyna or if they simply couldn’t get in. The current set-up 
seemed to work just fine with a massive desk and various seats in front. She 
was reminded of being sent to the principal’s office... if the principal was a 
sixteen-year-old kid with a buzzcut and ears that stuck out slightly. 


Julius took his seat behind the desk and waited as Gwen and Michael filed 
in. Luke glowered at them all - looking seconds away from launching a full- 
scale attack as everyone quietly regarded one another for a moment. 


“Tell me,” Julius finally said and held something up. “Hugo, what is this?” 
he asked. Hugo leaned forward and narrowed his eyes at the item. He 
pursed his lips before pointing a finger. 


“That,” he began with way too much confidence. “It is a very impressive... 
modern... state of the art.... rectangle,’ he said slowly. Luke sighed. 
“Possibly,” he tacked on, raising both hands. “A magic rectangle.” 


“Right,” Julius said and turned to Anna. “What is this?” 


“A cellphone,” she answered. Hugo frowned at her. “He lost his memory. 
Leave him alone-” 


“No, no!” Julius said quickly. “I mean no disrespect, my lady,” he said and 
folded his hands together. Anna raised an eyebrow. My lady? “It’s just... 
we have a lot of things happening in our camp at the moment. Campers 
missing, gods being absent - you, of course, know some of this,” he said in 
a voice far too respectful. She raised her eyebrow. “And the evidence is all 
there.” 


“What evidence?” Luke asked suspiciously. Gwen wrung her hands 
together as she examined them all closely before shaking her head. Oh no. 
Oh... no... they weren’t taking Jason seriously, were they? 


“You have been claimed by Minerva. A virgin goddess who has never been 
known to have children. The only explanation is that she followed in the 
footsteps of Juno birthing Vulcan,” she explained, and Anna raised an 
eyebrow. “She did so alone and without the assistance of a second parent. 
Meaning you would have been born with no mortality-” 


“And you have been claimed by two gods,” Michael spoke up with a nod to 
Percy. “Which would not have given birth to a mortal.” 


“And this boy is obviously not of current time. Memory or not. While the 
rest of you might have been born sooner, he-” 


“What are you trying to say?” Percy interrupted. Julius grimaced. He 
looked at the others, who all nodded. 


“Tt seems fairly obvious that you are minor gods sent to us on behalf of your 
parents,” he said. 


An awkward pause followed. Then Luke burst into laughter. 


“No, they’re not,” he said with a snort. The others all stared at him. “That’s 
ridiculous,” he added as if someone might jump in and yell ‘GOTCHA!’ 
before joining in the laughter. Percy chuckled nervously, but Julius only 
grimaced. “Jason was kidding... right? Wait, are you serious? You think 
they’re gods?” 


“We think you are all gods,” Michael told him, and Luke blinked. 


“All... as in... I am included in this?” he asked slowly. The group nodded. 
“Right, well, no,” he said and shook his head. “Nope. Not a thing. I can 
maybe see your logic on those two,” he said with a nod towards Anna and 
Percy. “It gets a little flimsier with that one, but I can’t figure out why he 
doesn’t know what a cellphone is either, so whatever,” he said and held up a 
hand. “But I have done nothing to warrant such an accusation.” 


Gwen bit her lip as she looked at the others and whispered something to 
them. Luke crossed his arms over his chest. 


“Can someone bring Jason in here, please?” Julius sighed, running a hand 
over his face. Apparently, his trial by combat had been forgotten... 
alongside Hugo’s final fight. “And Octavian?” he asked. Michael nodded 
and slipped out of the room. “Listen, Lord, um, Lord Luke-” 


“Please don’t do this to me.” 


“I know you don’t have your memory. This is why we wanted what 
happened next to be a private matter... so we can figure out what needs to 
be done together,” he smiled. Luke hummed. “There has been some... 
discussion,” he explained and folded his hands together. “About all the 
events that have recently transpired. If all the children showing up without 
memories are gods, then Ethan and Dom would be included in that, too. It 
will take some investigation to confirm this, but we do think it is a viable 
theory,” he said and glanced nervously to Gwen. 


“A mistake, but go on,” Luke said stiffly. 


“You have arrived with a group of gods who all seem to follow you... you 
have no memories and bear a striking resemblance to Jason Grace.” 


“To-? What does that matter?” Luke asked. 
“Jupiter also happens to be missing....” 


Oh... Oh, no... Anna felt her eyes widen as she spun towards where Luke 
still seemed to be digesting the implication. The door clicked back open to 
reveal Jason himself alongside Octavian and Michael walking inside. 


“What’s this?” Jason asked conversationally. “You look like you broke 
him,” he said with an amused snort towards Luke - who had gone very still. 
Hugo scooted his chair away. 


“Welcome, Jason. Why don’t you-” 
Luke slammed his hands down. 


“Are you fucking kidding me?!” 


Yep. Anna could have seen where this was going. Everyone jumped as 
Gwen warily put her hand on her weapon. Luke didn’t seem phased by the 
response as he stood up, knocking his chair back with a clatter. 


“No! No, that is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. We bear a striking 
resemblance? What the fuck does that mean?! That we both have blonde 
hair and blue eyes? Octavian has blonde hair and blue eyes! I can’t believe 
this! I wake up in a pile of mud with a bunch of teenagers around me - do 
you know what these assholes are like? That one eats raw meat!” he 
shrieked as he pointed at Jason. “This one doesn’t know what a computer 
is!” he yelled. Hugo waved. “We don’t know if her name is Beth or Anna, 
and at this point, we don’t even care that much!” he said, jutting a finger at 
Anna before moving to Percy. “And I swear to whoever this Jupiter god 
even is, this disaster of a human being belongs on some sort of reality show 
with the smartass shit he says. And I spent how long with them in a place 
where wolves ran rampant and tried to kill us? And I come here - to find no 
actual leadership and chaos - only for you to accuse me of being some guy 
in the clouds who is supposed to rule over everything? You’re going to say 
that to my face? I haven’t created any lightning! I haven’t caused any 
thunder! I’m sitting here trying to fucking survive, and you want to accuse 
me of being your missing god? Shut the fuck up. I haven’t slept in two 
days. I can’t be dealing with this! Who even is this Zeus guy-” 


“Jupiter,” Michael corrected quietly. Luke threw up his hands. 


“WHO CARES?! Isn’t this the god who married his sister and ate his other 
wife? Do I look like I walk around committing incest and cannibalism? Is 
that it? Do you look at me and think, ‘oh, that guy wants to gnaw on a 
woman’s leg and bang his niece?’ I’m not putting up with this! I’m not 
doing it! You take back that accusation, or I swear to whatever gods are still 
out there, I will gut you like a fish,” he yelled and hit the table for emphasis. 
A long pause followed. 


“That does sound like Jason,” Julius whispered. Luke made a choking 
noise. 


“Pm sorry,” Jason cut in. “You think this is Jupiter?” he asked. Julius 
nodded, explaining his theory of them all being gods. Jason’s eyes snapped 


up - looking Luke over with a sort of terrifying crackle of energy. “Well,” 
he said when the explanation was finished. “He certainly does bitch like my 
father.” 


Luke collapsed back into his chair, burying his face into his hands with 
slow, even breaths. 


“Your arrival can mean many things,” Julius continued quietly. “If you’ve 
been overthrown, this may be a test to prove yourself in the eyes of the 
gods.” 


“By making me watch a bunch of teenagers?” Luke asked, voice too tired 
and weak to hold much of an argument. Julius shook his head. 


“Octavian says Letus is gone. I suspect you have been sent to get him 
back,” he explained. “A quest should be given-” 


“Quests can only be given with a centurion.” Octavian interrupted. Julius 
turned to him, and Octavian winced. “But, um, keeping in mind that you are 
all honorable gods... perhaps a promotion is in order,” he said. Julius 
sighed. “Have we also considered that if this is Jupiter... that perhaps these 
are ambassadors for the new ruler?” he asked. Julius paused. 


“What do you mean?” 


“I mean, this girl could be sent to show Minerva’s power. Perhaps the boy 
shows Venus and Neptune’s. I’m sure this one also represents a god,” 
Octavian said with a nod towards Hugo. “And, of course, Jupiter is trying to 
get his throne back - even unknowingly,” he added. Luke yanked at Percy’s 
sweatshirt tied around his waist. Frowning, Percy handed it over, and Luke 
buried his face in it to scream. 


“Shut up,” Jason muttered. “Okay, so they are representatives for who is to 
be on the throne. Why make them mortal?” he asked. “Just send us them in 
their godly form-” 


“They’re Roman gods, Jason,” Gwen said warily. “They aren’t going to let 
it be a vote. It’s a message,” she said and looked them all over pityingly. 


“They’ ll be here until they die off. Whoever is the last one standing... they 
have the strongest claim to rule.” 


This was not a compelling argument to go collect the god of death, but sure. 


“T would also like to attend this quest,” Jason said, eyes fixed on Luke with 
bubbling hatred. “Gods shouldn’t be left alone unsupervised,” he said dryly. 
Julius looked between them warily. “Besides, we all know I would have 
won that fight if we went through my trial, don’t we?” he asked dryly. 


“Um, I’m not sure-” 


“Let him come,” Percy cut in. Jason barely spared him a glance. “I would 
rather have him than Dom and Ethan.” 


“They will need to join you as well,” Julius said. Percy made a face. 


“Fine. I need him to put up with Dom and Ethan,” he muttered. Anna had to 
agree. She hoped Dom wasn’t going to still hold them to the Alabaster thing 
when Jason’s trial ended up being a waste of time. “I also want Castor and 
Nico,” he tacked on. Anna grimaced. That was a big group of demigods for 
one quest. Nine total. Something about the normal made her nervous. She 
would have been happier with even one less... seven seemed safer 
somehow. Still, it wasn’t like they could die right now, so... it would 
probably be fine. 


“Very well,” Julius said, “You can leave first thing tomorrow. It was an 
honor meeting each of you,” he said, bowing his head. Luke flipped him 
off. 


Anna grimaced as the group was dismissed - sitting in her chair to digest it 
all even as the others filed back. Percy paused - looking like he wanted to 
check on her, but she waved him away. Soon it was just her and Jason. 


“You’re angry?” she guessed. Jason undid his hair, so it tumbled past his 
shoulders. His eyes studied her for a few minutes. 


“I’m not the biggest fan of gods,” he said coolly. Anna shrugged. She 
couldn’t help what she was... if it was even true. “But I’m not letting 
Jupiter out of my sight.” 


“Tt might not be him.” 


“Where else could he be?” Jason asked. Anna sighed. She didn’t know. 
Maybe he was wherever Letus was. An awkward silence fell over them. 
“So, are you Anna or Beth now?” Jason asked. Anna shrugged. “If you 
were mortal, maybe Beth could have been your last name,” he suggested. 
Anna snorted. 


“Beth is a surname now?” she asked and tilted her head. It was surely 
possible. Maybe it just wasn’t a common name. “Anna Beth,” she slowly 
and then frowned. “Annabeth.” 


“Yeah,” Jason agreed. “It sounds really stupid.” 
Annabeth. She kind of liked it. 
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When Hugo opened his eyes, he was on a train. 


There was a soft rattling as he felt a slight pressure against his arm. When 
he looked over, there was a sleeping form on him. The girl shifted slightly, 
mumbling something in her sleep as she absently reached her hand out and 
touched what looked to be another child next to her. She relaxed when she 
felt him and stopped moving. 


“Ts it strange?” 


Hugo blinked as he looked up from his seat to the other end of the small 
compartment to find someone watching him. Not someone. He knew her. 
He was sure he did. 


“What do you mean?” 


“You’ve always been the youngest, right?” she said, and Hugo glanced 
down at the girl asleep against him. “How’s it feel to be taking care of 
someone else?” she asked, smiling at him warmly. He felt his stomach 
flutter. 


“I wish it was under different circumstances,” his voice answered. The girl 
pursed her lips. “It was a big deal for my father to want them in camp. I 
don’t think he’s ever asked for his children to be brought to Chiron before. 
We normally just stay as a group by ourselves...” he mused. The girl 
nodded. 


“Yes, I know,” she said softly. “It will still work out. Once we solve this 
problem, you can get them back and bring them to camp. Maybe we can 
convince the others to get you a cabin,” she suggested. Hugo smiled a little 
at that. Unlike the rest of his siblings, Hugo had always enjoyed Camp 
Half-Blood. Or, well, he liked certain things there. 


“Problem,” Hugo repeated, “Is that what we’re calling it now?” he asked. 
The girl pursed her lips. “Evelyn, I’m starting to worry Vera might be 
right.” 


The girl looked out the window. 
“Tt’s just a dot on your arm. What trouble could it really be?” 


Hugo opened his mouth to respond when the person next to him popped up, 
yawning so that the conversation fell away. 


“Are we there?” she asked sleepily. “I can wake up Nico-” 


“Still a few more hours,” Hugo told her and bit his lip. “When we get to the 
coast, there’ll be some hellhounds waiting for us. They will shadow travel 
us to America, and then we can get to the hotel,” he explained. 


“Hellhounds...” the girl repeated faintly and then looked at Evelyn. 
“Couldn’t we just take a boat?” she asked. 


“T don’t think your father would want to leave you at the mercy of mine,” 
she said gently. Bianca sighed and pushed her hair in front of her face. It 
was a quirk of hers that Hugo noticed early on. She was very shy. He could 
get that. For most of his childhood, he had been shy, too. He still sometimes 
was. 


“T like your coat,” Hugo told her. Bianca looked down. “It kind of goes with 
my hat,” he tacked on, pulling the floppy green cap from his head. He 
usually wore it to avoid the stupid redhead comments. They weren’t the 
worst in the world, but Hugo found them endlessly annoying. The ‘gingers 
had no soul’ thing stung a bit more when you were a child of souls. 


“You think?” Bianca asked and tucked a strand of hair away. Hugo grinned 
and put the hat on her head. 


“Yes,” he told her. “It definitely completes the look.” 


Bianca beamed at him before turning to the side and shaking the person 
next to her. 


“Nico, look,” she whispered, “I have a hat.” 


Evelyn chuckled. Hugo got up so he could switch sides and sit next to her. 
She was wearing the dress Sarah and her mom made for her birthday. It was 
a little big, but it brought out her eyes - making the dark glimmer of green 
more prominent as she turned to smile at him. 


“We could take a boat,” she told him. “I would keep us safe.” 


“I don’t want to have to put you in a position where you have to choose 
between your father and us,” he dismissed. Besides, the hellhounds would 
be faster. Evelyn nodded. 


“T wish you could,” she said wistfully. “Sailing is beautiful. The ocean is...” 
she trailed off. Hugo knew. Vast. Beautiful. Wild. “Me,” she went with. 
Somehow that was more appealing than all the other words Hugo had 
considered. “I doubt my father would ever hurt you.” 


He leaned over to kiss the side of her head. 
“T want a hat,” Nico declared from the opposite end of the compartment. 
Bianca giggled as she held her new hat close, keeping it from Nico’s 


pleading eyes. 


“T only have one.” 


“But...” Nico trailed off and pouted. Evelyn threw him an apologetic look - 
though it was laced with amusement. Bianca leaned over and whispered 
something to him in Italian that made Nico pout more. “I shouldn’t demand 
you give me things,” he muttered. Bianca ruffled his hair. 


“Tell you what,” Hugo said and leaned in. Nico eagerly mirrored his 
movements. “Once I get my scythe back, Pll let you hold it,” he told him. 
Nico’s eyes widened. 


“You have a scythe?” he whispered. Hugo nodded solemnly. 


“Where is it now?” Bianca didn’t look nearly as impressed by the 
announcement. Hugo pointedly looked at Evelyn. She had convinced him to 
go the past two weeks with a sword while she orchestrated some sort of 
surprise. Hugo didn’t know what surprise involved his very beloved 
weapon, but nevertheless, he hadn’t refused her. 


His father had been furious. Probably rightly so. He had just given his 
scythe to a daughter of Poseidon. None of his brothers had been given such 
weapons. Typically, anything made of stygian iron was reserved for 
Hades’... not favorites, but those with more, uh, promise at long and happy 
lives. It was a very sweet sign, and Hugo had gotten an earful from several 
people over giving Evelyn the scythe. 


“Tt’s here, actually.” 

Wait. What? 

“Tt is?” Hugo asked, and Evelyn brought out her purse, digging around for a 
moment before pulling out a black chain. At the end of it dangled a square 


pendant - a locket, he realized. “What is this?” 


“An amazing gift from your loving girlfriend,” Evelyn answered and 
reached over to put the chain around his neck. “Yank it off.” 


Hugo frowned. But it was new? He didn’t want to ruin her gift. Evelyn 
raised a brow, and he shrugged, trusting her and her reasons. He pulled, and 


the chain instantly gave away, shimmering and lengthening until a familiar 
scythe sat in his hands. 


“how?” Hugo stared, utterly amazed. Evelyn beamed. 


“T called in a few favors,” she said cryptically. “I thought you might be tired 
of carrying it around.” 


It was true. The mist usually shielded it pretty well, but there was no 
denying that it kind of sucked to carry around a six-foot pole with a curved 
blade at the top. Evelyn got up and touched the top of it, and it shrunk back 
into a necklace. 


“That’s amazing,” Hugo breathed out and let his hand run down the chain. 
“What’s the locket for?” 


Evelyn leaned forward and popped it open. 


“Your secret weapon,” she said, and Hugo looked down to see a picture of 
her on the right side. He grinned. On the left was a photo of a young woman 
with glittering eyes and sharp features. His mother. “There’s a way to store 
stuff in it, too,” she told him, wrinkling her nose slightly. “Though I’m not 
entirely sure how... the Hephaestus kids wouldn’t tell me.” 


“Hm,” Hugo said. Nate had a massive crush on Evelyn. Withholding 
information was probably his best way of flirting. “I love it. Thank you,” he 
said softly. Evelyn shrugged, though she looked pretty pleased with herself. 
He knew he could trust her. Vera would argue that he trusted everyone too 
much, but it hadn’t gotten him in trouble so far...well, not too much trouble. 


He looked at her - trying to keep the doting to a minimum, but it was hard 
with her. Nico slowly inched his way closer. 


“Can I hold it now?” he whispered. Hugo snorted and yanked the chain 
again, so it formed the scythe and handed it to him. Nico squealed in 
delight, and Hugo held the blade away. 


“Be careful not to touch the metal part,” he told him sternly. “This is 
stygian iron. Do you know what that is?” he asked. Nico shook his head. 
“Tt’s forged in the Underworld in the River Styx. It’s very powerful.” 


“What happens if he touches it?” Bianca asked warily - reaching out as if to 
grab Nico back. Hugo shifted the scythe, so it was facing away from them. 


“Well, for monsters, it absorbs their essence. It’s convenient because they 
can’t reform in Tartarus. I’m not entirely sure what it does to demigods. I 
expect it absorbs their souls so they can’t go to the Underworld.” 


“That’s horrible-“ 


“Have you ever killed anyone with it?” Nico asked, sounding half mystified 
and half curious. Hugo shook his head. 


“This is just for monsters,” he told him. “Still, be careful. It’s not quite 
death, but it’s a special sort of ending you don’t want to have.” 


Nico gently picked up the scythe and ran his hand over the handle. 


“Its bone?” He whispered. Hugo nodded. Then when Nico’s expression 
shifted to even more terror, Hugo laughed. 


“Its iron. I painted it white.” 
“Ah,” Nico said and handed it back. “Thank you for letting me hold it.” 
Hugo smiled. He might like having younger siblings. 


“Oh!” Evelyn suddenly said and reached into her bag. Hugo was pretty sure 
it was a magical bag because she pulled out a curved bronze blade that had 
no business fitting in any purse. She stood up and slipped it over Hugo’s 
scythe, so it covered the tip. Then nodded. “Just in case you wanted it to be 
celestial bronze instead,” she flushed. Hugo tilted his head. “Obviously, you 
don’t have to use it, but I...” she trailed off and winced. 


“You don’t like stygian iron,” he said. Evelyn bit her lip. 


“Tt’s just a little dangerous,” she said, voice going small. Then she sighed. 
“T know it’s an honor for Hades’ children to wield. I am proud of you. I just 
thought... maybe... I mean, you never use it while sparring...” she tried to 
explain. Hugo felt his gaze soften. 


“That’s true. It will be much easier to practice with it now,” he admitted. 
Evelyn’s face melted with relief. Nico hit the seat in triumph. 


“Can I kill something with it now?” he asked, and Bianca lightly whacked 
him with her hat. “What? It had the bronze thingy on it now! What’s the 
worst it can do?” 


What’s the worst it can do? 


Hugo woke up with a start. The sun was trickling in — blinding him for a 
moment as he looked around in bewilderment. According to Jason, they 
were usually woken up bright and early for training purposes, but given 
their group’s new and improved status... they would be left alone until their 
quest started. 


Hugo’s hand went to the locket around his neck. Evelyn’s voice still 
whispered in his ear — as it always did in the silence. There was something 
special about finally being able to assign a name to it. For months she had 
just been a hum in his ear with no face or name attached. It felt as though 
his mind had finally broken and given him the first sliver of information he 
needed. 


Bold of you to ever think you could forget me, she laughed, and Hugo 
swallowed. He sat up, looking around the empty barracks. The others were 
probably being productive. Anna — er, Annabeth now — never seemed to 
stop working. Luke was the same, though his work ethic seemed to come 
from stress rather than anything innate. 


Percy knew how to have fun and relax, but he rarely got as tired and forlorn 
as Hugo did. He sighed — inwardly cursing the fatigue in his bones. He 
wasn’t always like this. He really wasn’t. There were days when he was as 
peppy and prepared as Annabeth, as fun as Percy, and even as easily 
worried as Luke. However, there were days where... 


...well. It was best not to dwell on it. 
“Lord Hugo?” 
Ew. 


“And what am I the lord of?” Hugo asked as Michael peered over the line 
of beds. Hugo hadn’t heard him come in. His mind felt a little like it had 
been stuffed with cotton, and all his normal senses dulled. What a curse for 
a demigod. “You say I’m a god, but of what? Good looks? Memory?” he 
asked, lips curling a bit at the joke. Michael raised an eyebrow. 


“I don’t know,” he admitted and hopped over one of the beds. “You’ve 
been... quieter than your friends,” he noted. Quieter. That was one word for 
it. Less special might be another. Hugo propped himself up on his elbows. 
He wanted to go back to sleep. To dream of Evelyn and her eyes until he 
remembered whatever past he had but knew he couldn’t. Shouldn’t. 


After all, the more memories came about, the more he would have to 
question things. 


“Do you think you’re a god?” 
Things like that. 


Michael looked at him expectantly, and Hugo forced a fake smile. Did gods 
escort their siblings to strange hotels on trains with their Neptune 
girlfriends? Possibly. Hugo supposed it did make a little sense. His father 
couldn’t very well be involved in whatever that was. Why not send a minor 
god to take care of his demigod children? 


“If I was, I’m not sure I was a good one,” he said and ran a hand through 
his hair. Should he tell the others? His mind flicked to Nico. He had known 
him. Nico gave no indication of having met before. Was it a coincidence? 
Had he also lost his memory somehow? It had been him, right? But who 
was the girl? Bianca? 


None of it made sense. It left Hugo’s head spinning. 


Michael tossed a bag at him. 


“Your babysitter is throwing another temper tantrum. I can’t find Annabeth 
or Percy, so I was hoping you could help,” he said. Great. Hugo took a deep 
breath and rubbed away the sleep. Fine. He forced himself to obey despite 
every fiber of him whining against ever moving again. 


“What’s he mad about?” 
“Eh, Jason tried to kill him or something.” 
“What?” 


“Yeah, maybe have your weapon ready,” Michael told him as he stepped 
outside of the barracks. Hugo swallowed and tugged at the chain around his 
neck. The scythe formed - serving as a good walking stick to get him out of 
bed. He rubbed his eyes again as he forced himself up and tried to quicken 
his pace to get dressed in a reasonable manner. Romans were big on looks, 
he noticed. Jason had demonstrated that early on. If the wolf-guy could look 
presentable with his ragged hair and raw meat, then Hugo could do the 
same. 


After he slipped on a camp shirt and some clean pants, he went back to grab 
the scythe that was leaning against the bed. He paused to study the end of it 
thoughtfully. Nobody had said a word about their weapons. Not that the 
Romans had seen much of them outside of the gladiator fights, and during 
that time, it had simply been whispers among more dramatic things. That 
they used bronze instead of their standard gold. The current rumors were 
that they were weapons from whatever era they were from. 


..none of them had seen his scythe yet. Well, not completely, anyway. 
Cautiously he touched the end and pulled. The bronze end gave away 
slightly to show a sliver of black beneath the surface. A chill shot through 
Hugo’s body, and he quickly pushed the celestial bronze back into place. 


Maybe it was best to leave that alone for now. 


His mind drifted to the dream. Hugo wondered if anyone else had realized 
who one of his godly parents was - it felt painfully obvious - or if they were 
too overwhelmed with all the other craziness to put two and two together. 
Nico had to know... right? 


“Lord Hugo?” Michael called. Hugo grimaced. 


“Why do you think I’m a god?” Hugo asked as he walked out the front of 
the barracks to where Michael was patiently waiting. His hair was braided 
back today - neat and slick. Not a single flyaway. Michael’s lips twitched. 
“You don’t, do you?” 


“I think it’s a possibility.” 


“Do you think Annabeth and Percy are?” he asked. Michael led him 
towards the cobbled streets, dark eyes studying him with a certain intensity 
as they moved. 


“I think it’s a... larger possibility,” Michael said. Hugo snorted. Right. 
“Annabeth was claimed by Minerva. Perseus was claimed by two gods. It is 
very reasonable to think they’re gods.” 


“And me by association?” Hugo asked. Michael shrugged. “What about 
Luke?” he asked. Michael rolled his eyes. “You don’t think he’s Jupiter, do 
you?” he guessed. 


“You make a lot of assumptions,” Michael told him and took another turn. 
When Hugo didn’t respond right away, he sighed. “You have to 
understand... we’re a little...” he trailed off and looked around. Hugo spied 
Dakota by the bathhouses, blue eyes darting with that glowing look of 
trouble as he flicked a coin and caught it. “Disjointed at the moment. Reyna 
is gone. Jupiter is gone. We’re scared. We’re scrambling. We’re...” he 
shook his head. “Scared,” he admitted quietly. “Luke isn’t a perfect fit, but 
if Julius can squash him in the mold of Jupiter... then we have a place to 
Start,” he said. 


“Do you think he could be?” 


“He does look like Jason,” Michael said dryly. And Jason did try to kill him, 
Hugo thought offhandedly. One would expect a son to recognize his father, 
right? Or was Jason’s hatred that blinding? He was about to ask when his 
eyes spotted one of the familiar buildings overhead and stopped walking. 


He stared above at the charred roof. 


“What exactly happened there?” he asked, turning to Michael with a frown. 
“Jason?” he asked. Michael shook his head, nose wrinkling a bit in 
annoyance. 


“Nope,” he said and looked thoughtfully to the burnt remains. “Some girl. It 
was... well, Octavian’s been in a hissy fit over it. Technically, we’re not 
supposed to talk about it,” he said. Hugo waited. He didn’t think Michael 
would break. He had a close tie to Octavian, and despite everything, Hugo 
could tell it wasn’t one-way ether. Michael licked his lips. “It was right 
before Reyna disappeared...” he trailed off. 


“I won’t tell anyone,” Hugo promised. Michael shook his head. “Come on. 
Pm a god. I order you to,” he said good-naturedly. Michael’s brows 
furrowed at that. 


“Well,” he muttered and twirled the end of his braid between his fingers. He 
really was pretty. Hugo could see how he and Percy were related. They had 
a sort of... presence to them. Hugo wasn’t really inclined to boys, but he 
also wasn’t blind — especially to children of Venus. “She came shortly after 
the war,” Michael finally broke. “She had to have been a child of Jupiter — 
but we have no real proof other than the lightning. She just barged in and 
demanded to speak to Reyna. Reyna came out, they talked for a while — I 
think it was an argument, and the girl got pissed. She ended up starting a 
storm and bringing down a bunch of lightning there,” he said, nodding his 
chin to the roof. Reyna managed to keep her composure, but she was also 
getting upset. Then the girl left. Reyna ordered us not to go after her. That’s 
really it,’ Michael said. Hm. Hugo glanced again at the roof. There was 
something... 


“Did you catch her name?” 


“Nope,” Michael shrugged. “Reyna seemed pretty freaked out by her, 
though. She wanted to talk to Jason about it,” he said. Hugo opened his 
mouth to ask more but was immediately distracted by a sharp cry. Michael 
gently led him away from the building and nodded towards the center of 
one of the taller buildings in the Principia. Luke was arguing with an 
exhausted-looking group of demigods as he aggressively threw some items 
into an empty suitcase. 


“-absolutely ridiculous!” He was saying. Octavian sighed. “You accuse me 
of being Jupiter. You accuse the random kids I’ve been keeping alive for the 
past couple of months of being gods. You are sending us on a stupid quest. 
You are sending us on a stupid quest with two other random kids. Do you 
want me to take a few other stragglers too? Just because you can’t be 
bothered? Eight! Eight kids! You can’t hand me a second freaking 
chaperone?” 


“We aren’t asking you to-“ 


“Okay, but you are. You don’t know for sure that they’re gods, and they 
don’t act like it. You are sending me on a road trip with a bunch of children, 
and I’m supposed to do what? I’m too tired for this. You aren’t paying me, 
you aren’t allowing me to-“ 


“Luke,” Hugo greeted. Luke fixed him with haggard blue eyes and sighed. 
“What happened?” he asked and received an incredulous look for his 
troubles. 


“Jason tried to kill me this morning, and they won’t send me another adult 
to deal with all of you,” he snapped. Jason waved from where he was 
sprawled out, eating raw pieces of meat with absolutely no remorse in his 
features. Hugo rolled his eyes. 


“You know you’re being dramatic. I’m pretty sure I’m seventeen. Percy and 
Annabeth, too. Give us less than a year, and we can join you in the 
adulthood ranks.” 


“Oh, wow,” Luke muttered, “How thrilling. You’re old enough to vote for 
politicians you don’t even remember, but you can’t order a drop of alcohol 


for another three years. I’m so thrilled to have your mature, wise opinions 
to help me keep all of us safe while going on this ridiculous quest. Shut up.” 


He was right, but Hugo was still indignant about it. 


“It’s not like you know what you’re doing,” he said, and Luke threw his 
hands up. 


“THAT IS MY POINT, HUGO!” he shouted, “I WOULD LOVE TO FIND 
SOMEONE WHO DOES KNOW!” 


Ah. Probably fair. 


Hugo looked over the group of frightened Romans, who all were doing a 
marvelous job keeping their expressions composed. Only Jason seemed 
genuinely at ease with Luke’s anger. Hugo was honestly a little surprised 
they hadn’t broken down and given him what he wanted, believing he was 
Jupiter and all... or maybe Michael was right, and some of them had a 
sliver of doubt. 


It was still so weird to think about. Luke. The supreme lord of the gods? 
Hugo wasn’t sure he would handle the pressure well at the moment. 


“And why did Jason try to kill you?” he asked because that also seemed 
pretty important. Luke gave Jason a hard look. 


“My father tried to kill me. Fair is fair.” 


“Tm not Jupiter!” Luke hissed and threw something at him. Jason dodged it 
easily and flipped him off. “Though I would also try to kill you if you were 
my child.” 


“And that’s why I stabbed you in the chest,” Jason said solemnly. It was 
then that Hugo noticed the nasty cut in the center of Luke’s sternum. His 
eyes widened. He wasn’t sure if Luke was alive due to fantastic healing or 
Thanatos’ being missing, but Hugo felt fairly certain it was a close call. 


Well... he could see how all of this was a problem. 


“Right. And where are Percy and Annabeth?” Hugo asked warily. Nobody 
answered. “Dom? Ethan? Castor or Nico?” he tried. More silence. “Alright, 
fine,” Hugo muttered and turned to Jason. “If you end up killing him and he 
isn’t Jupiter, then you are no better than your father and have proven 
yourself as his son,” he said. Jason blinked. He turned to Luke. “Calm 
down. We aren’t as helpless as you make us out to be. Annabeth is smart 
and capable. Percy is pretty powerful and definitely not stupid. I’m not bad 
myself,” he said. He thought of Dom and Ethan. Maybe it was best not to 
bring them up, considering they knew nothing about them. 


“Castor and Nico seem fairly capable as well,” he offered instead, and Luke 
took a long breath. 


Jason shifted, looking a bit uncomfortable by Hugo’s scolding. He should 
be. What the Hell was he playing at? You can’t just go around casually 
murdering people. 


“Are we good?” Hugo asked. Nobody answered, so he took it as a yes. 
“What can I help with?” he asked Luke. 


There was a pause as Luke gave him a wary look before finally nodding. 
“T’m almost finished packing. Go find the others.” 


Yay. Time to get ready for their quest to bring back death... because that’s 
what everyone wanted. Of course, Hugo understood the importance of it all, 
but still. He wasn’t in any particular hurry to put his friends back in 
Thanatos’ hands. 


But you’re keeping secrets, Evelyn’s voice said, sounding disappointed. 
Since when do you keep secrets from your friends? 


It was a good question. Not one super relevant to getting Thanatos back, 
though. Um, right? He wasn’t sure. Hugo looked around before pulling 
away the bronze cover of his scythe again. When he looked down at the 
black blade underneath, his skin prickled. A scream sounded in his ears. 


Please, gods...please...Hugo ? It’s me- Hugo! Stop! 


He slammed the cover on again. It was fine. He could fight with celestial 
bronze. 


Hugo wasn’t big on keeping secrets... but this felt less about his trust in 
others and more about his trust in himself. Jason ended up rushing over to 
volunteer to find Percy and Annabeth. It left Hugo to find Dom and Ethan, 
who were doing whatever they did, alongside Castor and Nico. 


“Jason is with Percy?” Castor asked slowly. “Again?” 


Again? Hugo wrinkled his nose. He hadn’t noticed, but Jason and Percy had 
been spending quite a bit of time around one another. Percy was worried 
they might arrest Jason at any given moment, and Jason found Percy’s 
concerns hilarious. Still, Jason never stopped him. 


“I guess so,” Hugo said. Nico seemed to consider this. Hugo spied some 
charcoal on a table nearby and walked over to grab it. There wasn’t any 
paper, so he just went about sketching on the table. “Why? Do you not like 
Jason?” he asked casually as the other two followed him. 


“He’s... fine,” Castor said slowly and looked over. “What are you 
drawing?” he asked. Hugo paused. It had occurred to him that the girl from 
the dream - Evelyn - was the same girl Jason had shown them when they 
first arrived. Hugo had said he didn’t know who she was... and he hadn’t! It 
was only now that he realized it might be a lie. 


“Nothing,” Hugo said and swiped the drawing, so the charcoal smudged, 
obscuring Evelyn’s features from view. He turned and offered them both a 
wry smile. “So...” he asked and went about sketching the building in front 
of them instead. “Are you ready for the quest?” 


Nico smiled. 
“Bring it on.” 


Famous last words. 


The first few days of the “quest” were - for lack of a better word - Hell. 
They left Camp Jupiter only to immediately be attacked by various 
monsters that all refused to die for more than five minutes at a time. Luke 
went to rent a car with Nico’s magical credit card, which led to them 
learning that you needed to be at least twenty-five to rent a vehicle, which 
was just...bewildering. 


Thus, another tantrum from Luke before he decided to steal a car. The 
problem there was that there was no car ready to seat nine people. Not that 
they needed a seat for Nico since he just kept vanishing every other minute 
only to reappear an hour later. Luke was insanely bitter about the fact he 
couldn’t transport them all to Alaska - or get them another adult. 


So they were stuck walking until a solution appeared. 
Walking... and walking... and walking... 


Up until Sacramento, where they finally decided to camp. Hugo collapsed 
on the ground, ready to curl up in a ball and sleep for the rest of his life. He 
could hear Jason and Percy quipping at one another as they set up tents. 


“You would like it,” Jason said stubbornly. Percy scoffed. 
“Raw meat? You think I would enjoy that?” 


“T do, actually,” Jason said and flicked out a claw to cut a piece of rope. 
Percy rolled his eyes. “I don’t understand why you’re being so stubborn. It’s 
just- can I have another hair thingy?” he asked, cutting himself off as he 
went to pull his hair back up only for the band to snap. Percy snorted and 
pulled one off of his wrist. “Thank you. Anyways, you’re a god, so....” 


“So what?” Percy laughed. “So I should be accepting of your weird raw 
lamb addiction? It’s gross. I don’t understand how you still have any left,” 
he added, wrinkling his nose. Jason stuck his tongue out and bounced 
around - almost like he might pounce on Percy, but instead lightly whacked 
him. “What? You want to spar?” he asked and gave a teasing laugh. “Come 
on, boy. Let’s play!” 


“Now you’re just being condescending.” 


“That’s a big word for you,” Percy threw back and brought out his sword 
just as Jason went full-Wolverine with the claws. They went back and forth 
through the camp as Annabeth easily dodged them while looking at her 
map, and Luke shouted at them to shut up and help. Hugo was just 
appreciating the fight, quite frankly. Jason and Percy fought so differently, 
and there was a Satisfying clash between Jason’s gold claws and Percy’s 
bronze sword. 


“Go, Percy!” Hugo yelled, throwing up a hand from where he was still 
laying on the ground, being generally unhelpful. But hey. At least he was 
here...unlike Nico. Besides, Ethan and Dom were being useless, too. “Get a 
spray bottle and squirt him. That’s how you train dogs, right?” he snickered. 
Percy laughed and grabbed a water bottle to shoot some water at Jason’s 
face. 


“Screw you,” Jason muttered, baring his teeth and raised a hand. Electricity 
crackled, and Hugo automatically tensed at the reaction. Something about 
the sound made his heart rate go up. Jason frowned. “What...?” he frowned, 
and Percy paused. “That’s strange,” he said and waved his hand again. 


“What’s wrong?” 


“My lightning. I still feel it, but... it feels weaker than usual,” he said and 
aggressively swung his hands again. “Why is it doing that?” he asked, 
frustrated, and waved it again. This time a burst of light appeared, striking 
the ground. Hugo rolled away - skin prickling in alarm as he yelped. 


“JASON!” Luke shouted. Hugo paused as he tried to find his breath. He 
wasn’t the only one by the look of it. Castor had stumbled back as his face 
went pure white, grabbing his chest in alarm. Jason stared at the ground 
with wide eyes. 


“sorry,” he said in a small voice. “I usually have much better control-” 


“Just-” Luke took a long breath and glared. “Just go wait in the tent,” he 
said as Nico went over to Castor with a concerned frown. 


“He didn’t mean to,” Percy objected, but Jason already got up, holding his 
hands in feigned surrender as he picked out the purple tent to retreat into. 
Hugo felt a stab of sympathy at Jason’s lack of defensiveness. He seemed 
so accepting of whatever blame was thrown at him. “You’re a jerk,” Percy 
told Luke, who rolled his eyes. Hugo watched as he scrambled up to follow 
Jason. 


“That was dangerous. Even with Thanatos gone,” Luke said, “He can’t be 
doing that.” 


“Pl talk to him,” Percy said as he marched away. “Maybe we can keep the 
Sparring to a minimum or something.” 


For someone who claimed not to like Jason much, Percy followed him 
around an awful lot. 


And he didn’t leave either. Another thirty minutes after they had finally 
finished setting everything up, Percy exited the tent, shaking his head. Hugo 
wondered what they had been snapping at each other about now. Hugo 
watched as Percy approached, settling down on the ground where he could 
pretend he was a nice rock or something. He was rubbing his temple as he 
sat down on the rock from where Castor was sharpening his sword. 


“Hey,” he greeted brightly when he looked up to find Percy. “How did it go 
with Jason?” he asked. Percy rolled his eyes. “That bad, huh?” 


“No,” Percy sighed and stretched out slightly. “It went well. I like Jason,” 
he added. Castor nodded. “I’m just tired of him trying to get me to eat his 
meat all the time,” he said and picked up his own knife to start sharpening. 
Hugo almost snorted. Figures. Percy would go to ask Jason to not 
electrocute them all and turned it back around to the damn lamb. Castor 
paused. 


“Um... what?” 


“Yeah. Gross, isn’t it?” Percy said. “Like, I’m fine with it usually, but I’ve 
never had it raw, you know? I don’t know how he likes it,” he said, making 
a face. Castor only stared at him - eyes wide and mouth dropping to make 


an expression of pure horror. Hugo was a little confused by the reaction. He 
knew Jason was literally raised by wolves, right? 


“Um,” Castor began and set his sword aside. “I- huh,” he said and gave a 
forced laugh. “Wow. I... did not know about this,” he said and ran a hand 
through his hair. “And, um, just... wow,” he repeated. Percy tilted his head. 
“Jason. Interesting. I don’t know what to say... wow. Wow....Wow!” he 
managed, voice going a little high. “Do you think you might... accept this, 
uh, offer?” 


Percy shrugged. Hugo looked between them with a sneaking suspicion that 
a misunderstanding may be occurring. 


“I don’t know. I’m not opposed to trying it, I guess. I just don’t want it 
when it’s all hot like this,” he said, waving his hand around to gesture at the 
brutal sun beating down on them. “Seems nasty.” 


Castor put a hand over his mouth. 


“Hm. Yeah. Makes sense,” he said and swallowed. “Right. Cool. Um, and 
Jason... He already knows he likes this? Where does he get his... you 
know. His... yeah.... stuff?” 


“His meat?” Percy clarified, a little confused. Castor winced. Weird. “I have 
no idea. He always seems to have some, though.” 


“And... you’re okay with that? I mean, if he is... offering you, uh, meat....” 
Castor said and made a face. Percy blinked. Hugo was equally as 
bewildered. He seemed really disgusted by this. Maybe he was a vegetarian. 


“T don’t know. That isn’t any of my business,” Percy said. Castor bit his 
tongue. “Sorry, we don’t have to talk about this if it makes you 
uncomfortable....” 


Why would it make Castor uncomfortable? Hugo tried replaying the 
conversation again from the beginning but came up with nothing. 


“No! No, it’s fine,” Castor shook his head. “He’s blonde. I should have 
thought of this,” he muttered. Percy raised an eyebrow as Hugo propped 
himself up on his elbows. What did Jason being blonde have to do with 
anything? “I just want you to be sure before doing anything.” 


“Uh, well, I like it cooked...” he began. Castor blinked. 
“Cooked?” He said slowly. “What does that mean?” 
“You know, like, on a grill or something?” 


“What are you - oh my gods,” Castor cut himself off and slapped his hands 
against his thighs. “Jesus Christ, Percy. I was about to have a goddamn 
medical emergency,” he scowled and took a deep breath. “Are you talking 
about the fact Jason eats raw lamb?” He asked. Percy blinked a few times. 


“Yes...? What were you talking about?” He asked. Castor held up both 
hands and laughed. 


“I- nothing. Don’t worry about it,” he said and sighed. “Whew. You had me 
going there,” he said and ran a hand over his hair again. “Why did Jason 
even ask you in there, anyway?” He asked, picking up his sword again. 
Percy tilted his head then shook his head, reaching for the knife strapped to 
his thigh to also sharpen. 


“Oh, he just wanted to ask me out.” 
Castor threw his sword back down. 
“Of fucking course, he did.” 


Oh. The pieces clicked, and Hugo choked on air. Both Percy and Castor 
jumped - clearly not having noticed he was there. 


“You are disgusting,” Hugo said, pointing a finger at Castor, who went dark 
red. “Oh, my gods. You’re Bacchus’ kid? Figures,” he said as Castor yelped 
with objections. Percy opened his mouth but didn’t get a word out as Hugo 
got up to go find Annabeth. He needed someone who was not a heathen to 
hang out with. 


The next stop was Redding. A three-day walk. If they didn’t find 
transportation soon, Hugo was quitting. Luckily, there were some buses 
running that Luke snuck them on, so instead they just drove for four hours. 
Once they got off, they decided to camp again. It was at least around some 
pretty scenery. 


“What are you doing?” 


Hugo watched as Castor turned to find a wary Nico di Angelo behind him, 
looking absolutely exhausted from whatever top-secret mystery mission he 
had gone on. Castor turned back to the set-up in front of him. Their little 
group was all sat in a circle, each with a bar of chocolate in front of them. 


“T’ve had enough of the ignorance,” Castor told him solemnly. “These three 
know what chocolate is but can’t remember if they like it,” he said with a 
gesture towards Luke, Annabeth, and Percy. “This one claims the last 
chocolate he had was a Chick-O-Stick, which is... ancient,” he added, and 
Hugo frowned. Was it? It was the only candy he really remembered clearly. 
“And Jason... is being himself,” he sighed. Jason scowled. “So we’re all 
trying it-” 


“He’s trying to kill me,” Jason solemnly and poked the chocolate in front of 
him with a low growl. Castor rolled his eyes. “My pack will avenge me, 
little grape man.” 


Percy - being the absolute dick he was - laughed. Hugo inwardly raised a 
brow. It hadn’t been that funny... did Percy usually laugh at cheesy jokes? 
Yes, but this one was... hm. 


Hugo watched as Percy’s eyes flick over Jason. Interesting. He at least went 
quiet when Castor narrowed his eyes. Castor took a long breath and pasted 


on a fake smile. 


“For the last time,” Castor told him. “You are not a dog. You are a human. 
You can eat chocolate.” 


“Then why aren’t you eating it?” 


1? 


“Oh my- fine!” Castor groaned and snatched up Percy’s chocolate to 
unwrap it and take a bite. Everyone leaned in. “See?” he asked and tossed 
the chocolate bar back. “You’re going to like it,” he promised, mainly 
looking at Percy. Hugo tilted his head. Interesting. 


Luke ended up being the first one to take a bite. 


“Hm,” he said and nodded. “Yeah, this tastes familiar,” he said approvingly. 
“Tt’s good.” 


Apparently, Luke was a trustworthy source because the rest immediately 
went ahead and bit into their chocolate. Jason nibbled at the end - clearly 
still suspicious as Percy took one bite and promptly gobbled the rest of it 
down. Castor smiled a little. 


“Are you going to finish yours?” he asked, turning to Annabeth, who had 
been patiently taking bites of hers. She held it away. “Come on. You clearly 
don’t like it-” 


“I never said that!” Annabeth said, pushing him away. “Stop it! Perseus!” 
she objected when Percy tried to steal it from her. From the other end of 
their circle, Hugo began registering the taste of his own chocolate. It was... 
gods, what was that? He gagged a bit - promptly choking on the 
monstrosity. 


“What the Hell is this?!” he gagged and spat it out. “Ah - what?” he asked 
and wrinkled his nose. “By gods, you’ve given me Hell in a rectangle!” he 
said. Castor blinked. “Why is it so sweet? I think this could kill me,” he 
said. Jason stiffened. 


“Don’t start,” Castor warned him. “Hugo, it’s just sugar.” 


“Why does it have so much?!” Hugo said and threw it to the ground. “Jason 
was right, this is - Jason?” he interrupted himself as he turned to find Jason 
now devouring the chocolate, licking his fingers clean before turning to 
look at Hugo’s bar. He glanced over at Percy, who was also staring. 


Their eyes met, and Hugo moved back. Sure enough, both dove for the 
remaining candy bar. 


“No claws!” Percy yelled as he tried to pull Jason away. Jason growled in 
return. Wow. Castor sighed and turned to where Annabeth continued eating 
her chocolate as if nothing happened, and Luke started reading the back of 
the wrapper. For protection, Hugo moved closer to Luke. 


“Go, Percy!” he cheered, somewhat amused as Luke ran a finger down the 
wrapper. 


“Oh...” he frowned. “These are horrible for you. We better not - HEY! HE 
SAID NO CLAWS, JASON!” he shouted when there was a flash of gold 
from where Percy and Jason were still trying to get Hugo’s remaining 
chocolate. “We better not have too many.” 


“Fine!” Percy shouted and shoved Jason to the side. “Have it, you animal!” 
he grumbled, and Jason gave a delighted laugh as he held up the chocolate 
with a yell. “Castor will get me more, right?” he asked, switching pleading 
eyes onto him. 


Oh no. 


“No,” Luke said and held up the wrapper. “Hugo’s right. These have way 
too much sugar-” 


“Don’t listen to him,” Percy cut in and smiled at him. Castor went bright 
red. “You clearly know the most about this kind of stuff. We should be 
listening to you, right?” he asked. Hugo watched closely as Castor’s 
expression slipped into something between exasperated and doting. “You 
know, you have really pretty eyes,” Percy added offhandedly. Castor rolled 
his eyes. A smile touched his lips before he suddenly froze. 


“Wait,” he said, and Hugo watched as the smile slipped off of Castor’s face. 
“You... are flirting with me?” he asked, voice catching. Percy blinked. 
“You can flirt with me...” he said softly. 


“Pm sorry,” Percy said and moved back. “I didn’t mean to make you 
uncomfortable-” 


“No,” Castor said quickly. “It’s just-” he started, but his voice stopped 
suddenly. Hugo’s eyes flicked to where Nico was biting his lip - hand in a 
firm fist to keep the rest of Castor’s words from following. Nobody else 
seemed to notice. Percy’s attention had already been stolen away by Jason 
prodding at him. 


“You’re pathetic,” he said and lightly nudged Percy with his foot. “Maybe 
flirt with me, and Pll share,” he added playfully. Annabeth gave a sharp 
‘ha’ under her breath. 


“Don’t listen to him, Percy. He’s lying.” 
“You think so?” Percy asked her. Annabeth examined Jason closely. 


“Can you trust a wolf?” she pointed out. Percy hummed in agreement as 
Jason gave a feigned gasp before wiggling the candy in front of Percy. 


“But Castor said I’m human!” he sang, and Percy pointed in agreement. 
Hugo glanced back up to find Nico’s eyes still fixed on Castor. Waiting. 
Watching. What was he keeping him from saying? Bitterness swirled in his 
chest. Based on this interaction... maybe Nico did remember Hugo after all 
and was hiding it. 


“Alright, you win,” Percy said. Annabeth gave a muttered ‘whore’ under 
her breath. Hugo almost choked on air as he gave a scandalized gasp. 


“Annabeth!” he said fiercely - ready to belligerently lecture her on rude 
swear words. Maybe it was a hint hypocritical of him, but look. When you 
are in intense situations like quests or wars, you should make extra effort to 
use kinder words. It was better for morale. “He’s your friend!” 


“Hugo, please don’t.” 


“Tt’s too late!” 


“So,” Percy continued, completely ignoring Hugo’s very important opinions 
and moving closer to Jason. “Um, hi... you look... like you want to give me 
chocolate?” he tried. Hugo felt his lecture falter. What was this? When had 
Percy become awkward? Jason cocked his head. “Wait, let me try again!” 
Percy said. “You have, um, nice rings and... wait.” 


“Wow,” Jason told him and handed over the chocolate. “Just take it.” 
Percy collapsed on the ground with a wail of despair. 
“I don’t know what happened!” 


Castor stared. He looked as if someone had punched him in the face. From 
beside him, Nico bit his lip, looking nervously at where Castor was 
completely still. Jason laughed, leaning over Percy to wave the chocolate 
playfully in front of his face. 


“You know what?” Castor said suddenly - voice a hint too loud. “I just 
realized there are other things you guys need to try. Percy, let’s go to the 
store,” he said and grabbed his arm to haul him away from Jason. Percy 
looked at him - vaguely startled. 


“Wha-?” 


“I bet I can guess all your favorites,” Castor told him. Hugo was a little 
taken aback by the certainty in his voice, but Percy looked intrigued. “Let’s 
get you a cheeseburger or something. I’m sure you’ll love those.” 


“What’s that?” Jason asked. Castor shot him an irritated look. 
“Tt has beef. You can’t have beef.” 


“T think there might be non-beef ones,” Annabeth suggested. “Maybe? I 
mean, I’m not entirely sure, but that sounds right. Jason eats lots of lamb. 
Maybe-” 


“Nope. There are only beef patties. Jason can’t have one,” Castor shrugged. 
“I would lay off the chocolate, too,” he added. Jason frowned, looking 
down at the rest of his bar. “Luke is right. It can be terrible for you.” 


“But you said-” 


“Maybe we’ll bring you back a bone or something,” Castor shrugged. Nico 
cleared his throat, but Castor ignored him. “Come on,” he added to Percy, 
who looked absolutely bewildered. 


“Okay. Sounds fun,” he told him uncertainly. He looked over at the rest of 
the group, who all shrugged in unison. Nico was giving Castor a warning 
look. 


.. maybe Hugo should join them. Something was off with this dynamic. He 
got up and wordlessly walked over, ignoring Castor’s vaguely annoyed look 
and Annabeth’s subtle nod of approval. Perhaps she felt an inkling of 
concern with leaving them alone. 


“Can’t Nico just grab stuff with his shadow traveling?” Hugo asked as he 
skipped over. Castor sighed. 


“We shouldn’t make him do everything,” Castor said. Hugo watched as 
Castor gave Percy a nervous glance and hesitantly let his hand slip from his 
forearm to his hand. He waited for Percy to pull away, but it didn’t seem 
like he noticed. A comfortable silence fell over them as Castor continued 
walking them towards the supermarket they were camped out near. 


“Do you think Jason would really want a bone?” Percy asked him suddenly. 
Castor laughed. 


“I have no idea,” he admitted and then looked back over his shoulder. 
“What do you think of him?” he asked slowly. Hugo had never felt more 
invisible. “I mean, he asked you out that one time. Did you give that any 
more thought?” he asked, dreading the answer. Percy looked over at Castor 
thoughtfully. 


“He’s... frustrating,” Percy decided. Really? Hugo agreed, but Percy seemed 
to like Jason’s quirks. “In a good way, I think,” he added. Ah. There it is. 
Castor nodded slowly. “And he’s had it really rough,” Percy added, voice 
softening slightly. “Did you hear about what happened to him in Camp 
Jupiter?” 


“Yeah, my heart really bled for him,” Castor muttered. He sighed. “Do you 
like him?” he asked. Percy stopped walking - almost pulling Castor back 
with him. Their fingers locked, and Castor glanced down with clear relief 
that they remained holding onto one another. His eyes flicked to Hugo for a 
moment, and he flushed. 


“This bothers you,” Percy said, regaining his attention. Castor hesitated. “Is 
it because of the lightning?” he asked. Oh. He had noticed that. Castor 
looked away. “It seems to really... mess with your head,” he added, voice 
slow. As if choosing each word with precision. 


Hugo could understand that. Jason’s powers also left him feeling a little... 
well. Hugo got the feeling he knew where those scars came from. 


“I don’t like lightning,” Castor finally said and took a long breath. “T- let’s 
just say I had a bad experience with it. When Jason uses his powers, I...” he 
trailed off. “It just makes me a little nervous,” he said. Percy frowned at 
him. “This might be insensitive given your lack of memories, but there are 
some things I wish I could forget.” 


Hugo felt a flash of something at that. Like burning heat and a weird sort of 
coldness rushing from his head to his feet with a sharp cracking sensation 
and- 


He forced himself to breathe. 


“Hey,” Percy said and stepped in front of him. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know,” 
he said. Hugo felt a swell of fondness at that. Percy had such a warmth 
about him. He felt everything for everybody. It made Hugo all the more 
wary of Castor for whatever reason. “I can talk to Jason for you. I think he 
prefers killing with his claws, anyway,” he grinned. Castor forced a weak 
smile in return. “And... I mean, I don’t know the details, but whatever 
happened to you...” he looked over Castor and gave what should have been 
a reassuring smile. “You somehow lived through it. That’s pretty badass,” 
he told him. Castor grimaced. “So, at least there’s that.” 


Hugo internally winced. Hm. Percy had a lot on his mind, but Hugo had to 
fight not to kick him. They all knew Castor had died once. There was a 


chance he didn’t live through whatever it was that he was referencing. 
Castor ran a hand through his hair. 


“Yeah,” he agreed quietly. Hugo wondered why he didn’t correct him. “At 
least there’s that.” 


The shopping trip was fine. They found whatever it was they were looking 
for and... well. One bonus thing. 


“I say we take it,” Ethan nodded as Percy proudly showed them the school 
bus in the parking lot. “It will be good if we need to take prisoners or 
something.” 


“Why would we take prisoners?” 
“Well, we can’t kill anyone, can we?” 


“What about the kids? I’m assuming they’re on their way to a field trip,” 
Annabeth said, wringing her hands. Everyone laughed at her. Please. As if 
the children would object. Luke walked over - having been dragged from 
the camp by Dom - to see what the fuss was about. He took one look at the 
bus before sighing. 


“Why?” 
“We have a ride!” 
“People will notice.” 


“Not if we drive fast,” Ethan reasoned. Luke stared at him. For whatever 
reason, Luke had more patience with Ethan. Not quite the same amount as 
he did with Annabeth, but there was a sort of mutual understanding between 
them that somehow ranked Ethan above most of them in his eyes. This 
seemed to be easily exemplified by how quickly Luke had broken down and 
just hotwired the bus. 


“why would Jupiter need to know how to steal a car?” he asked as he 
watched Luke work. Luke dusted off his hands and flicked Dom between 
the eyes. 


“He wouldn’t. Pm not Jupiter. Get on the bus,” he said and climbed inside. 
From the front of the supermarket, the doors opened to show a group of 
middle schoolers. Hugo quickly hopped on, jumping over a few seats to 
join Percy, who was waving to the kids. Ethan practically catapulted 
himself over to put down the window as Luke shifted the gears. Dom threw 
some of their bags on board, which was good because he would have 
forgotten them completely. 


“STAY IN SCHOOL, KIDS!” Ethan shouted through the open window as 
Luke slammed on the gas. “JUST MAYBE FIND A NEW WAY TO GET 
THERE!” 


“Ethan!” Annabeth groaned as Nico cackled. “Sorry!” she called as the kids 
all stared blankly at them next to a horrified teacher. Hugo cheered loudly 
as Luke pulled onto a backroad, gunning it. Finally. They were making 
some progress. 


The bus ended up being a good investment. Luke refused to let anyone else 
drive, but the rest of them had room to sleep and walk around. At one point, 
Castor had pulled out something called a walkman and played music, which 
was wild. 


“This is awesome,” Percy said as they played a few songs. “I think I like 
rock,” he decided. Castor scoffed. 


“T think you do, too,” he said fondly. Luke swore from the front of the bus. 
“Uh-oh.” 


“Monster!” Luke called, and everyone scrambled for their weapons. “What 
the Hell is...? Oh, gods,” he said, and Percy peered out the window. 


“Minotaur,” Percy grimaced with a frown. “...right?” he asked. Hugo was 
inclined to agree. It felt like the correct answer as it galloped beside them, 
snorting and growling. From the seat where Castor had tossed the walkman, 
music was still playing. 


Every time that I look in the mirror, all these lines on my face getting 
clearer... 


“Ooh, I think that’s Aerosmith,” Ethan said, and Dom turned to stare at him. 
“Tt’s a good song,” he said defensively. The Minotaur slammed into the bus, 
sending them swerving. Luke yanked the wheel, somehow getting them 
back on the road. He pulled a lever by the front of the seat and then 
slammed on the gas again, shooting them forward with a roar as the tires 
screeched. 


Half my life’s in books’ written pages, lived and learned from fools from 
sages... 


“T can take him,” Annabeth said and pulled out her knife. I can hop out on 
him-” 


“YOU ARE NOT DOING THAT!” Luke shouted as he sped through an 
intersection. Horns blared as sirens rang. “Fuck you,” Luke muttered and 
took a long breath. “Everyone stay on the bus!” he said and took a sharp 


turn, slamming them all into the opposite side. The Minotaur followed close 
behind. 


“We have to do something!” Dom objected. The walkman fell to the 
ground, still playing merrily. 


Sing with me, sing for the year, sing for the laughter, sing for the tear... 
“I can shadow travel onto him,” Nico suggested, and Luke beeped his horn. 


“MOVE OUT OF MY WAY, JACKASS! PM IN A FUCKING CAR 
CHASE!” he shouted and pulled them over someone’s lawn before ending 
up on another road. “AND WHAT DID I SAY ABOUT LEAVING THE 
BUS?!” 


“My sword could make him go away for good!” Nico objected, holding the 
stygian iron up. Luke growled under his breath and made another sharp 
turn. The Minotaur slid in front of them, rounding the corner, so it was 
directly in front of the bus about two hundred years away. Ethan narrowed 
his eyes. 


“T got this,” he decided and yanked the sword out of Nico’s hand. 


Sing with me, if it’s just for today, maybe tomorrow the good Lord will take 
you away... 


“Hey! 393 
“Ethan!” 


Ethan didn’t technically leave the bus, though. He pushed himself out the 
window, climbing on the roof. Hugo looked up - feeling his presence 
somewhere above him. Annabeth must have realized what the plan was 
because she gasped and raced to the front of the bus. 


“Gun it!” she shouted. Luke glanced at her. “Go straight towards it!” 
Dream on, dream on... 

“Are you insane?!” 

Dream on, dream until your dreams come true... 


“You’re such a baby,” Annabeth said and shoved Luke slightly into the 
window and hit the gas straight towards the Minotaur. Ethan slid down on 
the right side of the window - Nico’s sword held directly out. Jason raced 
towards the door, readying himself to catch him if he fell to the side. 


Dream on, dream on... 


Annabeth steadied the wheel and went faster. Everyone screamed, which 
was just in time for the song to hit the high-pitched scream itself, so they 
were all in sync. 


Dream on, dream on, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh..... 


The bus slammed into the Minotaur, charging towards there. A bright wisp 
of gold exploded around them, and Jason pushed the doors open, pulling 
Ethan inside as he flew slightly above the ground. They both tumbled in 
and hit the floor, so the sword clattered. Nico snatched it up. 


The Minotaur was gone. 


They rode the next mile in silence. 


“_..1S nobody going to tell me good job?” Ethan finally asked, breaking the 
spell. Everyone jumped. 


“Holy shit!” 


1? 


“I was processing, dude. That was awesome 
“The sword actually sucked him in!” 
“I think we all died. I know we can’t, but like... maybe.” 


“You even had a theme song,” Percy laughed and rewound the walkman 
slightly, so the song began from the middle. He turned it up to full volume, 
and immediately everyone began singing except for Hugo (who had never 
heard this song in his life, but apparently most of the others remembered). 


“Dream on! Dream on!” they all cheered. Ethan beamed as Luke pressed 
his head against the wheel and silently shifted gears to take another turn. 
The police were gone - probably outran them at least four miles ago when 
they took that detour through the woods. Hugo wouldn’t be surprised if they 
found them again, though. 


Luckily, they didn’t. They made it to Oregon, only stopping for gas twice. 
At one point, Luke pulled over and said they needed a break from driving, 
which was undoubtedly true, so they set up camp once more. Hugo helped 
Annabeth with the tents as Ethan and Dom started the fire. Jason decided to 
go hunt because, apparently, they needed fresh meat. Hugo wasn’t sure he 
agreed. 


“Just let him,” Percy said when he complained. “I think he just misses it in 
general,” he said as he watched Jason trek into the woods with a roll of his 
eyes. 


“Do you like him?” Hugo asked curiously. Percy jumped. 


“What? Me? Who?” he asked in rapid succession. Hugo raised a brow. 
“Um, no,” Percy muttered and then winced. “... maybe?” he tried and 


sighed, collapsing on the ground next to him. “Maybe children of Venus fall 
in love too easily,” he said wistfully. Hugo’s lips twitched. 


“T asked if you liked him. Not if you were planning a wedding,” he said. 
Percy flushed bright red and then brought out a piece of bread from his bag. 
He tore off a bit and handed it to Hugo. Bread here was strange, too. There 
were so many types. It felt... wrong. 


“T don’t know what it is,” Percy finally admitted. “I think it was just... after 
I killed Jason — or thought I did — everything about me just obsessed. 
Maybe I was trying to make it up to him, or I just wanted to figure him out 
or something,” he explained. Hugo nodded. “So I’m not sure what I actually 
feel for him,” he said, twisting his bread in his hands before taking a small 
bite. “He’s the weirdest person I’ve ever met.” 


“You haven’t met a lot of people since waking up with us.” 
“True, but he eats raw meat and has golden claws.” 

“That is hard to top,” Hugo snorted. “And Castor?” 

Percy blinked. 


“What about Castor?” he asked even though he lowered his eyes away and 
bit his lip. Hugo shook his head. He wasn’t the smartest cookie, but he also 
wasn’t dumb. Castor was weird in his own way. He followed Percy around 
with soft eyes and doting smiles from the second he saw him. If there was 
such thing as unreciprocated love at first sight... that was it. 


Though, in fairness, Hugo caught Percy looking, too. In fact, Percy was 
pretty guilty at feeding Castor’s obsession by navigating towards him with 
bright smiles and low whispers when nobody was looking. He was more 
cautious, certainly... but that was it. 


“Do you like him?” Hugo asked. Percy swallowed. 
“No,” he said and then flinched. “Yes,” he muttered. “I don’t know!” 


“Love it. Very decisive.” 


“You’re a jerk,” Percy grumbled and flopped onto his back to stare at the 
sky. “Look, Castor’s great, but there’s just... something,” he said and shook 
his head. “I don’t know what it is. There is something about him that... 
haunts me,” he explained, voice going soft towards the end. Hugo pursed 
his lips. “I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. Get some rest,” he said and shoved 
Hugo to the side. “Pl take the first watch until Jason gets back.” 


“Nobody else is asleep!” 


“Yeah, but you’re always tired,” Percy said and lightly nudged him. Hugo 
wanted to object, but he really was exhausted. Whatever. Sticking his 
tongue out at Percy, Hugo walked over and found the softest thing next to 
him. 


Maybe tonight would be the night he had his first restful sleep. 
He was wrong. 
There was blood on his hands. 


And on his face. His chest. His arms. He could taste it in his mouth - a 
sharp, metallic taste that rose in his throat as screams echoed loudly around 
him. 


“Hugo, please. Please. No-“ someone cried out, and Hugo’s eyes turned to a 
girl stumbling away. Her eyes were wide and pleading as she crawled over a 
body with trembling hands. She had a sword in her left hand, raising the 
blade in useless defense as Hugo stepped forward. 


“Hugo... Hugo....” she breathed out. He didn’t answer. He felt a burning in 
his forearm, and the girl swallowed. “VERA!” she screamed. 


Offhandedly, Hugo recognized a strangeness of his mind. Part of it was 
fuzzy. Anger was pounding through his head, though he wasn’t sure why... 
or if anger was even the right word. It was a tight knot in his mind. A 
vibrating, pulsating buzz that almost blurred his vision. 


Then, in the back behind his mind, the fuzziness gave way to some sort of 
consciousness. 


The girl - Ruth, he remembered - slashed at him with her sword, but he 
knocked it away easily. He knew she didn’t want to hurt him, and that was 
an advantage. He grabbed the sword and slammed the point of it into her 
foot. Ruth screamed again, and the plants all withered around her. Vines 
snapped at him, and he whipped them away with his scythe. 


“_,.stop... Hugo...please....” she breathed out heavily. “Please....please... 
stop....” she said, and Hugo held out his scythe. It glimmered only the light, 
already dripping with blood. Ruth shivered at the sight of it, looking up at 
the sky as if hoping something - someone - would appear to save her. 


“She’s with Evelyn.” Hugo heard his voice speak without his permission. 
“Scream for her all you want...you know she won’t come.” 


“She would if she heard,” Ruth managed. “She isn’t the monster the rest of 
you make her out to be.” 


And that was true. Hugo saw a flash of a girl cross his mind. Long brown 
hair with electric blue eyes. Vera. She was his... friend. Maybe? Hugo’s 
mind faltered. 


“Well,” he responded, “Either way. She isn’t here to save you now.” 


He sliced down, and there was a split second where it almost looked as if 
nothing had changed. Then her head fell back with a spurt of blood 
spraying everywhere, and a cold burst of air went over them. Hugo saw her 
eyes flash white as her soul was stolen from her body and his scythe 
glimmered. 


He turned to find a pair of furious eyes watching him. 
“Put it down.” 


Hugo laughed. 


“Lady Artemis,” he said, and his smile widened as hunters appeared on 
either side of him. “I was hoping a god might stop by. I want to see if this 
absorbs divinity,’ he smiled, and Artemis’ lips thinned as she eyed his 
weapon. 


“It won’t. Put it down.” 
Hugo raised the scythe over his shoulder and looked around. 


“Then maybe you should send your hunters away,” he said darkly. “And 
this could stay between you and me.” 


Artemis looked as if she was considering this, but before she could commit, 
Hugo slashed forward, and the world dissolved into gold and red. 


Hugo felt a shock go through his body - almost like a memory as his eyes 
fluttered open. His breath caught, and he rolled onto his back and stared at 
the sky above him before sitting up and running a hand through his hair. 
Tragic. He got up and glanced to where Dom was taking watch, absently 
digging his spear into the ground. Hugo walked over. 


“Are you alright?” Dom asked, moving aside, so there was room by the fire. 
Hugo grimaced and sat down. He was never really sure anymore. 


“Nightmare,” he said and pulled his knees up to his chin. The dead girl’s 
face morphed into the goddess’, and he shuddered. “I’ve been having a lot 
of those lately,” he added quietly. Dom grimaced. 


“Yeah... me too...” he said, trailing off. Hugo nodded. “I’m worried,” Dom 
said suddenly. Hugo glanced over at him. “I think I’m going to die,” he 
said. Alright. Hugo had similar thoughts, though perhaps they felt more 
jarring to others who weren’t children of Had- er, Pluto. 


“Its a dangerous quest, but we’ll be okay,” Hugo reassured him. Dom 
shook his head. 


“T have these dreams. They’re... I don’t know what to make of them. 
There’s a woman calling to me, but I can never seem to get to her, and when 


I finally do...” he shuddered. 
“What’s she look like?” 


“Beautiful,” Dom said immediately. “She has bronze hair and these eyes... 
they’re so familiar. They almost look like-” he began and cut himself off. 
He shook his head again. “I don’t know. I’m just confused. I think I might 
have been a bad person,” he muttered. That was at least something Hugo 
understood. He grimaced before picking at the ground beside him. 


“T’m not sure if I was a god,” he finally said. Dom peered over at him. “And 
if I was... I think I might have been a bad one. A bad person,” he 
swallowed. Not bad at whatever job he had left behind, but bad. He thought 
of the blood on his hands. The ichor. Which one was his? Or did they both 
belong to the girl and goddess in his dream? He shuddered. Something told 
him he was more dangerous than he appeared. “Can I show you 
something?” he asked. Dom hummed. 


And Hugo took out his scythe, pulling off the bronze covering in one fluid 
motion. 


Dom jumped - almost scrambling away. Not the more reassuring reaction, 
but whatever. 


“That’s... is that what I think it is?” he asked. Hugo grimaced. “Why do 
you have it? That’s for Underworld kids,” he said, voice shaking as he 
stared at the black metal - almost burning a purple color in the dark. 


“I can feel souls in it,’ Hugo said and swallowed. “I don’t think it’s all 
monster essence,” he mumbled, and Dom edged a bit more away. “I...” he 
began and ran his fingers over it. His mind flashed. He felt power. Raw, 
uncontrollable power. There was the slippery feeling of blood on him and 
the pounding of a beating heart. A man’s voice whispered - almost as if a 
million miles away. 


If you knew those kids... the things they had done... I remember there was 
one boy. A son of Hades. Hugo. I’ve seen a lot of evil in the world - I’ve 
seen almost all the evil in the world. He was one of the worst ones. 


“I think I’ve done really bad things,” Hugo repeated, voice shaking. Dom 
stared at him with wide eyes. He didn’t seem to know what to make of the 
confession. Hugo wasn’t sure either. All he knew was that there was a 
strange part of him that wasn’t afraid anymore. He felt... thrumming energy 
jolting through him. A darkness. His arm burned, and Dom got up to put the 
bronze covering back on - nimble fingers careful not to touch the blade. 


“Do the others know?” he asked. Hugo shook his head. “Why would you 
tell me?” he asked. It was a good question. He didn’t quite have an answer, 
so he shrugged. He trusted Dom in a strange sort of way. He got the feeling 
there was something there between them... a thread of similarity or maybe 
an understanding. 


Stop thinking like that, a girl’s voice scolded. The one that wasn’t Evelyn’s. 
You’re being foolish. Again. You don’t know this boy. I can maybe 
understand trusting your friends, but a stranger? This stranger? Why? Get 
your head out of your ass, Hugo. 


“Are you going to tell them?” Hugo asked, shoving her away. Dom licked 
his lips for a moment before sighing. 


“No, I guess not,” he said and collapsed on the ground. Despite having just 
slept, he already felt himself fading away. His last thought as he drifted off 
by the fire was to question if Nico’s sword held any souls, and if Dom’s 
previous life held more evils than his own. 


The next morning, Luke told them they were getting on a boat. 


"Here," Luke said and handed out red cards. Hugo looked down at his in 
fascination. A credit card? For him? "These are our passes." Oh. 
Nevermind. "We need them to get into our rooms-" A key? This was a card. 
What? How? "-and pay for stuff." So it was a credit card? That opened 
doors? Hugo narrowed his eyes. This felt like a prank. 


"How did you get these?" Dom asked, flipping the card over curiously. 
Luke pursed his lips. "Why does mine say... Edgar Wheedlebee?" He read 
off. Ethan looked down at his and raised an eyebrow. 


"I'm Walter Smith. Could you have chosen a whiter name?" 
"I didn't choose the names!" 


"So you stole them?" Annabeth asked, and Luke took a long breath. "You 
stole cruise passes from — my name is Clara Kline?" she asked in disgust. 
Luke pressed his hands together. 


"It doesn't matter how I got them." 
"Thievery." 
"Perseus..." 


"What? I'm impressed," Percy said with a wicked grin. "It looks like you 
got us VIP passes, so you at least stole from the rich people. Kudos to you, 
Robin Hood," he said with a two-fingered salute. Luke looked seconds 
away from throttling them. "May I ask why you have gotten us a lovely 
vacation, though?" he asked. Castor cleared his throat. 


"It's an Alaskan cruise," he said and then peered down at his card. "Good 
idea. I'm amazed you somehow managed to steal so many passes, though. 
Aren't you worried about security...?" he asked, and Luke shook his head. 


"Trust me. I'm good at this. Also, one of you isn't VIP. Um, I think it's 
yours, Hugo. I couldn't find enough rich people. Sorry," he said, and Hugo 
glanced down at his magical key-money-miracle card. Paul Blofis sat 
bolded on the front. Poor Paul Blofis. Hugo would try to enjoy his vacation 
for him. 


"That's fine," Hugo said and tucked the card away. "Couldn't Nico just buy 
us tickets with his magic card?" he asked. Luke shrugged. 


"It's leaving in a few hours. A bit too late for that," he said and then 
wrinkled his nose. "I've never heard of a cruise leaving port from Oregon 
before... should I be concerned?" he asked and then shook his head. "No, 
it's fine," he said before anyone could answer. "Just hurry up to the docks," 
he said, handing Annabeth a pamphlet. Ethan peered over her shoulder. 


"this was a warship?" he asked as they walked. Annabeth shook her head. 


"It was a cruise ship that was used for war," she said, reading the pamphlet. 
"It got destroyed for a bit but was recently restored," she read out and 
nodded. "Cool. Historic." 


"Boo, historic," Percy said, and Nico nodded vigorously. 
"Historic is the worst." 


"Yeah," Castor drawled out. "Especially things from the 1940s. The worst," 
he said, and Nico fixed him with a betrayed look. 


"We will learn something on this boat," Annabeth vowed as Luke steered 
them towards the back of the ship. Apparently, just because they had the 
cards, they still couldn't just walk on. Luke was strangely adept and 
sneaking them onboard, though. It was easy enough for him to hack his way 
past the computer system and distract security up until they reached the 
deck where other passengers were loading on. 


"Welcome aboard, friends!" one employee said brightly as she put lanyards 
around their necks. "If you need help finding your rooms, just let us know! 
We're always so happy to help!" she said, and Hugo almost gagged. Not due 
to the girl - though she was also creepy - but due to the strong stench of 
death suddenly surrounding him. He looked around, but the ship seemed... 
fine. 


Nobody else reacted. 


"Our luggage actually hasn't been delivered to our room yet," Luke said and 
smiled at her. The girl blushed, twirling her hair slightly. "Do you think I 
can go down there and find it myself? You all already work so hard... I can 
do this myself," he said. The girl chuckled. 


"Well, we aren't supposed to-" 


"I promise I'll be quick," Luke told her with a sly wink. Annabeth made a 
gagging motion behind his back. The girl broke. 


"No problem," she told him and brought out her keycard. "Right this way!" 


"I'm going to steal more stuff. You guys don't be stupid," Luke told them. 
Ethan snorted. 


"Uh-huh. Have fun, Romeo." 


"Gross," Percy agreed. Castor and Nico both nodded their seal of approval. 
Hugo also decided to give Luke a thumbs down for his weird ability to flirt 
them luggage. Luke picked up one of the offered drinks beside them and 
dumped it on Percy's head. "...I hate you." 


"Got it. Don't be stupid," Luke said and left after the girl. 


Hugo knew he was going to have an issue with this cruise. He hated how 
everyone seemed so at ease with the strangeness of this world, even without 
their memories. Nobody batted an eye at the guy dressed up in a dolphin 
costume or the endless amount of technology casually chucked on board or 
a boat that looked more like a party bus than a respectable boat. 


Hugo found it all bizarre. 


The rest of the check-in went oddly smooth. They had a safety meeting and 
were put into various rooms depending on their weird cards. Hugo was with 
Percy and Annabeth in the smallest cabin he had ever seen. There was one 
large bed, and a smaller cot on the ground that Annabeth had decided was a 
waste of space and readjusted everything so they would all sleep in the bed 
with the cot connected. 


Castor and Nico were unsurprisingly together while Ethan and Dom were 
put into another room. This quickly changed when they realized Jason and 
Luke were expected to stay together. 


"I won't kill you again," Jason rolled his eyes. Luke crossed his arms over 
his chest. "But I can just stay with Percy, and you can stay with Hugo and 
Annabeth-" 


"How about I stay with Jason?" Castor interjected. Nico turned to him with 
a knowing smirk. Strange. Then (because Hugo suspected Nico was a little 
bit of a demon), he turned to tap Percy on the shoulder. 


"Can I have one of those hair ties?" he asked, gesturing to his hair. Nico's 
hair wasn't quite as long as Jason's, but it did go down to his chin which 
apparently warranted pulling it back. Percy glanced over and slipped one 
off his wrist to hand it to him. "Thanks!" 


Castor looked like he wanted to throttle him. 


Hugo didn't bother to get caught up in their argument. He drifted towards 
the railing and leaned out as the ship moved out of port, watching the water 
swirl below before looking out over the ship towards the ocean. He thought 
of Evelyn. 


The ocean is... me, her voice rang. He snorted. It was such a cheesy line, 
but he felt such a wave of fondness for anything her voice said. He 
wondered if perhaps she was the goddess. A naiad or a nymph, perhaps. 
Some daughter of Poseidon who was immortal and powerful. He could see 
it. She looked the part. As he stared out into the ocean, he somehow saw 
pieces of her. The rolling peaks and dips of waves with flashes of white. 
The blue merging into green and then black farther along. The sun gleamed 
off to one side, painting a section of it a soft yellow. They were surrounded 
by water, and despite being a child of death... Hugo had never felt safer. 


"The captain's back." 


He turned. A girl was standing next to him - white. Hugo swallowed. He 
knew immediately that she was dead. This while boat reeked of death. The 
girl didn't seem focused on him anyhow. She was too busy humming, 
pulling at her hair with a dreamy look in her eyes. 


"Does that mean we're still fighting?" she asked - almost mumbling. "They 
say Zeus is gone. Percy Jackson won." 


Percy... Jackson? 


"He's a kdtara, you know," she said, and Hugo shook his head. "A son of 
Poseidon. Nobody saw it coming." 


"What are you talking about?" Hugo asked her. "Why... why are you saying 
their names like that?" he asked. Zeus... Poseidon... they sounded right, 
but everyone called them Jupiter and Neptune. The girl looked at him for 
the first time since speaking. 


"The war, of course," she said, and she put a translucent hand on his arm. 
"Kronos will prevail. The captain is back, and Percy is a katara. They say 
Evelyn went in the Styx. It'll be fine." 


Kronos. What was she talking about? Hugo stepped back. Who was the 
captain? What was all of this? He opened his mouth to ask, but she was 
gone. Hugo felt her pull away - slipping back to wherever she came from. 


"She got locked out." 
Hugo turned. Nico was watching him. 
"Locked out?" 


"Of the Underworld," he explained cautiously. "The Doors of Death opened 
up, and so many people escaped that she had to close them for a bit until we 
got Thanatos back. It means ghosts are returning to the places they've died," 
he explained and walked over to where the girl had been standing. He 
placed a hand on the railing she touched and grimaced. "I doubt she even 
knows she's dead," he said sadly. 


"What was she talking about? With... Kronos?" Hugo asked. Nico's lips 
pursed. "I'm sure you know," he said as Nico opened that compartment in 
his metal arm and took out a rock. He rolled it between his fingers, and 
immediately the edges smoothed over. It didn't form a perfect sphere like 
when Hugo did it, but it came pretty close. 


"There was a war not too long again. Titans versus gods. I'm sure you've 
heard about it," he said. Hugo nodded. Camp Jupiter mentioned it a few 


times. Jason, too. "Demigods were caught in the middle. Some choose gods, 
and some choose titans." 


"Why?" Hugo asked, aghast. "Who would choose titans?" he asked. Dark 
eyes studied him intently. 


"The gods were killing certain demigods." 


"Maledictuses?" Hugo guessed. That would line up with Jason's story of 
why he was trying to overthrow Jupiter. The garden or whatever. Nico 
shrugged. Hugo looked back out over the boat and sat down in one of the 
empty chairs beside him. This was too much. He was tired. "Were those 
kids really so bad? What made them think they had to kill them all?" 


There was an awkward pause. Nico knew the answer - but clearly didn't 
want to say it. 


"I should go find the others," he said and turned away, leaving Hugo to 
frown in his direction. What the Hell? That wasn't how you had a 
conversation. You didn't just leave like that. Especially on such an 
important question. 


"I know I'm a child of Pluto," Hugo called after him. Nico froze. "He 
doesn't need to claim me. I know that you know, too," he said and got up to 
step in front of him, eyes trailing over his face. Nico's eyes flashed as he 
straightened up. 


"I couldn't be sure you were... so I didn't say anything," he said simply. 
Hugo stared. 


"You could have asked Bianca." 


"Well, I-" Nico started and then cut himself off suddenly. He had gone to lie 
only to realize at the last second what piece of that puzzle didn't make 
sense. "Um, who's Bianca?" he asked belatedly. Hugo raised an eyebrow. 
"Hugo..." he began softly and then sighed. "We don't have time for this 
conversation." 


"No?" 
"You trust me, right?" 


You trust people an awful lot, Evelyn's voice whispered. Hugo swallowed. 
He got the feeling she was right. It's a good thing, but be careful. 


It's not a good thing, the other voice snapped back. He knows this kid is a 
liar. Why is he playing these games? 


"I want to. I'm a little confused about what you know. We've met before, 
right?" 


"I... think so," Nico said and then shook his head. "Yes. I... I've had some 
memory issues, too,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. "I remember 
you from a long time ago. You gave my sister your hat," he said softly. 
Hugo nodded. "There might be more, but I'm still working on getting what 
I've lost," he admitted. Interesting. "Have you told anyone else you know 
who your father is?" he asked. Hugo shook his head. He hated keeping 
secrets, but he got the feeling his life could be on the line if he didn't play 
his cards right. "That's for the best," he nodded. Hugo raised an eyebrow. 


"For you or me?" 


"I don't want you to get hurt," Nico said. Hugo almost laughed. It seemed 
hard to believe this little kid was protecting him. Still, Hugo could sense a 
power pulsating through him and knew better than to underestimate raw 
talent. Nico hesitated. "Do you... know your powers?" he asked cautiously. 
Hugo shrugged. "What happened when you heard Jason's name the other 
day?" 


Hugo's stomach clenched. 


He wasn't entirely for sure what triggered it. One second he was fine. The 
next, he was on the ground, assaulted by the vision of Jason dying in front 
of him. It sent a shiver up his spine as he licked his lips. There had been 
similar situations. Only with Jason, though. A few times, other people had 


said his name, and the flash burst through his eyes, though none as intense 
as that first one. Nico waited. 


"Let's not talk about that," Hugo said darkly. "You keep your secrets, and I'll 
keep mine." 


Nico looked like he wanted to object but seemed to reel himself him. He 
turned away again, but Hugo called him back one last time. 


"You said she." 
"What?" 


"You said she closed the Doors of Death," Hugo said, and Nico's face 
quickly went from wary to guarded. "Doesn't our father run the 
Underworld?" he asked. There was an awkward pause. "Why wouldn't he 
be running it now?" 


"Goodnight, Hugo." 


What the Hell? Who raised this kid? Hugo scowled after him before finally 
turning away to get to sleep. 


And that was apparently the end of that conversation? Hugo spent until the 
following day trying not to be weirded out by everything happening. He 
also tried to ignore the whispers coming from his scythe. Cries of pain and 
screams. He instead tried to focus on this... thing. Boat. Cruise. 


Cruises were... wild. Absolutely bewildering experiences, and Hugo didn't 
know what to make of any of it. The ship didn't even feel like a ship. It was 
simply a small labyrinth of places. It was so strange. There was the food 
they could just... eat. No money. No limit. They just ate it. It was there all 
the time. There was a pool, which was a bit baffling considering they were 
heading for Alaska, but nevertheless, people persisted despite the sixty- 
degree weather. There was also a hot tub, casino, theater, shops, comedy 
club — it was endless. 


"I don't know what to do next," Hugo said to nobody as they all gathered 
around an empty table. Percy had made a face at the casino — eyes lingering 
on the poker table with very clear disdain before leading them all away. "I 
mean, we are on a quest...." 


"Who cares? We'll get to Alaska," Dom said and paused when a girl walked 
by to leer. Annabeth smacked his head. "Sorry. She's really pretty," he 
muttered, flushing red. He flicked another look up at her. "How is she so 
pretty?" he asked. Ethan was looking around the ship with a slight frown - 
eyes drifting over the boat in deep thought. 


"You've said that about at least three other girls in the last ten minutes," 
Castor pointed out. "And the guy at the shop. Have you considered that you 
think literally everyone is attractive?" he asked dryly. Dom threw a leftover 
fry at his face. 


"I don't think you're attractive," he said and then bit his lip as the girl 
laughed a few feet away at something her friend said. "I should go talk to 
her-" 


"Dominatrix, sit your ass down," Percy said, snapping his fingers. Jason 
snorted. 


"Not my name." 
"Yeah, well, you don't know your full name, so we're going to try different 
variations until one fits,” he shot back. "I have plenty of ideas. Freedom, for 


example-" 


"Dominique?" Ethan suggested, accepting a glass of lemonade. "Or maybe 
Dominick?" 


"Random?" Castor threw in. Percy laughed as Dom gave them equally 
caustic looks. 


"I vote Domesticity," Annabeth said, and Ethan gave a hum of approval that 
quickly turned into a cough when Dom tumed to him with a betrayed look. 


"What's a Dominatrix?" Nico interrupted, and Percy paused. 


"Um," he began and then nodded. "Someone who is in charge," he said. 
Nico frowned. "Like, a... leader?" he suggested. There was a murmur of 
approval. 


"Like Luke?" 


".,..yes," Percy said, face void of any emotion. "Yes, exactly like Luke," he 
said. Castor kicked him from under the table. Hugo decided not to voice an 
opinion on this conversation. "You should tell Luke that, actually. 
Which....hey, where is he?" 


Everyone paused. 
"shit. We lost him." 


"Good," Jason said and grabbed another fry from the center of the table. 
"Maybe he fell off the boat." 


"That isn't funny!" 
"T wasn't joking!" 


"Okay, calm down. We just need to look for him," Annabeth said and got 
up, tugging on Percy's hair. "We can check the lower deck," she said, and 
Percy pouted as he got up to stretch. 


"I wanted to go to the water slides," he grumbled, and Castor bit his lip as 
he also popped up. 


"TIl join you." 


"And we can go to the water slides?" Percy asked. Castor's expression 
softened a bit. 


"I don't think Luke is at the water slides," he snorted, and Percy pouted. 
"Besides, they kind of go over the ocean..." he added, voice trailing off, 
possibly realizing how ridiculous that sounded. Even if the entire boat 


broke and sunk to the bottom of the ocean, Percy would be fine. He was a 
child of Neptune. "I just think we should be careful," he flushed. 
"Especially if Luke's missing and we don't know what got him-" 


"I got this," Jason whispered, and Percy tilted his head. "It's too bad Dakota 
isn't here!" he added loudly. Castor paused from where he was clearing 
away their food. "At least someone here would know how to have fun!" he 
said. Oh, poor Castor. There was a second of silence before Castor placed 
one of the cups down a little harder than necessary. 


"I'm fun," he said defensively. "I'm..." he began, and Hugo was 
momentarily concerned he might be having a medical issue. "I am so fun," 
he managed and grabbed Percy's hand. "Come on," he muttered. 


"What are we-?" 


"We're having fun!" Castor said aggressively. Percy stared back in baffled 
confusion as he looked back at where Jason winked. God help Hugo if he 
ever got caught up in a love triangle. He wasn't sure what that all was, but 
he was terrified all the same. 


"alright, I guess Jason and I will search the lower decks," Annabeth said. 


This began their great search. Ethan was surprisingly most worried about 
Luke. 


"I don't know," he said when he and Dom followed Hugo to another part of 
the deck. "I just... like him. I feel like he knows what he's doing," he said, 
which was hilarious because Hugo was fairly certain Luke didn't think he 
knew what he was doing. Out on the water, snow began to fall. It looked 
like stars diving into the ocean. "I trust him," Ethan decided. 


A flash of white caught Hugo's eye. 


"Did you see that?" he asked. The other two looked around and shook their 
heads. "I... I thought..." Hugo trailed off and drifted closer to the edge. A 
boy was lying on the ground, reaching up at the sky. Another ghost. He was 
sure of it. 


"Hey, there," Hugo murmured and wondered if he had any sort of power to 
ease their suffering. The boy didn't respond. "Are you okay?" 


"It was Hercules..." he murmured, and Hugo tilted his head. "Hercules did 
it. He did it to us, too. Look," he said and sat up. Hugo risked a look down 
to see a mark on his arm - stark even on his ghostly form. "I'm not a kdtara. 
I just snuck on the boat. I didn't mean to do anything wrong," he said, voice 
breaking. "Evelyn is coming back for us, right? They say she'll come back." 


"You know Evelyn?" Hugo asked. The last girl had mentioned her too. "Can 
you tell me more about her?" 


"She knows about Hercules," the boy said with a nod. "Maybe she'll fix it 
for us." 


"I don't know what you're talking about. Is Evelyn alive?" 
"She'll fix it for us." 
"Is she alive?" Hugo asked, getting frustrated. "Please, just-" 


Whatever else he was about to say was cut off by laughter. He turned - 
expecting Dom and Ethan to be the jackasses, but it was Castor and Percy 
who rounded the corner. 


"What are you two doing?!" Hugo almost screeched. Percy was laughing 
wildly, face flushed and eyes wide as he beamed at Hugo. 


"Hugo!" he said brightly. "Oh my gods, this place is the best! Did you know 
there was a mini-golf course? And karaoke? And-" 


"Luke is missing. I thought we were looking for him?" 


"We are! We looked at the golf course and the pool, and there's this big 
dance room and - It's a big boat, Hugo," Percy said. Hugo narrowed his 
eyes. Castor's expression faltered in return. Whatever fun he had been 
having while dragging Percy across the boat was halted by the reminder 
Luke was gone. 


"Sorry," he said and rubbed the back of his neck. "Maybe we should-" 


The boat shuddered. Oh... that wasn't good. Hugo leaned over the edge to 
see something churning below. A tail slapped the water precariously, 
approximately the size of a small plane. A few mortals gasped. 


"A whale!" someone cried. Hugo turned to where Dom and Ethan were still 
standing. That was definitely not a whale. 


"Get the others," Hugo said and pulled out his scythe. The figure in the 
water growled, splashing down as it thrashed under the boat. Hugo couldn't 
make out much, but it looked like something between a t-rex and a seal. It 
raised its head up and roared, sending waves crashing into the boat. 


"It's beautiful!" One man gasped, absolutely delighted. "Darling, come 
look!" he called as Castor and Percy sprinted closer to the edge of the boat. 
Castor grabbed Percy's arm as he went to look over. Hugo wasn't sure he 
even noticed. 


The waves grew bigger, and Percy glanced down absolutely deadpanned at 
the water below. 


"I think it's a monster," he said dejectedly. Hugo peered down. 


"You're the son of Neptune. Take care of it," Hugo told him. Percy frowned. 
Castor shot him a nasty look. 


"That's Cetus," he said and grimaced. "It is the monster Poseidon sent after 
Princess Andromeda," he added, and Hugo wondered what all the mix-ups 
with these names were. Percy sighed and got on the railing. "What are you 
doing?!" Castor demanded and went to yank him back down. 


"Killing it!" 


"No, are you insane?" Castor asked and gripped his sleeve tighter. "Wait for 
Annabeth or Luke or-" 


"I can't even die right now, Castor," Percy said and pushed his hand off of 
him. "T'll be fine," he said and shook his head, frustration hinting at his 


features. The boat rocked precariously. "Let me go!" 


Castor didn't let go. He looked terrified. If anything, his fingers seemed to 
curl more into his arm - gripping tightly. They didn't have time for this. 
Cetus' tail came out and nearly took off the top of the boat. A few people 
screamed - possibly realizing this 'whale' wasn't as friendly as they had 
thought. Hugo yanked off his jacket. 


Evelyn... wherever you are... whoever you are.... Please help me. 
With that thought on his mind, he jumped over the railing. 


"HUGO!" someone screamed, and Hugo didn't have much time to process 
who it was by the time he hit the water. Pain shot through him within 
seconds as he touched something slippery and cold. He pulled out his 
scythe and slashed down as the waves shoved him down. The water stung - 
almost blinding him with the salt as he sprayed in his eyes and went down 
his throat. A golden gash appeared on the monster, but he could see through 
his blurred vision that the skin was stitching back together. 


He swung down again. Nothing. The water calmed slightly, and Percy could 
feel the monster squirming at the pain - giving a quaking roar that sent them 
all shuddering. Hugo almost dropped the scythe at the volume, but instead, 
he swung again. More gold. More healing. 


The water shoved him back down, tumbling, so he inhaled water with a 
choking sound. His lungs burned, and a strange sort of tingling went down 
his spine to where his arms ached. Somewhere above, there was more cried 
- someone calling his name. He thought he couldn't die with Thanatos gone, 
but part of him wasn't so sure as a sharp zap of something went through 
him. 


What are you doing? Hugo, take it off, one of his voices told him. She didn't 
need to tell him what to take off. His scythe seemed to vibrate in his hand as 
an answer. Hugo, take it off! 


No. No, he couldn't. 


It's okay... take it off, Evelyn's voice followed - softly. There was still a 
sense of urgency to it, though. The water vibrated - Hugo could tell Percy 
was pulling it away from him. Cetus roared, and Hugo could see rows of 
teeth glittering back at him. Please take it off, she whispered. 


Maybe it was bad to trust people he couldn't even be sure existed, but all the 
same. He yanked the bronze plating off of the scythe. The black metal 
roared to life, and Hugo slammed it down. There was a second of silence, 
and this time there was no stitching of skin but a burst of liquid gold. He 
felt his powers bubble to the surface - sucking the gold towards the abyss of 
black, and for a second, he could see... people. 


They weren't ghosts. Not exactly. Not truly. Souls, perhaps? He saw the girl 
from his dream. The one he had killed. There were others. So many others. 
They all seemed to surround him in the water - watching. Something deep 
in his gut told him they were confined to his piece of stygian iron. It sent his 
stomach-chuming. 


"I'm sorry-" he tried, but when he reached out for them, they seemed to sink 
down. His mind flatlined as he tried to swim after them, but the water 
pulled him back. For a second, things went black, and he hit something 
hard. 


Suddenly, he could breathe. 
"Hugo? Hugo, please... say something, okay?" 


He coughed, sending water everywhere. Percy's hand was on his arm. The 
touch dried him. 


"Is it gone?" he asked and sat up. His body groaned in disagreement. Percy 
nodded slowly, looking shocked. His eyes flicked to the scythe on the 
ground next to him. The back metal gleamed in the light. "...surprise," Hugo 
added weakly. 


"Pluto?" he asked gently. Hugo grimaced. "It's okay," he told him and then 
squeezed his arm. "I'm so sorry. I... it should have been me down there," he 
said and glanced back at where Castor was a few feet away. "It should have 


been me," he added - voice harsher. It sounded like he was gritting his teeth 
as he spit them out. Castor flinched. "Why would you keep me away?" 


"You could have pushed me off," Castor objected, but it was weak, and 
Percy's temper only flared up more. 


"T- that doesn't matter," he snapped back and stood up. "You can't just keep 
me next to you! I wouldn't have even gotten hurt! So what? You just put 
other people in danger-" 


"How's that work?" Castor asked, guilt breaking into something more akin 
to frustration. "You just said we can't die-" 


"We can feel pain! It looks like Hugo felt quite a bit of it. I'm a child of 
Neptune. It wouldn't have been nearly as bad for me!" Percy shouted. "I 
mean, what the Hell?" he started, and Annabeth put a hand on his arm. It 
quieted him, but Hugo could still see the anger burning underneath. "I don't 
understand you," he finally said and shook his head. Hugo couldn't read 
Castor's expression for the life of it, but whatever he wanted to say was 
quickly taken from him. 


There was a snap, and Castor spun around to where Nico was standing a 
few feet away. 


"You can't shut me up forever!" he hissed at him and shoved past Ethan. 
Percy shook his head, but now that the anger was dying away, there was a 
soft sort of guilt there, too. He turned back to Hugo and helped him up. 


"What happened?" 


Everyone turned to find Luke standing a few feet away with a towel around 
his neck. 


Thanatos or not, Hugo was going to kill him. 
"Where have you been?" Annabeth asked, beating him to the punch. She 


walked over and hit his arm. "We've been looking all over for you!" she 
growled, and Luke wordlessly over his shoulder. A sign sat behind him that 


read ‘Adult Area Only - 21 and Over' in bolded letters. Luke took a sip of a 
drink in his hand. 


"T went to the spa," he said. 

"You... went to... the spa?" Ethan managed. Luke shrugged. 

"Shame on you," Dom said and pointed to the water. "We almost died!" 
Luke looked around. 

"Where's Castor?" he asked after spying the rest of them. 

"He got upset and left." 

"But he's physically fine?" 

"T guess so," Ethan said, and Luke held up his drink. 

"Success." 


"For the sake of the world... I really hope you aren't actually Jupiter," 
Annabeth said dryly as Nico snorted. Hugo collapsed back on the ground 
with a groan. This ended up being a long day. Luckily, it was at its end. 
Hugo had suspected he would just fall asleep the second his head hit the 
pillow, but sleep never came. Annabeth and Percy didn't seem to have the 
same problem. 


Great. It was just him... and his thoughts. 


Percy twitched in his sleep, murmuring to himself as before sighing deeply. 
After a couple moments, he turned again, saying something that sounded 
quite a bit like Castor's name before shifting again. Hugo shook his head. 
From beside him, Annabeth jolted up - still very much asleep - and clumsily 
felt beside her. Her hand brushed Percy and then Hugo once before she 
mumbled something and fell back, taking the covers with her. Percy kicked 
out and grabbed Hugo’s wrist, also checking to make sure he was still there 
before reaching out with the other hand for the covers again. 


"Stop. Mine," he muttered and yanked them back. 
Annabeth did not relinquish her hold. 


"Annabeth!" Percy groaned and sleepily whacked the back of her head. She 
reached around with a growl of annoyance. "Cold!" He complained. 
Annabeth huffed and threw the covers on top of him before collapsing right 
on top of both the blankets and Percy. Hugo snorted. 


Apparently, this new position was acceptable because both went silent - 
growing quiet after a couple seconds. Hugo watched in amusement. Percy's 
hand was still on Hugo's wrist, but the grip loosened as he fell into a deeper 
sleep. Slowly, he extracted himself and quietly left the bed. 


He needed to see the ocean. 


Not that there was much of an ocean to see at night. The entire area outside 
the boat was black, with the only sign of water being the gentle sound of 
splashing and the scent of salt. He leaned over the railing and took a long 
breath. 


You're thinking too loudly, Evelyn's voice whispered. What's on your mind? 


Hugo looked around and swallowed. When he saw nobody was around, he 
opened the locket around his neck. 


It was a wonder he hadn't done it sooner. Part of him had been tempted 
from the moment he woke up from that first dream but also knew that what 
he found inside would cement various truths he wasn't sure he was ready 
for. 


Sure enough, two photos sat inside. Both were in black and white - paper 
slightly brown with age. One was of a girl beaming back at him, while 
another was a woman smiling softly. His heart thundered. This was his 
mother. What did that mean? He couldn't be a god, right? Unless she was a 
god as well... 


Was it possible for so many minor gods to have been born since the Roman 
Empire? 


His fingers trailed around the edges, heart thundering loudly in his ears. 
"I wondered when we would meet again." 


Hugo turned. It was that girl again. The one Dom had been so besotted by 
with the dark eyes and light brown hair. She tilted her head, watching him. 
Hugo had only seen her once, and she hadn't left him with much of an 
impression if he was honest. 


"We've met?" Hugo asked, and the girl's smile widened even more. He 
could have sworn her teeth sharpened. 


"Your memory is gone..." she trailed off and looked him over. "I almost feel 
sorry for you," she clicked her tongue. Hugo tensed. "We met. Many years 
ago. Many, many years ago. You were only fifteen, and your dumbass 
friends killed me. You murdered one of my sisters," she added coldly and 
licked her lips at Hugo's locket. "I haven't gotten her back." 


Well... this wasn't good. Hugo yanked the chain off his neck to let his 
scythe form. 


"Leave me alone, and I'll make sure you don't join her," he said darkly. The 
girl scoffed and ripped away her long, flowy skirt to reveal a pair of donkey 
legs. Empousa, his mind told him. He could take her. He was sure of it. 


Unfortunately, she seemed pretty confident, too. 


"Maybe I should refresh your memory," the girl cooed and whipped out a 
pair of claws. Hers didn't look nearly as nicely kept as Jason's. "Children of 
Hades always have such special powers. Maybe I should remind you of one 
unique to you." 


"What are you talking about?" Hugo asked, and his body felt like it was 
vibrating. The girl didn't answer. She was too busy eyeing him hungrily. "I 
don't have any-" 


"Hugo Brandt." 


The pain was blinding. Hugo could barely register anything else as he 
looked up to see himself in a completely different room. It was like when he 
first heard Jason's name, except for this time it wasn't Jason he saw. It was 
himself. He was kneeling in front of a room filled with gods and other 
children. Evelyn was there, sobbing and begging as something held him 
back. 


"Lyn?" He heard himself mumble. Hugo stared. He was covered in blood 
and ichor. He looked dazed. Evelyn was yelling something else as large 
beings in thrones responded with various levels of iciness. There were 
screams, and the man up front stood with a cracking bolt in his hand. Hugo 
felt his breath catch. 


No. It was impossible. 


There was a flash of light, and Evelyn screamed. Hugo watched as his own 
body crumbled into the ground - purple spirals of lightning running over his 
body. Hugo remembered the white scars on his neck. 


That answered that then. He felt a chilly numbness wash over him. 
He had died. He was killed. 

Hugo had been no god. 

And based on how desperately Evelyn screamed... neither had she. 
"Hugo!" 


The ground grew cold under his hands, and Hugo jerked up - gasping. The 
girl's claws were ripping through his leg. The pain hadn't even registered. 
All he felt was the shock. 


His scythe saw several feet away, clearly kicked to the side the moment he 
collapsed. Part of Hugo was ready to resign himself to whatever end he was 
fated to. Who cared? He had died once. What was the second death in a 
time where there was no death? 


Maybe he would have fought back when the pain became too much, but it 
didn't matter because there was a shower of gold, and the girl was gone. 


"Are you okay?!" 


Dom? Hugo sat up, chest heaving as he looked up to find gold eyes 
watching him in alarm. He had his spear out, and mouth parted slightly in 
alarm. Hugo stared. 


"I can see death," he greeted. Dom blinked. 
"Um, what?" 


"I saw how Jason is going to die. I think I saw how I..." he began but 
trailed off. How much could he tell? He wanted to spill everything. Every 
natural instinct in his body wanted to, but a voice in the back of his head 
held him back. 


Don't be a moron, it said. It wasn't Evelyn's but felt familiar all the same. 
This always gets you into trouble. They might be as dangerous as you. 


Dom waited. What could he even say? He saw his own death? A death that 
still could potentially be in the future but felt firmly in the past? He was a 
mortal. His last name was Brandt. He was a demigod through and through, 
and his lack of memories got him grouped into amnesiac gods with voices 
whispering in his head? 


"I keep seeing people die," he whispered instead. Dom lowered his spear 
slowly. 


"Me too," he said darkly. A beat of silence passed. "I don't think I was a 
good person before any of this. Maybe... maybe in the beginning..." he 
murmured. Hugo sat up. His wounds were still bleeding, but he hardly 
cared. From the floor, his scythe shimmered back into a locket, and 
ambrosia appeared. 


Evelyn had said it stored things, didn't she? 


"I don't think I was either," Hugo admitted. His mind flashed once again to 
the brown-haired girl. They were sitting in a forest, idly playing a game of 
checkers with their voices echoing around like they were in a metal tube. 


"She has us mixed up, you know," Hugo heard himself saying. "I'm not as 
good as she thinks, and you're not as bad." 


The girl looked up at him - intense eyes studying him before shaking her 
head. 


"I'm bad. You're good." 
"You think so?" 
A pause. 


"I don't really know what I am," she admitted, "At the end of everything, I 
just... I just want..." she trailed off. Hugo grimaced. He felt that. "Are you 
ever jealous of her?" 


"Of course." 
"But you don't hate her?" 


"Do you?" Hugo asked, and the girl's eyes snapped up. "Do you truly hate 
her, Vera?" 


The scene broke away before she could give her answer. 


"What do you know about Roman emperors?" Dom asked, pulling his knees 
up to his chest. Hugo grimaced. Not many were known for kindness. 
"That's what I thought..." 


"You're good now," Hugo offered. Dom grimaced. 


"I'm not sure that cleans up any blood spilled," he answered. Hugo sighed 
as he leaned back against the floor - letting himself bleed out more on the 
floor before reaching for the ambrosia. 


That was what he had been afraid of. 


"This place is haunted," he decided. Dom nodded. "All I feel is death and 
pain." 


"Ethan said it felt familiar to him," Dom said. His hand was brushing a deep 
scratch on the ground, frowning a bit at the line. Hugo shrugged. 
"Something about this place messes with him. I think it does with Luke, 
too," he added with a shake of his head. "He sometimes stares like he sees 
ghosts," he explained. 


That made two of them. 


"Annabeth said this used to be a warship," Hugo sighed and sat up. 
"Strange, they decided to make it a cruise ship again. I would just retire the 
boat," he mused. Dom nodded. "Well... I should get back again," he said 
and stumbled. "See what fun waits for us on the hell boat tomorrow," he 
muttered. Dom laughed. 


"All aboard the Princess Andromeda," he said, leaning against the railing. 
"We swear it isn't haunted." 


Hugo was starting to wonder if maybe he was the haunted one. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


I'm sure this one has invited lots of questions. Don't worry. We shall 
one day get answers. The thing with Nico acting shady shall be 
answered and ummmm... what else have I just confused you on? Oh, 
the charred roof thing, probably. That'll be explained. More of Jason's 
backstory is still coming. I'm sorry for the Castercy angst. Had to do it 
to you. OH! Castor's clingy behavior will be given more attention 
soon. I'm sure you can guess why he's being this way, but it'll be 
addressed more directly. AH! Yes, Dom. He shall be explained as well. 
I think those are the main things you should be confused on. 


Good work, everyone. I'm going to continue my battle with jet leg. See 
ya later lol. 


4. Part 1 - Luke 


Notes for the Chapter: 
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torture? I'm not an expert on the matter, but I want to give you a heads 
up. I tried my best not to make it too gory or anything. I've definitely 
limited the description to only a couple sentences. 


Sooooo...Enjoy! 
When Luke found Jupiter, he was going to kick his ass. 


Listen. He didn’t know what the Hell was going on, why his memories were 
gone, whose name was really what, what god was where, or what the actual 
living fuck Camp Jupiter’s deal was... but he did know one thing. After this 
was done and his name was cleared, he would be marching into New Rome, 
dragging an army of adults out of bed, and taking them to hunt that fucker 
down so they could collectively kick his ass. 


Like, seriously, what the Hell? Luke didn’t do anything to deserve this... 
probably. He really couldn’t remember, but he truly did not believe 
anything warranted this sort of punishment. 


At least he got a good couple of hours in the spa. The others were mad at 
him because they had to fight a sea monster or whatever, but seriously. 
They were all very capable fighters. It was fine. Luke didn’t need to hold 
their hands twenty-four seven. 


“Coffee?” Luke looked up from the window to see a man holding out a pot 
of coffee, hovering it over his empty cup. He smiled weakly and nodded. 
Coffee was needed... especially on this ship. There was something... off 
about it. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it. “Have a good day, captain,” 
the man told him as he walked away. 


Captain. Why did people keep calling him that? Did they know he had a 
tiny army of children and were making fun of him? Or was it something 
they called all their passengers? He took a sip of coffee and considered. 


He wouldn’t lie. There was a strange familiarity with some of the people 
and things in this place. Almost as if he had seen them in a dream... 


Groaning, Luke got up. Nevermind that. He should probably make his 
rounds. And by rounds, he meant being forced to attend adult duties with a 
sense of bitterness. He walked around, trying to do an internal checklist 
until he came across child number one. Child number one was... wait for it. 
Dom. 


No offense to Dom (and he would never admit it to anyone), but Dom was 
his least favorite. No real reason why. He just felt a wave of exasperation 
whenever he saw him. Kind of like when you were a kid and had broccoli 
on your plate. You knew it was there for a reason and important to eat, but 
you just kind of grimaced at it and stuffed it in between more delicious 
foods. 


...like he said. No offense. This was maybe why he shouldn’t be in charge 
of children. 


“You look a little tired there,” Luke greeted as he slid through the glass door 
into the business center. Personally, Luke thought that was a lot of nerve for 
someone to add a business center on a vacation ship, but whatever. It wasn’t 
his boat. 


Dom glanced up from the computer he was sitting in front of and gave a 
weak wave. 


“I am a terrible person,” he said. Luke blinked. Oh. Well. Child number one 
wasn’t going to start off easy. Damn broccoli motherfucker. He walked 
over, taking a rolling chair out from under the table, and sat down. “TI... I’ve 
been reading about this Roman emperor. Domitian,” he said and swallowed 
before turning the screen to him. “I don’t think I’m a god. I think I’m this 
guy. It feels worse somehow,” he muttered. 


..alright. Luke tried not to give too much of a reaction at that. He tried to 
imagine this tiny child as a Roman emperor. Dom was kind of small with 
weak-looking arms and gangly legs. He was someone who would probably 
be getting beat up during chess club... and he wouldn’t have even been that 
good at chess. 


“You think?” Luke asked, trying to sound as placating as possible. Dom bit 
his lip. “Alright, let’s see then,” Luke said and looked over at the computer 
at where his current article was. “He was a Roman Emperor from eighty- 
one to ninety-six. Pretty good run,” he said lightly. Dom closed his eyes. 
“He had an older brother who had the throne before him and who had ruled 
after their father,’ Luke continued on, eyes flicking down the screen. “It 
looks like Domitian did a lot of good things... coinage stuff, expanded 
borders, restored parts of Rome... ah, he was assassinated by court officials. 
Typical Romans,” he snorted. Dom glared. “...sorry,” he tacked on. 


“He sounded miserable,” Dom sighed. “Look. His mom and sister died 
early on, and his brother and father were always away,” he said, pointing at 
a section of the screen. “Maybe that explains why he was a complete 
psychopath,” he muttered. Luke frowned before reading over the passage 
again. Ah. Sections about how he tortured prisoners of war in.... very 
creative and horrific ways took up a good couple of paragraphs. Then came 
a few more paragraphs detailing how he harassed the wives of high-society 
men and... 


“He removed hair from women with his hands?” Luke read and wrinkled 
his nose. “Um, what? Like, what hair? From their heads or... other parts? 
Why?” 


“I don’t know, but It gets worse,” Dom sighed and scrolled down. “He slept 
with his niece, got her pregnant, forced her to abort the child, and ended up 
killing her,” he said and rubbed his temple. 


“Dom, why are you reading this?” Luke asked, taking the mouse from him. 
Dom kept his eyes down. “Dom,” he repeated and tapped the top of his 
head. “What’s going on? Is this purely going off your name?” he asked. 


“Domitian was also Rome’s greatest supporter of Minerva,” Dom said 
quietly. “And if she’s making a claim for the throne by sending her daughter 
down here... it makes sense she would send a Roman Emperor to convince 
a bunch of Roman demigods to support her,” he sighed and collapsed back 
into the chair. 


Ah. 


Luke glanced again at the screen. There was a lot written about Minerva 
and Domitian. He put her on coinage, had a shrine to her in his room, 
elevated her to almost Jupiter’s level... in fact, it looked like she practically 
usurped Mars under his rule. He grimaced. 


“Well,” he began carefully. “I wouldn’t rule it out... but, look, you can’t be 
sure of anything right now,” he said and placed a hand on his shoulder. 
Dom sighed. “If Minerva wanted you to be a supporter, then why wipe your 
memory? There’s a lot of stuff we still don’t have answers to, so don’t freak 
out quite yet,” he said. Dom raised an eyebrow. 


“How would you feel if you got told that... oh, um... nevermind,” he said, 
probably realizing Luke was in a very, very similar position. 


“Hm,” Luke agreed and let his hand slip down his arm so he could squeeze 
his bicep reassuringly. “You’re a good kid, Dom. And if it turns out you are 
this Domitian guy... we’ll worry about it later,” he promised. 


“Would you hate me if I was?” he asked, wringing his hands together. “I 
would never do any of that horrible stuff now. I swear, I wouldn’t. I just-” 


“T wouldn’t hate you,” Luke cut him off. “Would you hate me if I ended up 
being Jupiter?” 


Dom hesitated. Well, fuck you, then. 
“T guess not.” 


Luke rolled his eyes. Brat. 


“Then we’re good, right?” Luke asked him, patting his knee. “Stop 
researching that shit and go train,” he said. Dom made a face. “If I can still 
kick your ass, then you haven’t trained enough. Bye,” he said and pushed 
the rolling chair away. 


“_..nobody can beat you,” Dom muttered disdainfully. That wasn’t exactly 
true with Percy and Annabeth at times, but whatever. “Probably due to your 
thousands of years training as Jupiter-” he began, and when Luke spun back 
around, bolted. “Bye!” 


“You’re my least favorite!” Luke shouted after him. His laughter made 
Luke like him even less. 


Shaking his head, he decided to find his second child of the morning. 
Luckily, he found two. Even better, it was his two favorites. Favorite #1 
(Annabeth) was sparring with Favorite #2 (Ethan). Luke wasn’t sure why 
they were his favorites exactly... 


Well, actually, he kind of did. Annabeth was quite possibly the closest to a 
second adult he was going to get. He felt such fondness for her - a sort of 
pride in her and her accomplishments. She was strong and brave, and if 
anyone hurt her... 


Not that she couldn’t handle any potential threats herself. Ethan groaned as 
he was once again disarmed. He didn’t quite have a rationale for how much 
he liked Ethan. Luke figured there were just some people who clicked. 
They never spoke much or bonded, but... it was almost as if he knew they 
were on the same side somehow? Which was stupid because they were all 
on the same side, but whatever. His brain was scrambled. Nothing made 
sense. 


“Why are you doing this?” Ethan groaned as he rolled over and snatched his 
sword back up. “We both know you’ll always win. Go spar with Percy or 
something.” 


“I’m not doing this for me. I’m doing it for you,” Annabeth said, blowing a 
loose curl out of her face. “We don’t know what’s holding Thanatos captive. 
You should be prepared,” she said and then sighed. “Besides, Percy is in a 


mood,” she muttered. Luke raised an eyebrow. Oh, great. #4 was going to 
be annoying to talk to. “Luke, you want to join in?” she asked, eyes flicking 
up to him. 


“Nah,” he said, and Annabeth narrowed her eyes. 


“You should train, too,” she said and held up her knife. “Or are you too 
good for us?” she asked. Luke scoffed before bringing out his sword from 
his belt. Annabeth brightened. Oh, whatever. He had the strangest image 
flash across his mind as he stepped up - a sudden glimpse of a much smaller 
Annabeth with a knife in her hand looking at him with dirt smeared across 
her face and wild hair. 


You need to learn how to fight, okay? he heard his own say before the 
younger Annabeth curled her lips back into an indignant scowl. 


I can fight. I can fight better than you, she growled, and there was laughter 
behind Luke as another voice spoke. 


I like her, Luke. We have to keep her. 


He turned - almost expecting a third person, but was cut off by Annabeth’s 
attack. They went on for a good ten minutes after that. Annabeth was a 
pretty damn good opponent. She could guess his moves and was fast - 
though not quite as fast as him. Ethan watched them with a pout from where 
he was sitting. 


“Where’s Dom? He couldn’t put me through this,” he grumbled when Luke 
barely managed to disarm Annabeth. Her face darkened - a sudden fury at 
having lost playing across it before she yanked her knife back. 


“I told him to go train,” Luke said easily as Annabeth reset. Apparently, 
they were doing this again. He mirrored her position. “Though he’s 
probably still in the business center trying to figure out who he was before 
all of this,” he said. Ethan frowned. 


“I don’t know why he does that,” Ethan said, watching Annabeth attack. 
She was calm - well, she appeared calm. He kind of doubted it. She didn’t 


take losing well. “I kind of like not having my memory,” Ethan murmured, 
and Luke dodged a hit, raising his sword to poke at Annabeth’s unguarded 
side. 


“Really?” Luke asked him and Annabeth ducked under his swing. “How’s 
that?” 


“Someone wiped our memories and put us together,” Ethan said with a 
frown and swung his feet from where he was sitting on a ledge. Mortals 
were passing by, but the mist probably made it look like they were dancing 
or something. One guy even did a shimmy as he passed them. Ethan gave a 
delighted laugh before turning back to the conversation. “I mean, what if 
they did it because we were enemies or something, and that was the only 
way for us to get along?” he asked. 


Hm. Interesting. 


“You’re all my enemies now,” Luke said blandly, and Annabeth gave an 
irritated huff as she swung around and managed to get a hit. Luke jumped 
out of the way and parried. 


“Are we talking or sparring?” she demanded, voice rising with frustration. 
Luke grinned a little. 


“I can do both - can you?” he asked innocently and lured her closer so he 
could hook his foot around her ankle and swipe. He felt a little bad about it, 
but he seemed to have a second sense for what would annoy her. She yelped 
as she stumbled back, and Luke knocked her knife out of her hand before 
pointing the sword at her. “It would be helpful to keep your mind clear of 
any anger when you fight,” he told her. Annabeth’s eyes burned. 


“You’re an ass,” she muttered, and he held a hand out to help her up. 
Annabeth bitterly accepted - except when their skin touched, he felt a sharp 
shooting pain go up his arm. Luke gasped, jerking away at the metallic taste 
that suddenly filled his mouth. Annabeth froze. “Luke?!” she managed and 
scrambled up. “Are you okay-?” 


No. What the fuck? 


“Yeah,” he lied and stared at his hand and then her. “What did you do?” he 
asked, and Annabeth shook her head, eyes wide. “It’s fine,’ he assured her 
and risked mussing her hair to show no harm was done... luckily, no more 
shocks followed. “I guess it was just some freaky ocean static,” he said. 
Annabeth bit her lip. 


“Maybe it’s your Jupiter powers showing,” Ethan said, and Luke turned to 
him. “What? It could be.” 


“You’re no longer my second favorite.” 
“T was your second favorite?!” 
“Not anymore.” 


“Wait - no, I take it back! Who would even be taking my place?” Ethan 
asked, sitting up. Luke shrugged. That was confidential. “Aw, come on. I 
didn’t mean it! I was really second?” he pouted, and Luke shrugged. The 
deed had been done. Ethan was now officially #3. 


“That would be the first thing that aligned with that,” Annabeth said and 
shook her head. Ethan made a questioning noise. “I don’t know... why 
would Jupiter know how to hotwire a car?” she asked. Luke pointed at her. 


“You. Yes. This is why you’re my favorite.” 


“Wow,” Ethan said and shook his head. “I see you blondes stick together,” 
he said, and Luke turned to glare at him. “This might qualify as 
discrimination.” 


“You keep this attitude up, and you’|] be demoted again.” 


“T bet Castor is your new second favorite, isn’t he?” Ethan asked, and Luke 
paused. “Uh-huh. Another blonde...” 


Damn him. 


“If I put you back at number two, will you shut up?” Luke asked. Ethan 
grinned. “Fine, you’re number two - but you are thin ice,” he warned. Ethan 


beamed at him. Whatever. Ethan was now number three thousand in his 
heart. Yes, he ranked under people Luke hadn’t even met or remembered. 
“I’m leaving now,” he added, and Ethan gave a mocking wave. “You’re a 
brat.” 

“Go talk to Percy!” Annabeth called as Luke turned away. 

“Don’t tell me what to do!” 

“Go talk to Percy!” 

“Don’t tell me what to do! I tell you what to do!” 

“Go talk to Percy!” 

“You’re a brat, too!” 

“Go talk-” 

“Oh my gods, I’m going!” 

“Thank you!” 


“Luke!” Ethan called after him. “Don’t forget to talk to Percy-” he began, 
and Luke demoted him to number ten thousand... and decided to search out 
Percy last just out of principle alone. In fact, Luke was pretty sure he saw 
him by the front of the ship but purposely decided to pass him to find a 
different demigod. 


So, instead, Nico was next. Luke found him by the pool, looking absolutely 
furious as he argued with some blonde boy Luke had never seen before. 


“What’s the big deal? I got worried, and Bianca said she would shadow 
travel me over for an hour and then take me back-” 


“She’s not your personal chauffeur!” 


“Uh-huh. Right. Cool. Yeah, so this was actually her idea since you do a 
shitty job checking in. People need to know you’re okay-” 


“Do you know how exhausting it is to be constantly traveling back and 
forth to the Underworld? And I have a Pluto kid here to keep in the dark. 
Not to mention Castor trying to tell someone something every five minutes 
and Annabeth Chase as part of the group. Do you know how good she is at 
playing dumb? I have no idea what she really knows!” 


Annabeth Chase? 


“Hm,” the blonde boy said and held out a Gatorade. “Sounds like you need 
a break.” 


“Fuck you.” 


“But I’m sure you put on a brave face for the pretty Aphrodite kid, right?” 
the boy asked - almost a little bitterly. Nico flushed. Luke kept quiet in the 
comer. He had always been good at blending in. It made him a good thief. 
Part of stealing was learning how to be invisible. Still, he knew Nico would 
realize he was here no matter what. It was only a matter of how much this 
blonde boy could distract him. 


“Technically, he’s a Poseidon kid...” 


“Oh, but he totally has love magic, right?” he asked, and Nico’s scowl 
deepened. “Whatever, Nico. Bianca is worried about you. I’m worried 
about you... sometimes. Maybe just send her a raven or whatever it is you 
do,” he said, flicking Nico’s black jacket. Nico opened his mouth to answer 
but suddenly went very still. 


Ah, there we go. Luke raised an eyebrow when Nico slowly turned to find 
him watching. Panic crossed over his face for a split second before going 
completely blank. The blonde kid followed his gaze before snapping his 
mouth shut, eyes widening slightly. 


“How’s our wonderful dominatrix doing?” he asked with fake enthusiasm. 
Luke opened his mouth to confront him, but his brain short-circuited for a 
moment. What did he just call him? The blonde boy slowly turned to Nico. 


“Nico?” he asked. 


“Tt means leader!” 


“Tt does not,” Luke and the blonde kid said at once. “Who taught you that 
word?” he asked, feeling very much like he was talking to an errant toddler. 
Nico pouted, adding more to the illusion, and Luke decided to demote him 
to least favorite. For keeping secrets and being a general pain in the ass. 
Dom was still on thin ice, though. “Nevermind, who is this?” he asked, 
jerking his chin to the other kid. “Careful,” Luke added bitterly. “Blonde 
hair and blue eyes is a dangerous combo here, thanks to Jason Grace,” he 
added. 


“So I’ve heard, Lord Jupiter,” the boy snorted and waved. “Hi, I’m Will.” 


“Uh-huh. And who is this Bianca who can apparently shadow travel? You 
two wouldn’t happen to be hiding any demigods, would you?” he asked, 
thinking of the Reyna girl everyone in Camp Jupiter mentioned. They said 
other demigods had gone missing, too... did these two tools know where 
they were? 


“Hide them where?” Will snorted and fixed Nico with a teasing grin. “Nico, 
have you been adding real people to your Mythomagic collection?” he 
asked. Luke almost laughed. It was a pretty solid attempt, but... no. This 
kid wasn’t a good liar. Nico knew it, too. He winced slightly before quickly 
sending a sharp look at him to keep him quiet. 


“Hm,” Luke said and looked between the two. “So, I think we all know I’m 
about to blackmail you for more information. Tell me what’s going on, or I 
go to everyone else and tell them you have a secret Pluto kid that we don’t 
know about,” he said. Nico closed his eyes and let his head fall back. Will 
grimaced, shuffling his feet with a guilty glance at where Nico looked like 
he was having an internal crisis. 


“I... I can’t,” he said and swallowed. “Besides, everyone already knows I’m 
hiding stuff.” 


Luke raised an eyebrow. Yeah, right. They all knew he was hiding stuff, but 
this was the most information he had seen in regards to whatever that was. 
Nico fixed him with pleading eyes. 


“yeah, no,” Luke said and turned around. “HEY, ANNA-” 


“Okay!” Nico said quickly and grabbed his arm. “Please. Pll tell 
you....something,” he said, and Luke fell quiet as Nico squirmed slightly. 
There was a tense moment in which Luke shrugged out of his grip with a 
cool look. 


“Go ahead.” 


Nico looked like he wanted to scream. Luke almost felt bad for him, but he 
was kind of tired of being kept in the dark and at the whims of a thirteen- 
year-old. This might be the only leverage he really had over him. Nico bit 
his lip and then sighed. 


“Will isn’t Roman - and Bianca isn't a child of Pluto,” he said. Luke stared. 
Right, so they were just lying now? He tumed away again, but Nico 
grabbed his arm. “They’re Greek. I’m Greek.” 


Greek...? 
Luke turned back. 


“Greek,” he repeated slowly. Nico nodded. “As in... Hades rather than 
Pluto?” he asked. Nico nodded again. “The Romans never mentioned that.” 


“The Romans don’t know,” Nico said and wrung his hands together. “If 
they did, there would be war, but they’re going to have to meet soon. Just 
not... yet.” 


Luke tried to comprehend this. 


“So, is that where Jupiter is? With the Greeks?” he asked. Nico wrung his 
hands together. 


“Um, well, no. Not exactly. You see, they are kind of the same gods? Just in 
different forms. Jupiter and Zeus are the same person, so he’s missing, too. 
The thing is, the Greeks aren’t... really that worried about it,” he said, 
rubbing the back of his neck. “But-” 


“Poseidon,” Luke interrupted suddenly. “You said Percy was a child of 
Poseidon,” he said and looked around. “Holy shit, we’re Greek-” 


“T didn’t say that!” 
“Hm, well, yes, you kind of did.” 
Nico turned to Will. 


“Pm blaming this on you,” he said, and Will winced slightly. Nico rolled 
his eyes. “Fine. Maybe we should have talked somewhere more private,” he 
muttered. Luke nodded. Idiot thirteen-year-olds. It was almost a little 
disappointing. Nico was smarter than that. 


...no regrets here, though. He now had blackmail. Excellent. 


“Listen, you can’t tell anyone,” Will cut in. “There is more happening than 
we Can Say, and it’s really important for everyone’s safety that you trust 
Nico.” 


Luke looked over at Nico. Nico. Nico, who went up to his elbow, hadn’t 
combed his hair in a week and was currently wearing a Mythomagic shirt 
under his jacket. 


“Our safety is in his hands?” he asked doubtfully. Nico scowled in return. 
“Look, I need to be involved in this. You can’t be doing this on your own-” 


“Pm not!” Nico interrupted. Luke tilted his head. “It’s, um, a group 
project?” he said, smiling weakly. Hm. Still suspicious. 


“Okay,” Luke said slowly and considered. What did he even know? They 
were Greek. They had to be separated. How did this play into Thanatos 
being missing? And why were they chosen to come here? Were their 
memories gone solely so they could get along with the Romans? 


What were the Greeks doing right now? 


The horn blared - signaling they were near the port. 


“Alright,” Luke said. “We’re going to talk more about this later, okay? I can 
keep quiet for now, but after Thanatos, we all need to come clean,” he said. 
Nico hesitated. 


“I can try,” he said slowly. “I’m not exactly the one in charge right now,” he 
admitted and ran a hand across the back of his neck. “But if I give you a 
piece of good news can you promise to keep from prying?” he asked. Luke 
narrowed his eyes. “Just for now?” 


He hated his life. 
“Fine.” 
Relief blossomed over Nico’s face. 


“You’re not Jupiter,” he said, and Luke took a couple seconds to process 
that. He knew it. He fucking knew it. Stupid ass Romans. This is why they 
didn’t put kids in charge in the real world. He was smarter than everyone. 


“You’re my favorite,’ Luke said solemnly and clapped Nico on the 
shoulder. He looked stunned for a moment before turning to Will with a 
satisfied grin. 


“Ha!” 


“Nico, I don’t think I was ever in the running,” Will snorted, but Nico was 
too pleased to really retort. Luke looked around before turning back to 
them. 


“Where’s Castor?” 


Nico’s smile fell away into something of regret. He glanced at Will, who 
only tilted his head a bit before frowning. Nico jammed his hands in his 
pockets. 


“Our room. Good luck getting him to come out. The only thing I haven’t 
done is outright order him,” he said and rubbed the side of his metal arm 
with a grimace. “I think I need a new one of these,” he muttered, and Will 
jerked it over to look at it. 


“Have you been cleaning it?” He asked. Nico snorted. 
“no, why?” 


Now might be a good time to leave. He walked to the stairs to get below 
deck, where most of the rooms were. After some maneuvering through the 
labyrinth that was this ship, he finally found room 120. 


“Castor?” He asked, knocking. Silence. “Castor, it’s me. Can you open up?” 
He tried. Nothing. Luke was just about mess with the wiring so he could 
unlock it himself when there was a click, and the door cracked open. 


Ah. Yeah, this wasn’t a good situation. Castor looked kind of awful. Dark 
shadows were under his eyes, and Luke was fairly sure he was wearing the 
same clothes that he was the last time they saw one another. 


“What?” He asked, sounding absolutely exhausted. Luke grimaced. He 
wasn’t even sure he could be mean to the guy when he looked this 
miserable. 


“T just want to talk,” he said, softening his voice. “You seem... out of it,” he 
said carefully. Castor snorted and, without another word, flung open the 
door before retreating back into the room. 


Hm... Luke inwardly sighed. #3 was having a rough go of it. Or was he #4 
now? Luke had demoted and promoted so many people today that he just 
couldn’t remember how Castor ranked. Wordlessly, he sat down at a desk 
near the doorway. 


“Nico told me about the Greeks. I’m guessing you’re one of them, too?” he 
asked. Castor grimaced. 


“Yep,” he said and sat on the bed with a sigh. “Born and raised,” he said 
bitterly. “There’s a camp full of them - and before you ask, no adults. We 
don’t tend to live that long,” he said, gesturing to himself. 


“Oh,” Luke said uncomfortably. Wasn’t he Greek? Was he an exception 
somehow? Why? The thought made him a little uncomfortable. “I’m 


guessing you can’t tell me a lot with Nico muzzling you, huh?” 
Castor went quiet. 


“He’s just scared,” Castor finally sighed. “He has a big job. People to 
protect. I... am trying to be understanding,” he muttered. Luke considered 
that as the boat rocked gently - hitting a particularly large wave. 


“I heard what happened with the sea monster.” 
“T’m fine.” 


“I just want to know what is freaking you out,” Luke told him. “We’re 
freeing Thanatos. If you’re this upset when nobody can even die, then-” 


“Look, I get I’m being annoying, okay?” Castor snapped, “I... my brother 
and I... we...” he managed, and his voice caught. Luke stared. Brother? 
Luke had never considered Castor’s family. Not in the same way he had 
considered his own family. Luke had often wondered if he had siblings or 
parents or - Gods, forbid - children. It had been a thought to keep him sane 
with all the Jupiter accusations. That there was someone out there that knew 
him. The real him. Someone - or many someones he mattered to. 


“Hey...” Luke said and moved the chair closer to the bed. “Give yourself a 
second.” 


Castor took a long breath. When he spoke again, there was a note of defeat. 


“You know, when I was six, my father told my brother and me our fatal 
flaws,” he said, and Luke felt a sliver of confusion rise up. When had 
Castor met Bacchus- er, Dionysus? Well, when he was six, apparently, but it 
was strange to hear all the same. Did Greeks meet their immortal parents 
often? “It had been such good news,” Castor muttered and brought his 
knees up to his chest. “I mean, nobody has a good fatal flaw, but ours were 
by far one of the better ones because they canceled each other out,” he said 
with a weak smile. Luke studied him carefully. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Mine is loss, and Pollux’s is - was - loneliness,” he said. Luke nodded. 
Those didn’t sound like good fatal flaws, but he would let Castor explain. 
“Which was fine. We lived in a safe little bubble, and as long as Pollux was 
alive and safe... I was fine. There was nobody else out there I was afraid of 
losing. Same with Pollux. As long as I was there, he wouldn’t be lonely, and 
we were still in that safe little bubble. No bad things could get us there...” 
he murmured. 


Luke figured he was more socially adept than half the kids (okay, all of 
them) on this ship, so he knew it was time to be quiet rather than point out 
that things obviously had not worked out that way. 


“And, you know, we argued about it,” Castor said out of nowhere. “When I 
started hanging out with... someone else,” he said and then fell back, so he 
was Staring at the sky. “Pollux said if I was getting attached to someone that 
it put us both in danger - and that was fine - but I needed to be sure it was 
worth it. My answer had been to run after that person on a quest,” he said 
bitterly and made a face. “And then I came back with a boyfriend. Dumb.” 


“You don’t mean that.” 


“No,” Castor muttered, “I really don’t. But it did get us both killed. I 
thought I had it all under control, but the second I saw that person in danger, 
I just... panicked. I reacted, and then I was dead,” he said, snapping his 
fingers. “Just like that. Pain and then the Underworld. I left Pollux alone 
and sure enough.... He joined me shortly after that.” 


Luke felt a lump in his throat. There was something in Castor’s voice... it 
was so pained that Luke almost felt like he could imagine it. The death of 
someone like that... had he experienced something similar in his life? 


Thalia, a voice whispered in the back of his head. Something in his chest 
crumbled, and although he had no memory or even a semblance of 
knowledge outside of a name, he felt a rush of regret roll over him. 


“That’s a lot of guilt, probably,” he found himself saying, trying to refocus 
himself. 


Castor closed his eyes. 


“Tt’s even worse that I don’t regret it,” he whispered and sat up. “How can I 
not regret something that got my own brother killed? And people talk about 
how much death hurts, but it goes both ways. I had to sit there in literal 
paradise just... waiting. Missing them. I had to worry about how they 
would die - praying it wouldn’t be painful - or torn between wanting them 
with me now or having a long life. I considered rebirth a few times just to 
avoid thinking about it.” 


Luke grimaced. It kind of sucked there wasn’t even peace in death, but 
maybe now wasn’t the time to complain. 


“And so now...” he began, and Castor looked him over warily. “I mean, 
Castor, nobody here can die. You’re not losing anyone-” 


“Yes, I can,” he snapped - so harshly that Luke almost jumped. “I have. 
Pollux is dead, and I miss him so badly, and I miss... I miss him and I... I- 
gods, I have to just watch, and I know, I know that he can’t technically die, 
but-” he began and cut himself off. Luke frowned. He. There were a few 
moments of silence as Luke mulled over the conversation before a sort of 
whisper came to life in the back of his mind. 


“The boyfriend you mentioned...” Luke said slowly and tilted his head. 
Castor looked away. “Is he the reason you came back?” he asked. Castor 
said nothing. “Is he here?” 


Luke had a very sneaking suspicion on who it could be. 


“T left Pollux behind,” Castor said lowly. “I left him, and I know I can’t be 
upset with anyone here because that isn’t fair, but-” he began and stood up, 
pacing. His eyes flicked around - possibly searching for Nico. “I can’t say a 
lot,” he added and kicked the leg of his chair so that it fell over with a 
clatter. Luke grimaced. 


“I think I know,” Luke said quietly. Castor ran a hand through his hair. 
“None of us are gods, are we?” he asked gently. Castor grimaced. That 
should maybe be a relief for him. He was right. Had been right. Part of him 


had always known, but there was still... still something about it that made 
Luke sad. Perhaps there was a comfort that even he had clung to with the 
idea they were gods... because at least if that were true... at least they 
weren’t really kids who had been through Hell. At least there wasn’t 
someone out there who would do this to a bunch of kids. 


He thought back to Lupa. Had she known? And she really had been 
planning to kill them? 


“Castor, I’m sorry,” he said, “I know it must be hard to watch... them.” 


Castor sat back down and picked at the blanket beneath him. There was 
something about him so desolate that Luke couldn’t help but reach out. His 
fingers touched the lighting scars that ran over him. 


“Zeus,” Castor whispered, “That was how I died. I still get nightmares,” he 
murmured and then bit his lip. “Seeing Percy with his son is... an extra slap 
in the face,” he muttered. Yeah. Yeah, that would suck. “I think it goes 
without saying that you can’t say anything.” 


“Maybe if Nico-” 


“No,” Castor interrupted and shook his head. “No, I- I don’t really... want 
to tell Percy as it is. I mean, there are times I want to, and sometimes when 
I’m upset, I just want to spit it out, but the more I think about it...” he said 
and shrugged. “I don’t know what I would be accomplishing. He doesn’t 
remember me, and if he doesn’t like me that way anymore,” he chuckled 
mirthlessly. “What would it even accomplish?” he asked. Luke didn’t know 
how to answer. “And I get that I’m the one that died, but something about 
him just... haunts me.” 


Fuck. Fine. Castor was now #1. Out of pity, if nothing else. Sighing, he dug 
into his pocket. 


“Come with me,” Luke said and tugged him up. Castor raised an eyebrow. 
“Come on. We’re leaving the room. It’s going to be scary after your time as 
a hermit. Let’s go,” he said, and Castor mumbled something as Luke heaved 
him up to pull them out of the room. “I have something for you.” 


“Drugs?” 
Luke stopped walking to turn and stare at him. 
“joking?” 


Automatic demotion material, but Luke would let it go. Especially since 
this kid might need a couple months' worth of antidepressants. 


“When I woke up, I had something with me,” Luke said as he pulled out the 
keycard to get to his room. “I didn’t tell anyone about it - I think it might 
have something to do with one that girl Jason was looking for,” he said, and 
Castor paused. 


“Evelyn...?” he asked. Luke raised a brow as he walked across the room to 
grab some of the luggage he had stolen alongside his few personal 
belongings. 


“Tf that’s her name, then I definitely think so,” he said and reached into one 
of the bags to bring out a small notebook. He flipped it open to the first 
page to see only one page had been used. 


Luke, 


I don’t know if you’re much of a writer, but I’ve always found it a solace. 
I’ve tried keeping new journals here. They don t really feel the same as they 
once did. I thought you might get more use out of them. It helps to sort 
things, I think. Gods know you and I have things to sort. 


I guess I just want to say thank you for helping me. We’ve lost a lot, but I’m 
glad we’re not doing this alone. You’re a good friend. 


Yours truly, 
-E 


“Evelyn,” he said and nodded as he handed it over to Castor. “Yeah, that 
feels right,” he said and grimaced. “I’m glad to know she was real. I always 
wondered if it was a prop or something to convince me I wasn’t...” he 


trailed off, unwilling to admit the days where he had actually wondered 
who and what he was in the past. “I thought I might get some use out of it 
on this quest, but truthfully? I’m not much of a writer either,” he said. 
Castor slowly took the notebook. A strange look crossed over his face. 


“And you want me to have it?” he asked. Luke shrugged and put his hands 
in his pockets. “Thank you,” Castor said softly. Eh, fine. He could keep his 
#1 spot. Luke would be sure not to mention it to Annabeth. She would 
eventually wiggle her way back up there. He turned to leave Castor to mull 
over his gift, but Castor called him back. “I want to do better.” 


He turned. 
“Better?” 


“I know I’ve been mopey and... clingy and... just the dead kid,” he said 
and held the journal closer. “But I know deep down I’ve been given a 
second chance at life. Back then, I wasn’t anything important in the grand 
scheme of things,” he said, “But I was important to someone who was 
important to me, and it was always enough. I don’t think I’m going to have 
that this time around, so I... want to be more. Maybe if I’m just important 
to myself, I can figure things out,” he said with a note of fierce hope in his 
voice. Luke studied him over for a couple minutes. “I can do better,” Castor 
said softly. “I just need to get my head on straight.” 


This would be so much easier if Luke legitimately hated them all. 


“Well,” he said and picked up a pen from the desk to toss at him. “You 
better get started. We dock soon, and if anyone dies before we get back to 
Camp Jupiter, I will be furious,” he said. A smile touched Castor’s lips. 


“Thanks, Luke,” he said and tucked the journal under his arm. “You were a 
good person, you know,” he said. Luke tilted his head. “You saved a lot of 
lives. Not everyone talks about it... but you really did. You snuck a lot of 
people to safe places when there weren’t any.” 


Gods, that was more reassuring than he wanted to admit. 


Leaving on that happy note, he went to find the next nightmare child on his 
list. Again, he avoided Percy due to Annabeth’s demands and the fact he 
was currently now annoyed with him for upsetting Castor (his newest 
favorite). Naturally, this meant Hugo was up. 


Since arriving on the ship, Hugo was often found gazing at the water with 
thoughtful eyes and a lost expression. Luke found him at the back of the 
ship with a sketchpad in hand, lightly sketching the horizon. He waited until 
the pencil left the paper, so he didn’t actually startle him into messing up 
the picture. 


“Where did you get that?” 
Hugo jumped - hence, why Luke waited to speak. 


“Hello to you as well,” Hugo greeted and rubbed his eyes. “Come sit. Let’s 
talk about life,” he greeted sarcastically. Luke rolled his eyes and pulled up 
one of those long chairs you always found on poolsides. “I got this from my 
necklace, actually,” he said, pulling out his locket. Luke frowned. 


“Um, the sketchpad?” 


“Yep, look,” Hugo said and popped it open. He pressed down a thumb on 
the two photos inside, and a clicking sound followed, so it shifted - metal 
coming from seemingly nowhere until a small box was forming in front of 
him. “It took me forever to figure out how it worked,” he said and flicked 
the box open. Inside were photos, letters - and other sketchpads. Luke 
leaned in. 


“Can I...2?” he asked, and Hugo shrugged. Everything inside was yellow 
and brittle, but all in relatively good condition. A few photos were of Hugo 
in old clothing - a green cap on his head and suspenders. Most of the 
sketchpads were filled. One was mostly filled with sketches of one girl who 
seemed vaguely familiar. He reached in and grabbed a letter. 


Hugo, 


We’re not friends. I refuse to be your friend, you egg. I say this without a 
single hint of fondness and am definitely not smiling as I write this. You and 
Evelyn will certainly be there when I receive my kiss-off, and that will be 
because you have caused it. 


That all being said... thank you. I didn’t much need your help, but it was 
kind of you to get involved. I won't tell Evelyn what you did. Stay safe, and 
don’t be stupid. 


Worst, 
Vera 


Luke would ignore the fact this girl literally signed off ‘worst’ as he put it 
down. 


“You weren't born recently,” Luke said. Hugo shrugged. 


“I was born October 14th, 1928,” Hugo said and shifted some stuff around. 
“T found my birth certificate,” he added. Luke stared. “So, yep. Definitely a 
demigod. Son of Pluto. Also, you murdered me,” he added. 


Um. Wait. What? 


“No - no, actually, pause,” Luke said quickly. “I have recently gotten 
confirmation that I am not Jupiter, so if that’s who killed you... I’m 
innocent,” he said. Hugo narrowed his eyes. “Honestly. I swear,” he 
promised. 


“that’s convenient because I’m pretty sure you killed me.” 
“Nope. It wasn’t me. I am interested more on why Jupiter did kill you-” 
“I think it was you.” 


“T definitely want to kill you now,” Luke grumbled and then paused. “...that 
wasn’t very sensitive,” he added quietly. Hugo snorted and closed his 
sketchbook. “I’m really not Jupiter, though,” he said. Hugo looked him over 
for a moment before nodding. 


“Okay,” he decided, “Pll believe you. I wasn’t sure how to deal with you 
being Jupiter, anyway,” he said and leaned back, touching the area his 
scythe had decided to switch from the box to its weapon form. He ran his 
hand over the handle. “I think I deserved it,” he said quietly. 


“What?” Luke asked, startled. 


“Whenever I... touch this blade... I feel the souls of trapped demigods in it. 
I think I killed them,” he shuddered. Luke felt a wave of horror at that. He 
what? 


There should be a class at Camp Jupiter for these things. Like, a demigod 
class. It could cover things like... 


How to handle being accused of being a god 
Dealing with the misfortune of other demigods 
Being forced to go on a quest against your will 


An in-depth analysis on how to handle a teenage boy who has never shown 
a shred of interest in murder or unnecessary aggression telling you his 
scythe holds the souls of murdered demigods. 


As, you know, some ideas. 


“Huh,” Luke said (because he had not taken that class), “Interesting. Um, 
hm. Okay, give me a second,” he said, and Hugo waited. “How many souls 
are in this blade?” he asked. Hugo winced and took a long breath. 


“I can’t be certain... a lot. Maybe over a hundred?” 
Holy shit, he was going to kill them all. 


“Uh-huh,” Luke said and kept nodding. Right. Cool. Okay. “I’m going to 
have to level with you here. I’m lost on this one.” 


Hugo sighed. 


“Yeah, I figured you might be,” he said and looked out towards the sea. “I 
didn’t think I could do something like that...” he trailed off and then sat up. 
“T was thinking - or, well, hoping - I mean, Jason had said that stuff with the 
maldictuses and... I don’t know. I’m not trying to excuse my actions or 
anything, but maybe it... I had it, and it did something to me or-?” 


“I think that’s a possibility,” Luke said softly. “You’re a good kid, Hugo. 
Whatever happened back then...” he trailed over, remembering his 
conversation with Dom. “We’ll deal with it.” 

Hugo swallowed. 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah. Now stop drawing and go train with someone,” he said. Hugo 
groaned. “Annabeth needs a worthy opponent. Go,” he said, reverting to his 


best strategy when dealing with them. Nothing to do? Not doing well? Not 
listening? Go train. It was foolproof. Hugo stretched. 


“I’m going to take a nap.” 
“No.” 


“Night,” Hugo said, ignoring the sun high above them. “See you 
whenever.” 


...well, Luke wasn’t about to argue. The guy had souls in his scythe. 


Okay. Almost done. Two to go. And damnit, he knew they would be 
together. 


Sure enough, Percy and Jason were by the buffet, sampling various foods as 
Percy stood behind Jason, valiantly trying to braid his hair. 


“What’s this?” Luke greeted, interrupting them mimicking one another. 
Percy sighed. 


“Jason is being an impossible client.” 


“Am not!” 


“We have tried the classic braid, Dutch and French braids, lattice, waterfall, 
rope, and lace. I’m running out of braids, you know,” Percy said and yanked 
his hair. Jason grinned at him brightly. 


“How many are left?” 


“I don’t even know,” Percy grumbled and then pulled Jason’s hair again, so 
he was forced to look up at him. “Are you still trying to keep the bun?” he 
asked. Jason smiled again. “Gods, you’re hopeless,” Percy said 
affectionately. “What if we do a reverse braid? It’s from the nape of your 
neck up, and then you tie it into a bun up top?” He asked. Jason blinked. 


“You can do that?” 
“Yep.” 


“Yeah, lets do that,’ Jason said, head still tilted back so he could meet 
Percy’s gaze. “Also, you could totally kiss me right now, and I wouldn’t 
even be mad-” 


“T would,” Luke said for the sake of poor Castor’s sanity. “I’m not dealing 
with that shit. No way.” 


“T’m higher ranked than you,” Jason informed him. “I was a praetor once,” 
he said, and Percy hummed as he pushed Jason’s head forward to start 
braiding. 


“T haven’t heard that story,” he said and flicked him. “Stay still.” 
“I am! 393 
“You’re not-” 


Jason muttered something under his breath, and Percy yanked slightly 
harder than necessary at his hair. Ugh. Luke almost wanted to leave them - 
they seemed fine, and they were close to the dock as it was. That probably 
wouldn’t be good for a chaperone, though. 


“Why are you still here?” Jason asked - half in a whiny voice, and half with 
genuine confusion. Luke narrowed his eyes. Believe it or not, Luke actually 
liked Jason. He was a good kid, and Luke didn’t blame him for wanting 
Jupiter dead. 


Just...you know, preferably Luke would like someone else to be established 
as Jupiter first. And as much as Luke empathized with Jason, that didn’t 
stop the kid from being a brat to him. 


“I want to see how the hair turns out,” Luke said dryly, and Jason rolled his 
eyes. “And to check on Percy. How are you?” he asked, and Percy paused 
in his work. 


“Pm okay...” he said cautiously and winced. “Have you seen Castor?” he 
asked. Luke nodded. “Is he okay? I feel bad for snapping at him,” he said, 
biting his lip. Luke grimaced. In truth, Percy had a right to be annoyed. As 
sympathetic as Castor could be, Percy was a son of Neptune and had some 
sort of curse that made him invulnerable. Stopping him from fighting was 
foolish. 


“Yeah,” Luke said as he leaned against the railing. “He’s fine,” he said. 
Percy nodded, looking thoughtful as he continued his braid. A bell rang, 
and Jason jolted up. 


“The buffet just got restocked,” he said and turned to where Percy had 
barely managed to put his hair up without it getting ruined. “Do you want 
anything?” 


“I’m amazed you’re still hungry, but no,” Percy snorted. “Go ahead.” 


Jason didn’t need to be told twice. He was gone - sprinting across the deck 
towards a door on the opposite end of the ship. Percy’s smile wavered as he 
sat down. Luke waited. 


“Are you sure you’re okay?” he asked, and Percy glanced up. 


“Yeah. Yeah, of course,” he said and stood up again - though he didn’t 
appear to have any set place he wanted to go. He took a step to the right and 


then stopped. “Do you think the gods are bad?” he asked. 
What a hilarious question. 


“T am not currently their biggest fan at the moment,” Luke shrugged, and 
Percy wrung his hands together. “Why?” 


That was a dumb question. Luke realized as soon as the words left his 
mouth. Percy raised an eyebrow. 


“We might be gods,” he said and wrinkled his nose. “Jason says... they’ve 
done all these horrible things,” he said and then shook his head. “Nobody 
else but him has said that,” he murmured. Luke tilted his head. 


“Do you think he’s lying?” 


“No! No, of course not! I - I just... I mean, maybe he just misunderstood 
something? He isn’t always the best with social cues,” he told him, pacing 
back and forth slightly. 


“it would be hard to miss the murder social cue,” Luke told him blandly, 
and Percy sat down with a grunt of frustration. 


“I just... Pm not evil, right? I mean, I wouldn’t condemn children to be put 
into a garden or whatever it is he said they did,” he said quickly and shook 
his head. “Maybe they had a good reason or - is there a good reason for 
that? No. But there has to be? Otherwise, we wouldn’t have done it. I 
wouldn’t have done that, right? Jason had to misunderstand, but I mean-” 


Oh. Oh, dear. Breakdown. Luke took off his flip flop and threw it at him. 
Percy jumped. 


“Um,” he said and picked up the shoe to hand it back. “Thanks?” he said 
and nodded. “I appreciate the words of wisdom,” he said, and Luke rolled 
his eyes. Should he just straight up tell him he isn’t a god? He had told Nico 
he would wait, but... 


“Um,” Jason’s voice said, and Luke turned to see him with two plates 
stacked with food and a bashful smile. “I might have messed up my hair...” 
he said quietly. Percy looked over at where his braid was already falling out 
of his bun. 


“..we need hairspray,” Percy said flatly and touched his skin. “And I need 
a facial,” he added. Jason cocked his head. 


“What’s a facial?” 


“It pisses me off that you just asked me that with your perfect ass skin,” 
Percy muttered. “Do you not ever break out?” he asked. Jason shrugged, 
looking a little puzzled by the question. 


“I don’t know. Maybe it’s the raw meat.” 


“Jason....” Luke groaned, but Percy was already leading them away, 
stealing pieces of cheese off of Jason’s plates. Whatever. Luke tried. He just 
had one more person to check on. He walked to the center of the ship 
towards the men’s bathroom and stepped in front of a mirror. 


“...you have this under control,” he said to himself and took a deep breath. 
“You are doing your best. It is enough.” 


His reflection seemed to know he was full of shit. 


“You’re going to take a long nap after this and maybe go find a rock to live 
under,” he decided, and his reflection nodded with more approval at that. 
There. All done. 


From behind him, a toilet flushed, and a stall opened up to reveal a middle- 
aged man, who silently walked over to wash his hands. Luke flushed. 
Maybe he should have checked to see if this place was empty before talking 
to himself. 


Wordlessly, the man turned and clapped him on the shoulder.... then left. 
Luke couldn’t wait to get off of this damn boat. 


Unfortunately for him, the boat debarkation was equally as chaotic. Luke 
figured they could steal some luggage on the way out, which ended up 
being easier than he anticipated. Some of the creepier employees happily 
handed him whatever he wanted with bright a ‘here you go, captain!’ to 
which Luke silently just accepted the situation and left. 


“You know those are ghosts, right?” Hugo had asked after he watched one 
boy hand him an entire bag of free merch. Luke tilted his head. “Nico 
mentioned they can’t get back to the Underworld right now.” 


“Why do they call me captain?” he asked as one girl raced to him. She 
looked young - way too young to be onboard without a parent. She waved 
brightly and shoved some more goodies in his hand. 


“We’ll be waiting for you to come back! We’ll have the boat ready!” she 
promised. Luke only looked at her - absolutely bewildered as she ran off 
again. Hugo frowned before shaking his head. 


“I don’t really know what that’s about,” he said and looked up at the 
Princess Andromeda. “Maybe you used to run this ship or something,” he 
suggested. Luke snorted. Right. Why would he run a ship? “I’m going to 
get some more food real fast before they kick us off. Want anything?” he 
asked. Luke shook his head. He just wanted to leave and find Thanatos so 
he could get his promised nap. 


They had been off of the boat for about, oh, twenty minutes before they 
were stopped. 


Which was ten minutes more than Luke initially thought, so... good for 
them! 


“Hubbard Glacier,” a voice said, and Luke almost thought it was speaking 
to someone else until he caught sight of a cloaked figure sprawled out on a 
bench outside luggage claim. 


... yeah, that’s the kind of freaky shit that seemed reserved for them. 


“Excuse me?” he asked, reaching out to grab the back of Ethan’s collar, so 
he didn’t drift away. He couldn’t get a clear view of the person. All he could 
see was a Silk cloak - sort of like you might find in the middle ages or a 
terrifying fairy tale? It was a dark blue with silver lining. The hood was up, 
obscuring the person’s face, though he was pretty sure it was a girl based on 
the voice. 


“That’s where you’ll find Thanatos. Hubbard Glacier,” she said, and Luke 
tilted his head. 


“Um, thank you? Who are you?” he asked and grabbed Jason when he tried 
to walk past them. The boy was blind, he swore. He stumbled back a little, 
bringing out his claws before noticing it was Luke and then righting himself 
with a growl. 


“Oh, hey,” he greeted and then looked over at the cloaked figure. “Who’s 
that?” he asked and curled his lips. “They smell weird,” 


“Dude, that’s rude,” Ethan told him disapprovingly and then sniffed. “I 
don’t smell anything,” he added. Jason rolled his eyes. 


“That’s because Lupa didn’t think it was worth teaching you to smell 
properly.” 


“Smell properly? What the-” 


“Shut up,” Luke said, holding up a hand. Honestly. What the fuck? Both 
went silent. He turned back to the cloaked figure. “Right. Sorry. Who are 
you?” he asked, and the person shifted slightly. Luke watched as she 
brought out some sort of glass orb and stepped back. “No, no- stop that-” 


“Easy, dollface. It’s a gift. You remember those, don’t you?” the person 
asked and tossed it. Luke almost wanted to let it hit the ground but figured 
breaking it would provide more problems. “It’ll help you with Thanatos. 
He’s not exactly unguarded,” she said. Luke looked down at the ball. It was 
clear, aside from some silver dust floating inside of it. He frowned. 


“You still haven’t told me who you are,” he said and grabbed Percy (for the 
love of the gods, why can’t they just look around?!) and pulled him over. 
Percy jumped - ready to fight, when he noticed Jason and then the cloaked 
figure. He pointed at her. 


“Is she trying to kill us?” 


“I don’t think so,” Jason said and wrinkled his nose. “She gave us a glowy 
ball.” 


“Oh, cool. Hey, I’m Perseus.” 
Luke was never having children. 


“Don't look a gift horse in the mouth, Luke,” the girl said and then chuckled 
lowly. “Unless you’re Trojans, I suppose,” she said, “You should be wary of 
those Greeks,” she added, and Luke caught sight of a glittering blue eye 
under the hood. “Use it or don’t. I just wanted to offer my help,” she said 
and got up. 


“are you a god?” Ethan asked skeptically. Jason stiffened. 
“We need a sacrifice.” 
“What?” Percy asked, whirling around. 


“Gods like sacrifices,” Jason said solemnly and then narrowed his eyes. 
“Maybe she wants one for the gift...” he said suspiciously. “Maybe we 
should sacrifice her-” 


“T vote we sacrifice Hugo.” 


“What the fuck?” Hugo’s voice came from behind them. Luke closed his 
eyes. People say to go to their happy place when frustrated, but where was 
his happy place? Probably the spa again... the spa where no teenagers were 
present, and he was given multiple complimentary drinks and cookies as he 
sat in a sauna, and everything was warm and calm and... 


“Luke! Tell him to knock it off-” 


“I didn’t do anything-” 

“We aren’t sacrificing anyone!” 
“Tf a sacrifice is needed-” 
“No!” 


Eh, that was nice while it lasted. He turned to see Hugo and Ethan hissing at 
one another as Jason and Percy whispered their bets on who would win. 
Hugo’s attention was diverted when he noticed the cloaked figure in front 
of them. His demeanor tensed before turning towards her. 


“Who is this..?” he asked cautiously. Luke shrugged. He had given up 
asking. 


“A god is the current theory,” Percy said helpfully. “Are you a god?” he 
asked and waved Annabeth over. “We found a god!” he whisper-shouted to 
her. Luke groaned at the sky. 


“A god...” the cloaked figure mused and gave a delighted laugh. “Hm. Tell 
me, Perseus, how is your curse holding up?” she asked, and Percy frowned. 
“Ts your skin still impenetrable, or has one of your friends found your weak 
spot?” she asked. Luke glanced over at Percy warily. Jason was the one 
with the curse, right? But... he didn’t have impenetrable skin. 


“What are you-?” 


“Shouldn’t there be one more with you?” she interrupted. Luke looked 
around. Oh. Right. Technically, they were three short, but both Castor and 
Nico had (surprise!) disappeared once more. Damn them. “Gold eyes? A bit 
of a crybaby>” 


“Ah, yes, we know of him,” Jason said solemnly, and Ethan punched his 
arm. “What? He kind of is a crybaby....” 


“He’s getting luggage,” Annabeth interrupted. The cloaked figure hummed. 
“Would you like us to pass on a message?” she asked slowly. Hugo was still 


staring - brows furrowed in utter concentration as he watched the person 
closely. 


“Just tell him a friend will be dropping by to visit soon. I’m sure he’ll be 
excited,” she said, and something in her voice was a little... well, Luke 
wasn’t sure what to make of it. He didn’t have time to ask, though, because 
Dom then appeared. When Luke went to get the girl - she was gone. 


Typical. He wondered if this entire quest could automatically opt him out of 
legion service. Maybe he could ask Thanatos to put in a good word for him 
so he could just retire to New Rome - after kicking Jupiter’s ass, obviously. 
That bastard. 


“Look!” Dom said brightly and held up a plastic bag. “They have us 
souvenirs!” he said and pulled out a sticker. He frowned and then looked 
inside to find a coloring book. “These might be for kids,” he said, clearly 
disappointed. 


“PII take the sticker,” Percy said and snatched it from him. He slapped it on 
his chest before turning to Jason. “This is what I mean when I say 
accessorize,” he said solemnly. Jason looked down at the sticker and then at 
Percy’s face without cracking a smile. 


“I think something terrible happened to you before your memory was 
taken.” 


Percy spluttered. 
“You dick-” 


“Hey, Dom,” Ethan said, shoving a still frozen Hugo out of the way (should 
Luke check on him? Was he having a stroke?). “Some person in a fancy 
cloak said a friend was coming to visit you? I’m sure you don’t remember 
who it was, but-” 


Dom dropped the bag. Luke was pretty sure he had never seen someone go 
so pale so quickly before. Ethan’s expression grew concerned as Dom went 


completely frozen. Even Percy and Jason stopped their bickering to see 
what had made him gone so still. 


“Who?” he asked, voice growing tight. Hugo tilted his head. 


“Do you... know who that was?” he asked and looked around. “She seemed 
kind of familiar-” 


“No, no, no, no-” Dom managed and backed up. “No, please. She can’t find 
me. She can’t-” 


“What are you talking about?” Percy asked, raising his hands to calm him 
down. “Easy, it’s okay. Nobody is after you-” 


“She’ ll kill me. She found me before, and I-” he began and flinched when 
Annabeth took a step towards him, face puzzled. Ethan shook his head, 
bewildered. 


“Dom, we woke up together with Alabaster in that clearing. I’ve been with 
you the entire time. Nobody was after you,” he said. Dom’s eyes fell. He 
shifted awkwardly for a moment and then shook his head. 


“Not exactly,” he whispered. Ethan blinked. “I... I kind of... found you,” 
he said, rubbing the side of his arm. “It was just you and Alabaster in the 
clearing, and I went for help, but you woke up so confused and-” he began, 
voice rushing together so that his words were almost slurred. Luke inwardly 
braced himself for the reaction as Ethan stared at him without any 
comprehension. 


“You weren’t meant to be with us?” he asked. Dom bit his lip. 


“I don’t know. I mean, I was just trying to escape-” he said, voice breaking. 
“She would have killed me,” he whispered. 


Why couldn’t Luke have ten minutes of peace? 


“Wait,” Jason interrupted, “You’ve had someone after you this entire time 
and didn’t say anything?” he asked, and his voice lowered dangerously. “Do 


you realize how much danger that put the rest of us in?” he asked. Luke 
looked around and gently pulled Hugo and Ethan with him. 


“Let’s argue and walk,” he said, gesturing them forward. The tension didn’t 
ebb, but slowly everyone moved forward. The silence only lasted about - 
eh, did it matter? It wasn’t enough. 


It was never enough. 


“Well, are you going to explain anything?” Jason burst out. Dom jumped. 
“Are you just going to sit there-” 


“Jason,” Percy said warily and put a hand on his arm. “I’m sure that there’s 
a good reason.” 


“There is no reason for betraying your pack like that,” Jason snapped. Dom 
kept his eyes on the ground. 


“I didn’t want to get left behind,” he said, and Percy turned to him. 
“We wouldn’t have left you behind-” 


“If you saw what I did, you might,” Dom muttered, and Jason brought out 
the damn claws. Luke was about to turn and intervene, but Percy ended up 
being first. He quickly went to block Jason’s hit right as Dom moved 
forward to defend himself. 


..except it didn’t go like that. Dom raised his spear and slashed out slightly, 
only with Percy between them, it didn’t hit Jason and instead brushed 
Percy’s lower back. This might not have been a big deal given Percy’s 
inability to get injured, but that was quickly squashed when Percy went 
completely still. 


“Percy?” Jason asked, anger vanishing for a moment to give way to 
confusion. Annabeth glanced over as well - moving over just in time for 


Percy to collapse. 


They were never going to make it to Hubbard Glacier. 


“What happened to him?” Dom asked - horrified. He turned to Hugo. “Is he 
dying? Did I kill him?!” 


“If he dies, you die,” Jason snarled, bringing out his claws again as the 
anger returned. Dom screeched and went to hide behind Luke. Broccoli, he 
swore. “Don’t worry, Percy. We’ll avenge you.” 


“He killed Percy?!” 

“Dom, what did you do?!” 

“I didn’t mean to! It was an accident!” 

“We can use him as a sacrifice-” 

“For the last time, we aren’t sacrificing anyone! I forbid it!” 
“Wait, are we hypothetically sacrificing Percy or Dom?” 
“Not me!” 


“I am still alive!” Percy hissed through gritted teeth, and the group all went 
quiet. “I- fuck, what is this? Jesus mother of-” he continued with an 
impressive array of swears that had everyone pausing in their initial fighting 
stances to turn to him. “-stupid little fucking-” he continued, hitting the tree 
next to him. Hugo blinked a few times. Oh, gods. This wasn’t good. Luke 
hadn’t ever seen Percy in pain before. His exasperation momentarily 
wavered into genuine concem. 


“.,.what’s, um, that one word mean?” Hugo whispered. Annabeth leaned 
over to say something in his ear. “That’s a bit uncouth,” he noted with a 
frown. Percy flipped him off and threw out some choice names for him as 
well as he tried to get up. 


“Whoa,” Dom said and looked around. “Dude.” 


“What is happening to me?!” Percy yelled, sinking back to the ground. 
What the Hell? Luke didn’t know what to make of this. Dom had really 
only brushed his lower back. How was it that he could withstand 


explosions, arrows, daggers, and various weapons only to be taken down by 
a light hit to his back? Percy laid on his stomach and screamed into the dirt. 


Right. Now was probably time to intervene. Luke paused, though. He had 
the strangest feeling someone was watching them. He turned to look over 
his shoulder, but he couldn’t see anything. Percy’s swearing brought his 
attention back down to him. 


“Alright, everyone calm down,” Luke said and knelt next to him. “Percy, 
what hurts?” 


“Take a wild fucking guess-” 


“I’m confused,” Jason frowned, looking around. “Are we not killing Dom, 
then?” 


“Didn’t you use to be a god?” Dom asked quickly as he took a step away 
from Jason. “Maybe your body is catching up to hundreds of years of use,” 
he suggested. Percy took a long breath as Luke lightly pressed Percy’s 
shoulders. Right... Luke would have maybe considered that, but he now 
knew Percy had never been a god, which was a little confusing on how he 
was Claimed by two gods now that he thought about it... but that was for 
later. Percy sniffed a little into the ground. 


“are you crying?” 
“Go to fucking Hell, you piece of-” 


“Okay,” Luke cut him off. “Easy. We can figure this out,” he said, voice 
soothing. Percy swallowed and put his arms up so he could bury his face 
into them. Annabeth walked around to his other side and started poking. 


“Didn’t that the maybe-god say something about a curse?” she asked. 
“You’re supposed to have a weak spot somewhere. Maybe Dom found it,” 
she said. Percy groaned before looking up at Dom and glaring. “Where did 
he hit you? Somewhere around-” she began just as her hand brushed 
something on his lower back. 


“For the love of God!” Percy shouted so loudly that she scrambled away. 
“What did you just do to me?!” he screeched and dug his fingers into the 
ground as he gave a shuddering gasp of pain. Luke bit his tongue, squeezing 
his arm. Percy choked for a moment - practically blacking out before 
suddenly breathing heavily. There was a long pause. “...I can’t move,” he 
whispered. 


Fuck it. Let Jason kill the broccoli. Luke was at the end of his rope. 


“What?” he asked, alarmed. Not as alarmed as Percy, though. That was for 
sure. 


“T cannot move!” 


“Your mouth seems to be moving fine,” Hugo noted dryly, and Luke 
gestured him over. When Hugo came close enough, Luke whacked his 
forehead. “...unnecessary,” he muttered. Luke sighed and turned back to 
Percy. 


“Alright, calm down. We’ll figure this out-” 


“T can make it quick,” Jason promised, sitting in front of Percy. “You won’t 
feel a thing. I once had to do this with-” he began and then faltered off 
when the group turned to him. 


“Make what quick?” Annabeth asked slowly. Jason looked between them 
all and then shook his head. 


“Nevermind.” 


Luke would have laughed if it wasn’t so horrible. Yeah, yeah, Jason was 
raised by wolves. Still, he liked Percy. A lot. Imagine what he would do if 
any of them were injured in a serious way. 


“I don’t want him near me,” Percy decided. “You put him way over there-” 


“Excuse me, I would defend you with my dying breath,” Jason sniffed and 
crossed his arms over his chest. “I just thought that maybe you might not 
want to live without being able to run.” 


“T can assure you, I do,” Percy said dryly. Annabeth frowned. 
“You can’t just murder people when they’re injured, Jason.” 
“I didn’t know he wanted to live!” 

“Why wouldn’t he want to live?!” 

“He can’t run!” 

“So?” 


“Running is fun! Why would you want to live without running?! That’s like 
living without breathing!” 


“He can’t even die right now,” Ethan chimed in helpfully. “We do 
remember that, right? He can’t die. Nobody can die. That’s a thing-” 


“Ts... is breathing also fun to you?” Dom asked, perplexed. Jason frowned 
at him. 


“Do you not like to breathe?” 


“There are other things to- I’m not explaining this to you,” Annabeth said 
and pointed at him. “No,” she said firmly. Jason stared at her, affronted. 


“Go over there until you get some common sense,” she said, pointing 
somewhere to the right. Jason blinked. “Go!” 


“...I can’t stand any of you,” Jason muttered but raised his hands to walk 
away. “Luke-” 


“Pm not taking your side.” 


“Of course, you aren’t,” Jason muttered and threw his hands up. “I’m going 
to go get us some dinner, then.” 


“No!” Hugo said, “Don’t bring us back dead animals again,” he groaned 
and raced after him. “Jason. Jason, seriously-” he started and dashed off 


after him. “JASON! JASON, COME!” he shouted. Annabeth sighed and 
ran a hand over Percy’s shoulder. 


“Pm sorry,” she said. Percy bit his lip. Luke was glad she had a decent 
bedside manner because Luke was about ten seconds away from crying. 
“We’ll figure out something.” 


“Ts it your spine?” he muttered. “We can’t move him if it’s his spine,” he 
said and lightly drummed his fingers over Percy’s back. “Feel anything?” 
he asked. 


“Nope.” 
“Not even me touching you?” 
“Um, sort of. But it’s kind of numb?” 


“Oh my gods,” Luke muttered - which he was sure was the last thing you 
wanted to hear in that position. “I am not qualified for this.” 


Nevermind. Based on Percy’s expression, that was the last thing you 
wanted to hear. 


“We can contact someone at camp. They can send something over. Maybe 
even a mortal hospital could look into it?” Annabeth suggested. Maybe... 
camp might be too far at this point, but a mortal doctor wasn’t out of the 
question. Luke hummed as the sound of crunching leaves caused them all to 
tense. 


“Um,” Nico’s voice finally came. “What’s this?” 


Oh, look who was back. Luke looked over to see him and Castor’s arms 
filled with supplies, both looking down at them in alarm. Percy sighed. 


“I am in incredible pain because someone decided to hit me with a stick,” 
he gritted out. Dom shrank back from where he had been quietly watching 
with his spear. “And Annabeth went ahead and paralyzed me to top it off. 
I’m less mad at her because she kept Jason from killing me,” he reported 
back dutifully. Castor blinked a few times. 


“You found your weak spot?” he asked, surprised. Percy glared up at him. 
Luke glanced at him. Interesting. He hadn’t thought about it, but... would 
Castor have already known? Or had he died before Percy had this curse 
thing? “Oh, yikes,” he said and dropped the supplies to the floor to join 
them all on the ground. “Nico, how long does it take to recover?” he asked 
and ran a hand through Percy’s hair... Percy relaxed instantly. Nico cleared 
his throat awkwardly. 


“Um, well, I can’t say I know for certain what’s happening. I mean, why 
would I?” he laughed and rubbed the back of his neck. “But if I were to take 
a wild guess, then, uh, I think it might take some time for you to fully heal 
from an injury in that very mysterious weak spot of yours. You have to be 
careful with it,” he said and bit his lip. “But I think you’re going to be fine. 
I can feel your soul starting to settle down, so you aren’t dying,” he 
reassured him. Annabeth hummed. 


“You know what this sounds like?” she asked. “I think there’s a Greek story 
about Achilles-” 


“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard,” Nico cut her off. Annabeth 
frowned. “We’re Roman. Achilles was Greek. Why would there be any 
relation at all? Dumb,” he decided. Luke raised his eyebrows. Wait. He 
looked over at Nico... that was totally it, wasn’t it? He forced himself to 
keep a stoic expression and turned back to Percy. 


“A little aggressive,” Luke murmured and poked Percy’s shoulder. “Try 
moving.” 


“I don’t want to,” Percy muttered. “It’s going to hurt.” 


“Stop whining. You have to,” Luke told him and gave another nudge. 
“Come on. Just try your fingers or something,” he said and pulled Percy’s 
hand to prompt him. Taking a deep breath, he went to move his fingers. To 
Luke’s relief, they wiggled just fine. “Great! Now try your arm?” he asked. 
Percy grimaced. 


“T thought you weren’t qualified for this?” 


“Yeah, but I can’t seem to find a goddamn person on this Earth who is,” he 
muttered and nodded approvingly when Percy moved his arm. “Okay, let’s 
slowly sit you up,” he said and put Percy’s arm over his shoulder. Percy 
yelped a little when the movement was too sudden but other than that, he 
seemed fairly okay. Thanks to the gods. “Alright, good. Let’s just take it 
easy for a bit. Maybe wear the top part of your armor for a bit to protect 
your back-” 


“All the time?” 


“Do you want to deal with this again?” Luke shot back. Ugh. He made a 
face. “You’re not a god anymore. You have to get used to whatever 
vulnerabilities you have,” he said with a pointed look at Nico. There. He 
could play along... for now. He was totally ratting him out the second 
Thanatos was free. 


“T guess,” he said, leaning a bit into Castor for support. He didn’t seem to 
mind. Percy yawned. “I - oh, look. Jason’s back,” he cut himself off when 
he saw a familiar tangle of blonde hair emerge from the trees. “I CAN 
MOVE AGAIN, YOU ASSHOLE!” he shouted. Jason paused - eyes 
scanning the surrounding area before walking over. Hugo was marching 
back with him, looking irritated as he stormed back to their sleeping bags 
and screamed in his pillow - either from Jason annoying him or getting 
upset by Jason’s slaughtering of woodland creatures. 


Yay. Fun. Apparently, they were just staying the night literally thirty 
minutes from the dock. That was as far as they could make it. 


“I got you a rabbit,” Jason said and threw a carcass down. Percy stared at 
the bloody mess in front of him. Luke leaned away. “I wouldn’t want you 
dead,” he added and then wrinkled his nose. “I think I might actually be sad 
if you were gone,” he said. Percy’s lips twitched. Castor scoffed. 


“I don’t think a dead rabbit is going to-” 


“Tt’s okay,” Percy cut him off and patted the ground beside him. “I like the 
rabbit. Thank you,” he said. Castor turned to stare at him. Percy shrugged in 
return. Luke wanted to whack him in the back again. Really? He was going 


to be impressed with the rabbit? Asshole. Jason smiled brightly and sat 
down. “Here, I can show you how to actually cook it-” 


“You don’t have to cook meat.” 


“You’re going to give Luke an aneurysm if you keep saying that,” Percy 
said, which was totally true because Luke hated it. He hated him for not 
cooking that damn meat. Why couldn’t he do it? Why wouldn’t he do it? 
Did it taste better? No. No, it couldn’t. It didn’t. If he said he did, then that 
was a lie. It could have all sorts of diseases and- “I’m guessing you want 
the leg?” he added to Jason, fighting a grin. Jason laughed. 


“You’re not letting that go, are you?” 
Luke frowned. What were they referencing? 


“What? You two have inside jokes now?” Castor asked them, possibly 
reading Luke’s mind, and then shook his head. “I-” he started and then 
looked at Nico with baffled eyes. Nico glanced between Percy and Jason 
with a frown. 


“Hey, Jason,” he said as Percy grabbed his knife to start skinning the rabbit. 
“You know what else humans like to do? Dye their hair. I think you would 
look good as a brunette,” Nico told him with a nod. Jason blinked and 
touched his head. 


“Like, change the color?” 

“Uh-huh,” Nico said. “And brown might help with, uh, camouflage.” 
What was happening? 

“Really?” 


“I like your hair,” Percy chimed in. Jason turned to him and stared with 
perplexed eyes. “It’s pretty,” he told him. Jason looked at him for a few 
minutes. 


“Yours is pretty, too,” he said and then turned to start the fire. Percy grinned 
in return. 


“_,.that backfired,” Nico muttered and then shot Castor an apologetic look 
before going back to the supplies. Luke decided to join him for the sake of 
getting an explanation. He ignored Castor shoving Dom roughly as he 
walked by. 


“Hey! 33 


“I wish the wolves had eaten you,” Castor snapped towards him before 
going to sort through supplies. “Percy likes blondes,” Castor muttered when 
Luke stared between him and Nico pointedly. Oh. Well... that was sweet of 
Nico to sabotage them. “Something that Nico needs to accept,” he added 
under his breath, and Luke turned to where Nico scowled. 


“Tm sure he would like someone who isnt blonde if they had a really 
wonderful personality,” he said, and Luke looked around. Did Ethan also 
have a crush on Percy? 


“Mythomagic isn’t a personality.” 
Oh...nevermind. 


“You’re annoying,” Nico muttered and, when he looked over at Luke, 
patted his arm. “Don’t worry. Castor thinks you’re nice,” he said. Um, 
what? His confusion must have shown on his face because Nico looked 
around before leaning in. “You’re the only blonde he trusts-” 


“Shut up, Nico!” 
Luke was going to turn in early. 
The next day was better. They got to Hubbard Glacier! Yay! Even better, 


their friend hadn't been lying. Thanatos was there... at least that better be 
Thanatos. Otherwise, it was just some guy in chains. 


The bad news? This asshole. 


The asshole in question was a guy over forty feet tall and just looked like a 
problem. His skin was this metallic gold color and legs like old, rusted 
dragons. Everyone stared from the rock they were hiding behind. 


"Maybe he's friendly?" Dom asked weakly. Everyone turned to look at 
where Thanatos was in chains. "....or maybe he's not," Dom muttered, biting 
his lip. 


"What is he?" 


"Alcyoneus," Nico said, frowning. "He's a giant who was defeated by 
Hercules when they tried to overtake the gods," he said and shook his head. 
"He's the one who took Thanatos? Why?" he muttered and bit his lip. 


"Giants?" Castor asked and looked over the rock. "We're fighting giants 
now?" he asked and looked over Nico carefully for a few minutes. "What's 
bothering you?" he whispered. Oh, no. Luke turned back to where Nico was 
tapping his fingers against the rock. It was hard to read his expression, but 
Luke could see a sudden flash of fear as he went completely still. 


"Alcyoneus was once made to replace Hades once the gods fell," he said 
and then breathed slowly. Luke looked at the others and felt a little relief 
when they all looked just as confused as he did. Alright, they could come 
back to Nico's breakdown later. 


"There's nine of us and one of him. Surely we can take him-" 

"He can't be defeated unless taken from his territory. That used to be 
Pallene, but now it's Alaska," Nico said, still tapping. Everyone turned to 
him. "What? My mom tells me stories," he said. Luke raised an eyebrow. 
"Your mom?" 


A hint of a smile touched Nico's lips. 


"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," he said and shifted a little to peer 
over the rock again. "We'll need to get him into Canada," he said, jerking 


his head towards the Canadian border behind them. Luke groaned. Nothing 
could be simple, could it? He grimaced before nodding. Alright. 


"Here's the plan-" 


"DO THE LITTLE DEMIGODS PLAN TO STAY AND HIDE OR COME 
OUT AND PLAY?!" 


Fuck this guy. Luke yanked out his sword. Apparently, the peace they had 
been enjoying was just Alcyoneus humoring them. He went to stand up and 
maybe distract him while Annabeth inevitably came up with a plan, but it 
was Nico who stood up. Alcyoneus' lips twitched when he saw him. 


"We've come for Thanatos," Nico said, and his arm seemed to glow a little 
as he took out his sword. Alcyoneus merely looked at him as if amused. 


"Are you sure you want to be here, son of Hades?" he asked as the others all 
began to file out from behind the rock to ready themselves for the fight. 
Nico narrowed his eyes. "Are you not worried about what my presence 
means for your family?" he asked. Luke looked around - trying to find 
something that would drag this monstrosity over the border. Maybe that was 
what the ball the stranger gave them was for? 


Nico's eyes widened, and he swung around to look at Castor. 


"They know," he said... which was untrue. Luke didn't know. It didn't 
appear that Percy, Annabeth, Dom, or Ethan knew. However, Nico looked 
so horrified that he almost believed him. Castor glanced at Alcyoneus 
before nodding. 


"Go. It's okay," he said and pulled out his sword. "We got this. Protect them, 
okay?" he asked and Nico looked back at where Alcyoneus was very 
politely waiting for the conversation to end. Before Luke could even react, 
Nico spun around and hugged Hugo. 


"Oh," Hugo said, faltering a bit, so he didn't drop his scythe. "Alright, hey. 
We're actually about to fight-" 


"Use the scythe," Nico said and gripped his arm. "Don't be afraid of it, 
okay? I have to go-" 


"You're leaving?!" Dom demanded. "You can't run away-" 


"Tick-tock, little underworldling,” Alcyoneus said, pacing back and forth. 
He was waiting until Nico left, which was... a little terrifying, actually. Was 
Alcyoneus honestly scared of Nico? Nico? "Tell your sister I said hello," he 
mused, and Nico's eyes flashed as he fixed them all with an apologetic look. 


"TIl be back," he said and turned to move away only to pause and look back 
at Castor. Then at Percy. He went to take another step but paused. 
Alcyoneus bristled. 


"They are running out of time," he pressed, sounding irritated. It would 
have been funny if not terrifying. Luke turned to look at Annabeth. She was 
glancing around - eyes looking everywhere as she seemed to be the only 
one taking advantage of the pause to plan. 


"This is stupid to ask, but can you come with me?" Nico asked Castor 
quietly. Luke frowned - what was he...? Castor lowered his sword slightly, 
brows furrowing. "I just..." he began and trailed off. 


"Couldn't you just order me?" 
"I guess," Nico said and shifted. "But I don't want to." 


"Yes, take him," Alcyoneus agreed, and Nico fixed him with an annoyed 
look. 


"Shut up," he snapped and then turned to Castor. "I get why you would 
stay," he said, and his eyes flicked to Percy. "But I might need help, and... 
they're my family," he said, swallowing. "Thanatos isn't freed yet, so 
maybe-" he said and cut himself off. "Nevermind. I'll be back to help, okay? 
Į just-" 


"TIl go with you." 


Gods, damnit. Demoted. Fuck. Castor, what the Hell? He turned to where 
Castor had actually put away his sword. Least favorite. Fuck this kid. These 
assholes were really leaving them with the giant? Unforgivable. 


Luke should probably agree that a thirteen-year-old shouldn't be doing 
whatever it was Nico was doing alone, but... still. Whatever. 


Castor jumped over a rock to where Percy was standing and - because 
nobody here had a sense of urgency or timing - kissed him. Even Alcyoneus 
looked a little taken off-guard at that. Because seriously? They had a fight 
to fight, and this fool was kissing people. 


"dude," Jason said with a frown. Percy looked equally as stunned as 
Castor pulled away and raced after Nico. 


"TIl be back!" he called as Nico gaped. "I'm not leaving you!" 
"I - then what are you doing right now?!" Percy called after him. 
"Sidequest!" 


"No. No, there isn't time for that - look! He's right here!" Percy shouted and 
pointed at Alcyoneus. "You coward! Don't just kiss me and leave!" 


"Sorry!" 


"You-? He's gone," Percy said and crossed his arms over his chest. "Did you 
see that?" he asked the rest of them. Annabeth put a hand on his shoulder. 
Luke should maybe say that leaving Percy behind was a big step for him, 
but he was too annoyed to really celebrate any internal progress Castor was 
making. 


Alcyoneus cleared his throat. 


"I wish you could kill me," Luke said and brought out his sword. Seven 
versus one. How bad could it be? 


Spoiler Alert: Very bad. 


Alcyoneus was one Hell of a bitch to get rid of. That stupid orb the girl 
gave them? Did nothing. Useless. Luke had tried to throw it a few times, 
and it just sort of uselessly floated before returning to their bags. 


Percy was really their MVP. He created illusions of all of them to confuse 
Alcyoneus as he shook the ground, morphing the snow to fall on him. Luke 
could tell he was struggling a little. 


"I usually work with mist and water," Percy managed through gritted teeth 
when Luke went to help. "Melting the snow to make it is a bitch," he said 
and then flung some snow up into Alcyoneus' eyes. "Yeah, that's just a 
snowball fight," he muttered. 


"Good work," Luke said and left him to keep fighting. Annabeth was almost 
sheep dogging the giant back as she sent Dom to the Canadian border to 
lure him back while she continued attacking his other side. Luke went to 
join her. Alcyoneus barely moved with their efforts. 


"What's the plan?" he asked as Annabeth dodged bits of the Earth that 
Alcyoneus summoned. She blew a curl from her eyes. 


"We - ETHAN!" she shouted, and Luke spun around just in time to see 
Ethan slip on the ice, differentiating himself among the others in Percy's 
illusion. Alcyoneus spun towards him, a giant metal pole in the air. Luke 
raced over - diving to push Ethan out of the way just as Alcyoneus slammed 
his hand down. Luke flinched - waiting for the blow of pain to hit him, but 
it never came. He blinked a few times - risking a lookup to find a man in 
front of him - holding up his hand to block the hit. 


"Get up," the man said over his shoulder. Luke scrambled to his feet and 
raised his sword. He was about to start yelling, but suddenly two things 
registered at once. 


1) This stranger was helping them. 2) It was an adult. 


An adult. 


Shut up. This wasn't a twenty-something-year-old who didn't have his life 
together and was thrust into responsibilities. No. This was a freaking full- 
grown man in his thirties who clearly knew what he was goddamn doing if 
that block was anything to go by. 


"Thanks," Luke said and turned to where the others were still fighting. They 
gave him some bewildered looks at the sudden interjection, but he seemed 
fine. Percy was making a thousand copies of everything - confusing 
Alcyoneus so that Annabeth could launch herself at him while Hugo moved 
the ground beneath his feet. Dom and Ethan both were now climbing the 
sides of the high pile of rocks to attack the sides. Alcyoneus roared in pain 
as Ethan stabbed down into his neck. Eh. They were fine. "Who are you?" 
Luke asked the stranger, tucking his sword away in bafflement. The man 
tilted his head, looking Luke over with startling blue eyes. He raised a hand, 
and Luke went back to his sword in warning. 


"I mean no harm," he promised and gently pushed Luke's sword away. His 
hand touched the side of Luke's head, and there was a jolt of coldness that 
zapped over him. Memories swam to the surface - anger and rejection and 
something else he couldn't label that was gone after a moment. "Your 
memories will return soon. I'm sorry I cannot do more now," he said. Luke 
narrowed his eyes. 


"Who are you?" he repeated and looked at the glowing skin and slight 
flicker. He seemed to change - alternating between what looked to be two 
very similar-looking brothers. "You're a god," Luke said, and the 
mesmerizing back and forth between him slowed into one person in front of 
him. 


"My name is Mercury - you knew me as Hermes," he said quietly. Luke 
stared. Recognition flooded him. 


"You're my father." 


Mercury - Hermes? Whatever. The god nodded solemnly and flicked his 
wrist. A staff appeared in his hand. 


"Nice of you to drop by," Luke muttered and yanked out his sword. Part of 
him wanted to be awed - his parentage hadn't been something he considered 
too deeply given that, you know, the accusation of being Jupiter was more 
on his mind - but now that it was out there... "You couldn't have claimed 
me earlier?" he asked. 


Hermes scoffed and swung his staff. Wind blew sharply - tripping up 
Alcyoneus. 


"Being split into two different forms takes a toll. You were supposed to 
remain on Olympus. I had no idea you had left until it was too late," he 
added, irritated. "Hera will pay for that," he added darkly and sighed. "But 
alas, you are now in the thick of whatever plans she has," he muttered. 


"I lived on Olympus?" Luke asked, horrified. He had been a god. Hermes 
must have sensed where his thoughts went because he shook his head with a 
low chuckle. 


"No, it was merely temporary due to your allegiance with the titans." 
"my what?" 


"Yes, you sided with the titans during the last war," Hermes said calmly. 
Luke blinked a few times. Should... should he be with Alcyoneus this time? 
Maybe Hermes could just read his thoughts because his eyes narrowed 
slightly. "But you have since changed your opinions." 


"Did I really, or are you just saying that?" 
"...[ have hope that you have changed your opinions." 


"I wouldn't hope too hard. I just spent a very long time with these assholes," 
Luke said and jerked a thumb over his shoulder. He looked around. Right. 
They were still fighting Alcyoneus, and Luke was just sitting here chatting. 
"But I will forgive you if you keep them all safe for a bit longer," he added. 
Hermes' lips twitched. 


"Very well," he said and nodded. "They say it takes a god and demigod to 
take care of a giant," he mused. Luke rolled his eyes. That would have been 
nice to know before they fought him. He went to complain but fell silent 
when Alcyoneus cried out, and the ground rumbled. 


Huh. Probably not good. 
"What's happening?" Luke said as he held up his sword. Hermes grimaced. 


"Alcyoneus has powers of Hades and Pluto. He could summon souls of 
those killed here," he said darkly and looked around. "I will drag him to the 
border. Be ready," he said and was gone before Luke could even think of a 
response. Well, in that case, he supposed he had to be ready. 


"Uh... guys?" Percy said hesitantly and looked around at the wisps of white 
rising from the snow. "I think they're ghosts! Should I summon a 
hurricane?" he said and flicked his wrist, so the mist around him balled up. 
Annabeth cursed under her breath. 


"That would keep us from fighting too!" 
"Hugo, you're a Pluto kid, right?!" 


"Uh... in theory?" Hugo called as he brought out his scythe, spinning it 
around warily. His eyes zipped around the glacier as he swallowed. Luke 
looked around and decided the best course of action was to help with 
Alcyoneus. If there was no Alcyoneus, then there were no weird ghost- 
shade-things, right? 


His eyes landed on Thanatos. Or he could deal with that instead. Hopping 
over a few bits of ice, Luke stumbled to where the god had been patiently 
watching all of this with no visible reaction. Luke brought out his sword 
and whacked at the chains. Sparks flew, but nothing happened. 


"You will need the fire of life to break them," Thanatos informed him 
casually - as if Luke just has the fire of life (whatever that was) chilling in 
his pocket. He hit the chains again, and someone behind him screamed. 
Luke whipped around. He could see a flurry of lights as well as Alcyoneus - 


who appeared not to bleed ichor, but instead sludgy oil - moving around 
trying to swat Ethan and Annabeth away as Hermes sped around with quick 
bursts to try and drag him out of Alaska. Hugo and Percy were tackling the 
ghosts while... Dom was... 


Dom was probably doing his best. 


"TIl be back whenever he's dead," Luke told Thanatos, and the god only 
hummed with a very polite smile. 


"Perhaps tell the boy to free them," he called as Luke went to race away. He 
dug his feet into the muddied snow beneath him to turn back around. 
Thanatos only looked at him with knowing eyes. "It could maybe free him, 
too." 


Luke didn't have time for this. 


"We are a little busy, so I can't deal with riddles!" Luke shouted, but 
Thanatos didn't respond... which was just rude. They went through all this 
effort to free him, and the guy couldn't even give clear instructions? 
Unbelievable. Huffing, Luke rushed back out to his friends. 


"THANATOS SAYS TO FREE THEM!" he yelled as Jason appeared, 
slashing one of the shades away. He was shivering as he looked around, 
features tense. It was only then that Luke caught the washed-out purple 
color the ghosts were all wearing. 


These had been Camp Jupiter kids. 


"Free who?!" Hugo asked as he slashed a bit and then nicked one of the 
shades. They were sucked into the blade. Hugo flinched. "...sorry," he 
whispered and readjusted himself. 


"The shades don't have minds of their own right now to free," Jason said 
tightly, and his breath hitched. "I think-" he began, and his claws faltered. 
Luke yanked him back just as the shade moved forward to attack him. They 
both crashed to the ground. Jason breathed heavily. 


"What are you doing?!" 


"I'm sorry!" Jason said and hit the ground. "I- not all of these are old deaths. 
I keep looking to make sure Reyna isn't here," he muttered, and his eyes 
moved around desperately at the dead kids. Luke grimaced. 


"If you see her, you can't stop fighting like that," he said, heaving Jason up. 
"Take a breather," he said and shoved him behind him. Percy hadn't quite 
summoned a hurricane, but he brought wind and rain to them to push the 
shades back as they closed in. Annabeth and Ethan had somehow managed 
to move Alcyoneus further to the lines. Maybe Luke should go with his 
original plan to help them- 


Hugo stopped fighting. 


"HEY!" Percy shouted and looked around. The shades had made a complete 
circle around them now. There was enough to maybe fill a football stadium. 
Grabbing Jason again, Luke held up his sword as Percy tried to snap Hugo 
back into it. "Hugo!" 


"I know what to do," he said and flipped his scythe around. "You guys trust 
me, right?" 


"Yes l W 
"Sort of!" 


"Don't really have much of a choice," Luke called, "Whatever you're 
thinking - just do it!" 


Word of advice: Don't say that to teenagers. Just don't. 


Hugo's following action was to turn his scythe around and slit his hand with 
it... because obviously, that was the plan. Luke watched as his blood 
trickled down his hand and onto the blackened blade. It was a miracle his 
own soul wasn't sucked into it. Hugo closed his eyes - muttering something 
to himself, and then wiped the remainder of the blood on the scythe. 


Nothing happened. 


Why would it? Luke expected so little out of everything and everyone and 
yet... he was still constantly disappointed. He opened his mouth to come up 
with plan number...what was it? Eighty-nine? Ninety? Whichever, when 
suddenly there were a good hundred people there. 


Now, this was a little confusing. Because one second, Luke was preparing 
for his not-death (hey, Thanatos) from all these shades and the next? Well, 
the next there were more shades... except these ones were fighting for 
them? 


"How...?" 


"I let them out of the scythe," Hugo said, staring down at the blade and then 
the souls surrounding them. "These... this is everyone I've killed," he said, 
voice catching. Luke turned to survey the damage. 


The good news was that they now vastly outnumbered the shades. The bad 
news? Hugo had killed a fuck ton of people. 


"Oh," he said and nodded. "That's, uh, nice...." 


"I killed them. Why are they fighting for me?" Hugo asked and then turned 
to watch as a couple souls fight off some of Alcyoneus' shades. When they 
touched, it was almost as if the shades were jolted from some form of 
possession. Luke realized they were being released from Alcyoneus' 
control. 


"We'll figure it out later," Luke said and grabbed Percy's arm to pull him 
over. "We need to help get rid of our new friend over there," he said as he 
looked to where Hermes was still helping the others. Dom had made a 
reappearance and was throwing his spear with incredible precision at one of 
Alcyoneus' eyes. 


"Welcome to the party!" Annabeth greeted and threw him a golden cord. 
"Start pulling!" 


Where had she gotten that? He didn't have time to ask. All Luke could do 
was listen and start yanking at the cord that he now realized was tied around 


Alcyoneus' ankles. He yanked hard, jerking his head so that Dom would 
come over and help him pull. Percy whispered something to Jason and 
nodded. 


"WE'RE SENDING WINDS!" Jason yelled, and with an invisible pull of 
his hands, winds came over, toppling Alcyoneus slightly. Percy held up his 
hands as well, sending some sort of hurricane near them. Amazingly, he 
somehow managed to protect them from the storm as the wind blew harder 
and harder. Alcyoneus shrieked, but his yells were cut off by Hermes finally 
pushing, and a loud crash rumbling as Alcyoneus fell across the border into 
Canada. Annabeth sprinted up high into the air with a battle cry. There was 
a bewildering moment where Luke could have sworn she crackled with an 
arc of energy as she pierced her knife into his back. At the same time, Hugo 
held his scythe like an executioner and swung at his neck. 


Everything turned to gold. 


There was a god-awful moment where Luke worried he had somehow 
evolved like a freaking Pokémon, but when the light died down... there was 
only a pile of rocks left behind. Luke stared at it and collapsed. Thank the 
gods. Enough. He has had enough. A shimmering light floated above him, 
and Luke just knew if he opened his eyes that he would see a god. 


"Not quite time to rest yet," Hermes said, and Luke cracked open an eye. 
His smile was warm as he held out a hand. "But you've done well. Thanatos 
still needs to be freed and without him Alcyoneus will reform soon," he 
said. 


"Hm," Luke agreed and looked around. "IS EVERYONE OKAY?!" he 
shouted, and weak yells followed. "ANNABETH?!" 


"Yes l W 
"Ethan?" 
"Emotionally? No-" 


"Percy and Hugo?" 


"Barely." 

"I'm a serial killer. What do you think?" 
"Jason?" 

"I hate you." 

"Dom?" 

"I can't feel my toes." 

Eh, he was fine. Luke turned back to Hermes. 


"You wouldn't happen to have any fire of life, would you?" he asked, and 
Hermes shook his head. Worth a shot. "Thanks for your help," he added 
with a nod towards the pile of rocks. Hermes glanced over with a frown. 
When he opened his mouth, there was a loud bang, and Luke whipped 
around to see black smoke billowing up. Hermes - Mercury? Whoever. He 
stared at the explosion - reaching a hand out to keep Luke still with the 
shaking ground. The others all jerked up. 


"I guess it's time," Hermes said, expression darkening. Luke frowned. "I 
cannot stay. You must be careful here. You are about to meet... someone. 
She is on your side, but she is not your friend. Don't trust her. Don't let your 
guard down. And above all else..." he trailed off and then looked over his 
shoulder at where the others were scrambling up. His eyes landed on Dom. 
"Give her what she wants." 


"What does she want?" Luke asked, but when he turned back around, 
Hermes' expression had shifted into something of regret. He swallowed and 
put both hands on Luke's shoulders. "This is the first I think we've spoken 
without your ire. I'm sure it will return when your memories are intact," he 
said - almost a little wistfully. 


"I hated my own father?" 


"It is more common than you think," Hermes said with a weak smile. "And 
I do wish for you to know..." he trailed off, and another explosion appeared 


from somewhere to their right. 


"WHAT IS THAT?!" Ethan shouted, and Hugo stood up slowly, a frown 
touching his features as he looked out at the new round of smoke rising. 
The hand on Luke's shoulder tightened. 


"I am sorry," Hermes said, almost a little desperately. "I've wronged you 
and... perhaps others," he said and swallowed. Luke tilted his head. "I hope 
when we see each other again, you'll forgive me,” he added quietly. Luke 
reached up to his shoulder, putting his hand on top of Hermes' with a nod. 


"Thank you for being here." 
Hermes smiled, and just like that... he was gone. 


Another explosion shook them, and this time it was bigger than the 
following two. Snow was beginning to break off mountains, tumbling to the 
ground in the distance. Ethan got up to move towards it, only for a snap to 
follow three steps into the snow. He screamed. 


"Ethan!" Percy shouted and rushed over, but another snap followed, and 
Percy's body jerked - almost like someone had grabbed his leg and jerked 
him back. He looked down and tugged with a slight frown. 


"Nobody move!" Annabeth shouted and held out her hands. "There are bear 
traps," she said and looked at Percy with concern as he shook his head. 


"No..." he managed and put his hand on the snow, so the ground melted. 
More traps revealed themselves hidden in the snow - only they weren't steel 
or iron, but celestial bronze. "They're demigod traps," he said, looking 
down at his leg trapped between spokes in his calf. It didn’t pierce Percy’s 
skin like it should, but it was keeping him still for now. 


"What giant uses-" Jason began, tiptoeing around the traps only for an 
arrow to sink into his back. There was a moment of raw fear in which Luke 
was about to catapult himself over to him before remembering Jason's curse 
and Thanatos still in chains. The relief was only a few minutes, though, 
because, at the tail-end of the arrow, a piece of rope magically came out and 


dug into the ground as if keeping Jason in place. "What the Hell?" he asked 
and reached back to pull out the arrow. He flinched, but it didn't move. He 
tugged again. "It's stuck," he muttered and yanked harder with a slight gasp 
of pain. "I can't even move!" he hissed and went to cut the rope holding him 
to the ground with his claws, but it didn't slice through. 


Annabeth raised her shield. It was only her, Hugo, Luke, and Dom left. 
Where were Nico and Castor? They said they were coming back! Luke was 
about to complain more when the glass orb suddenly rose, shaking 
violently. 


Um, that wasn't good. Luke went to step away, but right then, it exploded - 
releasing the silver inside all over them. Luke's vision went blurry as he 
stumbled back. Another arrow came - catching Hugo's arm before also 
pinning him to the ground. 


Alright, so... Annabeth, Luke, and Dom were left... though all seemed 
fairly incapacitated by the silver dust. 


"ARE YOU GOING TO HIDE OR COME OUT AND FIGHT?!" Annabeth 
said and coughed as she tried to walk forward. An arrow came for her, but 
she blocked it. Luke readied himself and, when he caught sight of three 
glimmers in the distance, dodged. He had always been fast. Was that 
Hermes thing? 


Strangely enough, Dom was left alone. 


"I've always been so fond of traps," a voice called, and Luke frowned as he 
looked up. "And you are all so... gullible. It almost makes up for how much 
you outnumber me," she called, and there was a bolt of lightning that Luke 
barely dodged. Unfortunately for him, his quick movements and addled 
mind put him in one of the remaining traps. There was a sharp pain as he 
fell to the ground - arm catching in one so that the blades went into his 
bicep. He gritted his teeth to keep from screaming. 


"Luke!" Annabeth called, sounding dizzy and weak, but her attention was 
stolen by someone crashing to the ground from where the clouds were high 
above them. 


Luke gritted his teeth from the pain and looked up. In front of them was a... 
girl? Yes, definitely a girl. The one from before - with the dark blue cloak. 
She pushed back the hood to reveal vividly blue eyes. Her hair was loose - a 
dark brown that was tangled caught with leaves. Dirt and blood smudged 
her face as she looked around. The others all paused as she quietly looked 
them over. Shock settled over them - it hadn't been an overly dramatic 
entrance (aside from perhaps the gruesome traps) - but something about it 
was unsettling nevertheless. 


"Who the Hell are you?" Annabeth asked, bringing out her knife. The girl 
didn't pay her much attention as her eyes wandered over all of them. 


"A friend," the girl said softly and looked Annabeth up and down. Her 
voice stirred Hugo, who blinked up a few times at the sound before jerking 
up suddenly from where he was about a foot away from her. 


"You," he said, and the girl tilted her head. "I know you-" 


The girl ignored him and instead reached behind her and pulled out an 
arrow from her quiver, and went forward to plunge it into Annabeth. There 
was a soft gasp as Annabeth blocked it - stepped to the side. The girl kicked 
her back, and Annabeth had to do some kind of yoga move to avoid being 
pushed into another trap. She stumbled, trying to shake her head clear of 
whatever that silver dust. 


"You're going to be a problem," she muttered, glowering at Annabeth. 
"Don't worry. I have a deal for you," she said and lowered the arrow. 
Annabeth hesitated. "Your friends are in metal traps. If I bring down a 
lightning bolt, they won't die, but it will be very, very painful," she said 
quietly. Annabeth swallowed. "But we can be friends, right?" the girl asked 
and lowered the arrow in one hand and relaxed the grip on her sword on the 
other. 


"That depends on you," Annabeth said slowly and blinked a few times, 
coughing some more. Then she slowly lowered her weapons. Hugo sat up. 


"Annabeth, don't-" 


The girl moved so fast that Luke almost didn't see it. One second, Annabeth 
was lowering her guard, and the second, the girl had plunged her arrow into 
her shoulder, tethering her in place. 


"Even smart girls can be too trusting," the girl said with a snort as Annabeth 
gasped and gripped at the arrow now firmly planted in her arm. "Honor 
doesn't always get you a round of applause, sweetheart," she said and 
kicked Annabeth's blade away from her. "Then again, you are all massively 
drugged, so... maybe I'm being too harsh," she clicked her tongue and 
skipped over to Percy. 


"What...do... you.... want?" he gritted out, trying valiantly to tear open the 
trap with his bare hands. The girl scoffed. 


"You know, we met once," she said and reached down to undo Percy's 
armor. He tried to jerk away, but he must have been affected by whatever 
she drugged them with because he didn't even land a hit when he lashed 
back. "Very briefly, but I saw how powerful you were. I knew you would be 
a problem for me later on," she said and stood up, pressing her foot around 
Percy's back. "Luckily for me, all I had to do was follow you, and I got a 
firsthand look at where your Achilles' Heel is," she said and felt around 
with the tips of her feet. 


"What are you talking about?" Percy hissed and then gasped when she 
brushed his lower back. 


"There it is," the girl said, ignoring Annabeth yelling Percy's name. "I also 
knew your sister," she added and stomped down. Hard. Percy cried out in 
pain before going completely still. Luke's heart stopped. "She was a bitch." 


"What did you do to him?!" 


"Calm down. He's just paralyzed. Give him a couple hours, and he'll be 
fine," the girl scoffed and hummed merrily as she drifted away from Percy 
to examine the rest of them. "He was really the only one I was worried 
about. Thank you, by the way, for finding that for me," she added to where 
Dom still hadn't fucking moved. 


"What do you want?" Ethan snapped at her venomously. The girl shrugged. 


"I'm here for him," she said with her eyes falling to Dom. Luke grimaced. 
Of course, it was when they were this close to finishing their quest that a 
random girl was going to drop from the sky to demand his attention. 


"Don't!" Hugo hissed and jerked up, shaking his head clear. Luke admired 
him for even trying to move. He felt too dizzy and tired to attempt it 
himself. The girl turned to him. Her eyes hardened. 


"Don't start," she said and tilted her head. "You deserve this. I told you that 
if you left our hideout that Hera would snatch your dumbass," she said and 
walked over to stand over him. Our hideout? Luke knew that should be 
important, but his mind was still lagging. Hugo looked up at her slowly - a 
strange glint in his eyes. "You and Evelyn have always been shitty 
listeners," she whispered and turned her attention to Dom. 


"And you. You know, I almost let you free Thanatos first, but then we might 
risk you dying, and... that would be super unfortunate,” she told him, and 
Dom took a step back. Why was he just standing there? The girl smiled and 
brought her sword out to touch Dom's chin. "Remember me?" she asked, 
raising a brow. Dom took a shuddering breath. "I believe the last time we 
met, I gave you those pretty scars," she smiled and ran the sword down 
Dom's shirt, outlining the purple streaks of lightning scarring Dom's chest. 
She leaned forward. "I'm here to finish the job." 


"Vera, stop," Hugo said, and her eyes darted back to him. Luke spluttered as 
the pieces from earlier finally snapped into place. 


"You know her?!" 


"I... think so," Hugo muttered and then nodded. "I do know her," he said 
with more certainty. The girl rolled her eyes and tucked her weapon away 
instead bringing out a... hammer? Luke felt a wave of apprehension at the 
action. Vera whistled, and Dom - for whatever freaking reason - took a step 
forward and paused. Then actually went to her. "What are you doing?" Luke 
asked, and Vera snorted. 


"You really are pathetic," she told him and grabbed Dom's wrist. "I almost 
kill you once, and suddenly you're my bitch? Have to love the irony," she 
and Dom tried to jerk away, which was stupid considering he went right to 
her. Hugo raised his hand but frowned when nothing happened. "Oh, yeah," 
Vera added conversationally as she brought out a pair of golden cuffs and 
slapped them on Dom's wrist. "I robbed Hepheastus' forge - or a couple of 
them. Got myself some fun goodies. It's the same place I got the orb. The 
metal drains your powers. They'll come back when I free you," she said and 
tilted her head to study Percy for a moment. "... he's really fallen, hasn't 
he?" she asked softly. "Fighting Hyperion, Atlas, Kronos - even Zeus - and 
up here...." 


What? 
Dom's whimper redirected her attention. 


"I'm not what you think I am," he whispered, voice cracking. "Please... I'll 
do whatever you say. Just... please, listen to me. I'm not him. I swear. I'll 
cooperate, see? [-" 


"I don't know what's going on," Luke interrupted and looked around, trying 
to gauge the best way to disarm her or at least free himself now that his 
mind was starting to clear. "But you need to release him. Now." 


"Or what?" the girl asked, raising an eyebrow. "You'll kill me?" she snorted. 
"I have a job to do here. Don't get in my way," she told him and then looked 
at Dom with a cold smile. "As for you... tell me what I need to know, and 
I'll maybe make your life a little less miserable," she said. Hugo yanked the 
chain around his neck as he struggled against his bindings, pulling out his 
scythe. 


"Vera," he warned sharply and held it out despite being held back by the 
arrow. "Let him go." 


Vera eyed the stygian iron... then Hugo. There wasn't a hint of fear in her 
eyes. She whistled again, and the arrow zipped from the ground, releasing 
him. Thank the gods. Someone with a backbone... though Luke was a little 
nervous about why she was so at ease with freeing him. 


"Do it," she said, and when Hugo clenched his jaw, she rolled her eyes. 
"You're bluffing. As always," she said and tapped her temple with the 
hammer. "My memory is still intact," she told him and tossed her hair over 
his shoulder. "Which reminds me, actually," she said and dug into her 
pocket. After a few seconds, she tossed a vial towards him. 


"What's this?" 


"Gorgon blood. It's a super convenient way to regain your memory," Vera 
told him with a shrug. Hugo stared at her - askance touching his features. 
Vera didn't seem to mind. "Drink it or don't. I don't particularly care," she 
said and went back to her hammer and Dom's hands pinned to the rock in 
front of them. "You have to," she told Dom and slammed a second one from 
her pocket onto the rock. Dom's eyes widened. "I need your memory back - 
there's no use in getting revenge on someone who doesn't remember what 
they did," she said and nodded at the vial. "Drink it. I only managed to get 
two," she said. Dom didn't move. "I thought you said you would do 
anything I asked." 


"T- I don't...."" Dom stuttered out and then shook his head. "I don't think I 
want to remember," he whispered. Vera sighed. 


"I don't care. Drink it, or I will break one of your hands," she said and held 
up the hammer again. Hugo's nostrils flared. 


"You're bluffing,” he spat back at her, still clutching his own vial of gorgon 
blood in his hand. Luke inwardly groaned. He was pretty sure she was 
bluffing too, but you shouldn't say- 


There was a crack as Vera slammed the hammer down and a horrible 
second of silence before Dom screamed. She brought the hammer up, 
letting them get a good view of the shattered bones and skin already turning 
black and blue under the blood. Hugo raised his hands, but Vera raised the 
hammer again. 


"I wouldn't,” she cut him off. "You can try your powers, but keep in mind... 
I know you, but you don't know me. For all you know, I can be immune to 
your little Hades' tricks," she said and wiggled the hammer. "And if you're 


wrong... well," she said and fixed them all with a bemused look. "I think 
we've established that I don't bluff." 


"What do you want?" Ethan whispered - watching in horror as Dom 
practically collapsed to his knees at the pain. Vera's hand was still pinning 
his wrist down, ready to strike at a moment's notice. Luke tried to keep 
calm. He could figure this out. She knew them, but they didn't know her... 
what did that mean? And how well did she really know any of them? 


"From you?" Vera asked and shrugged. "Nothing. You are all useless," she 
said and glowered at Hugo. "Or traitors." 


"And Dom?" Luke asked, trying to keep his voice even. Vera's eyes flicked 
over him before she nodded. 


"That's between him and me," she said and grabbed the back of Dom's hair. 
"You're very unlucky that you can't die right now," she told him and pressed 
down into his hand. Ethan flinched and looked away as Dom cried out. "But 
you'll be even more unlucky if you don't drink the damn blood-” 


"He didn't do anything-" 


"What the fuck do you know?" Vera interrupted, "None of you can even 
remember your last names," she said and then eyed Hugo. "Though... now 
that we're there...is there anyone you want to see die?" she asked, eyes 
glittering. 


Hugo stiffened. 
"Please don't," he whispered and stepped back. "Vera, look-" 


"Annabeth Chase," she said simply. Annabeth jerked up at the name right as 
Hugo collapsed with a yelp. He gasped as he sat up, shaking. "Who's next?" 
she asked. "Maybe Luke..." she started, and Hugo quickly shook his head. 
"Then don't push me," she told him and pursed her lips. "I should have 
known you would leave," she added to him coldly. "You and fucking 
Evelyn. I've never seen a more codependent couple. It's pathetic, honestly," 
she said. Hugo glowered back. 


"Don't lash out just because-" 


"Because of what? What?!" she hissed and gripped the hammer in her hand. 
"You betrayed me! Not the other way around. I'm here cleaning up her mess 
that you've made worse alone. Again. Because neither of you listen, and 
neither of you are capable of doing anything other than being manipulated 
by your own goddamn morality and emotions to get shit done!" she said 
and took a long breath. Hugo swallowed. "But don't worry. I'll fix it. Kronos 
may have brought me back to life, but I'm not serving anyone this time. So 
either you shut up, and he drinks the damn blood, or I break another hand," 
she said firmly. 


This wasn't going well. 


"What did he even do to you?" Luke tried, mind swirling through all the 
possibilities. "He's a kid-" 


"No, he's not," Vera said and then frowned. "Do you... you don't know?" 
she asked and then turned to look at Annabeth. "Oh, you've suspected, I 
bet," she breathed out and then turned to Jason. "I'm disappointed in you, 
though," she told him, and Dom shook his head. 


"No. No, I'm not. I'm really not-" 


"Is this about him being Domitian?" Luke asked, and Dom flinched. "And 
you want revenge? That was hundreds of years ago! How old are you?" 


Vera stared at him. 


"Domitian?" she repeated slowly and then blinked. "Domitian... Minerva's 
pet? I- oh, my fucking gods," she said and lowered her hammer. "You... 
wow, they really.... really fucked you over, huh? Did you really believe 
that?" she asked, turning to Dom. "I mean, when I saw you, I knew, but... 
even your name?" she asked with a scoff. "Amazing. Athena named you 
after the emperor who rose her to power. She made you think you were her 
biggest advocate," she said and shook her head. "I've never liked Athena all 
that much, but damn. That's some next-level cruelty," she said with an 
approving nod. 


"What are you talking about?" 


"And how do you like your eyes?" Vera asked, ignoring the rest of them 
completely. "I knew Hera would disguise you, but she must not love you as 
much as she says she does to give you Kronos' eyes," she said and tapped 
the hammer under Dom's chin again. "How does it feel to look in the mirror 
and see your father looking back at you?" she asked. Dom only kept 
shaking his head repeatedly. Luke felt a sinking sensation in his stomach. 
No. It was impossible. "I know I always hated when I looked at my 
reflection and saw you." 


Impossible. 


Jason was the one that seemed to register the words first. It was Ethan who 
spoke, though. 


"Wait," he said and stopped struggling to undo the trap around his leg. 
"You... don't mean...?" 


"No!" Dom said, voice rising. "I'm not! I swear, she's lying! Ethan, please. I 
can't be-" 


"You," Jason said, and Vera whistled so that his arrow also fell away. Jason 
stood up, and Dom somehow went paler. He kept shaking his head. Damnit. 


"Jason, wait," Luke interjected, and Jason brought out his claws. He was so 
annoyed. All he had wanted was his name to be cleared. Figures that this 
would be how that went down. Jason paused, but his eyes stayed on Dom. 
"We don't know anything for sure." 


"Oh, I do," Vera said and tapped her sword against Dom. "Come on, Jason. 
It's a family reunion. Come say hi to Dad," she said, voice mocking. Luke 
gave a frustrated grunt and tried to yank his leg out of the trap. Nothing. 
Fuck. 


"Wait-" Hugo began, but Vera raised her sword in a warning. He looked like 
he might have done more, but Hugo's mouth suddenly snapped shut with 
alarm. Vera frowned at him before going rigid herself. 


"A family reunion?" someone said, and Luke realized someone was behind 
her. Did Castor and Nico finally come back? He tried to sit up, but he 
couldn't see. That definitely didn't sound like them. "And nobody invited 
me?" 


..though he did recognize the voice. He blinked a few times, memories 
swirling dangerously as they tried and failed to form. 


"Hi," the person said, and Vera turned to reveal a girl standing with a spear 
out. "Nico's boss sent me. I don't have much time before I have to get 
Thanatos out of here and head on back here to the Underworld," the 
newcomer said, and Luke's heart stuttered. He definitely knew this person. 


"You're a Hades kid?" Vera asked, and the girl laughed. Luke sat up, trying 
in vain to see her more clearly. 


"Nope. The name is Thalia Grace, and I would appreciate it if you released 
my friends and stopped trying to get my brother to torture our father." 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Okay, this is a call out for Crystal, chilledicecubes, and Toy (who was 
also I think was the same person in the SoSF groupchat?) who all 
figured out Zeus was Dom. Y'all had me SWEATING. I was sitting 
there like 'shhhhhhhh' the whole time. Especially in that groupchat. I 
was there like ‘hmmm interesting’ but in reality I was terrified lol. 


Anywho - DON'T PANIC! I know y'all are already losing it. Allow me 
to provide reassurances. If your questions are along the lines of: 


Where did Nico go? What's up with the Underworld? Is Dom really 
Zeus? Why does Vera really want him? Just revenge or something 
else? What's Thalia doing here? Is she staying? Don't worry! These 
will all be answered in the next chapter... then I can throw new 
questions at you lol. 


Also, Thanatos is getting freed next chapter, so you know what that 
means... Hope there isn't anyone you're super attached to lol. 


5. Part 1 - Jason 


Notes for the Chapter: 


ALRIGHT! Are you ready to be angry with me? Bc I’m about to piss 
everyone off. From the bottom of my heart...whoops? 


Also, if you're one of those people who needs the spoilers before 
reading... check the bottom A/N and follow the link. No, I will not be 
explaining more than that. 


Jason was fourteen the first time he had met his father. 


In retrospect, he wasn’t sure what he had anticipated from the interaction. 
He had stood before a council of gods and just... wondered. It was strange, 
having grown up among wolves, to see how gods lived. There was more 
overlap than one would think. A fierceness and danger about them... some 
sort of desperate need for survival. 


It had struck him as peculiar. Gods? Needing to survive? What sort of 
existential fear did they have? It had only occurred to him much, much 
later... that humans and gods had much more in common than either party 
had with demigods. Humans and gods understood their existence in the 
same way. Neither knew where they came from, and neither knew where 
they were going. 


A few lucky humans might see through the mist and get their answers. They 
could maybe grab onto a faith and find truth within that. Jason wondered if 
the gods had faith in anything for when they faded or entered the abyss of 
chaos. What did they think happened after? 


He had asked Juno one of the last times they had seen one another if she 
had ever thought about such things. 


“T have,” she said, picking flowers from a bush and cupping them into her 
hands. When she opened them, a bird flew out. “Once. I was hanging over 
the void of chaos... waiting to see if my husband would let me fall,” she 


said and turned to him, eyes thoughtful. Jason absently picked a flower 
from the bush and tore the petals, waiting for the answer patiently. “I 
remember... pain and fear and..." she pursed her lips as she mulled over her 
next words. “A question.” 


“A question?” 


“Hm,” she nodded and sat down on the grass, gesturing him closer. “Not 
about what would happen next - I don’t think I could bear to ask myself 
such a thing,” she said with a shudder. Jason felt a stab of resentment 
towards his father for having ever put her through such an ordeal. “But 
whether it would have been worth it,” she said thoughtfully. “The answer 
was no, of course, but I found myself wondering... I led a rebellion to get 
my husband off the throne. Would it have been worth it if I had succeeded?” 
she asked and smoothed out her skirts. “Humans constantly die for their 
various causes. I imagine they ask themselves this often... they really are 
such brave creatures, aren’t they? More so than any of us,” she said. 


Jason bristled, straightening up. 
“Pm brave.” 
Juno chuckled and leaned forward to tap his chin. 


“The bravest,” she agreed and ran a thumb over his cheek. “But it is a 
different kind of bravery. An inevitable one,” she said softly and let her 
hand fall away. “I fear you will have it as well when all of this is said and 
done.” 


“You think?” Jason asked skeptically. Sure, Jason didn’t know when he 
would die - or how. He didn’t know what horrible tragedies would befall 
him in this life, but he did know he would end up in the Underworld and 
probably Elysium. He would still exist. It was more than he could say for 
the gods. “How?” 


Juno pursed her lips. 


“You should get back to Lupa soon,” she said and tucked a strand of hair 
behind his ear. Jason wanted to argue but kept quiet. Instead, he looked 
around the garden they were sat in and shuddered, thinking of the one he 
had escaped. 


“Would he really have done it?” he asked. Juno looked at him 
questioningly. “Turned me into a plant?” he asked. Her expression cleared. 
She reached forward and grabbed his arm, revealing the red dot in the 
middle. It twinged a bit but otherwise didn’t quite hurt. 


“Yes,” she said and ran her thumb over the marking. “Apollo and Diana... 
they got you out of the garden?” she asked. He nodded and watched as she 
sighed and let go of him. Jason waited for her to find whatever words she 
was looking for. “I want you to listen to me,” she said and moved away 
slightly. Jason waited. “You... you are...” she began and looked at him for 
a long couple of moments. “Your mother gave you to me long ago. I 
worked to hide you. To protect you. To have Lupa keep you and make you 
strong,” she said and bit her lip. “I am so sorry.” 


“I don’t mind being protected and strong,” Jason said lightly. Juno didn’t 
smile back. 


“Jason,” she began and then closed her eyes. “A long time ago, children of 
the gods were turned into plants for... as a kindness. Jupiter, Pluto, and 
Neptune were allowed to save one child each when a horrible, horrible 
disease came over their children,” she explained and wrung her hands. 
Jason’s brows came together. “Pluto and Neptune chose their children, but 
your father did not. Then... many years later, a girl came along... Thalia...” 
she said slowly, watching his face. Jason waited. When he didn’t react, Juno 
relaxed. “She was injured, and your father decided to save her. It was 
allowed since he hadn’t initially chosen a child to save,” she explained. 


“That was nice of him,” he said, and Juno smiled weakly. 


“They saved them by turning them into plants, Jason,” she said softly. He 
stiffened. “And the disease is the one on your arm,” she told him. Ah. He 
looked down and nodded. Right. 


“So he was trying to save me?” he asked, unimpressed. Juno’s breath 
caught. “How kind,” he muttered and shook his head. “He already saved the 
Thalia girl anyway. Why bother with me?” he asked. Juno looked away. 
When she spoke again, her voice was careful. 


“Because, technically, your mother offered you to me. You are my child as 
well as his... and I never choose anyone to save,” she said. Her eyes slowly 
rose to meet his. Jason stared back - processing what that could mean. His 
eyes fell to his arm and then to her. It was... strange... now that he thought 
about it... Apollo and Diana helped him escape, but if... if Juno... knew... 
then... 


Sharp betrayal shot down his chest. 


“You,” he said, and he pulled away. His skin prickled - a coldness spreading 
through him as he moved back. “You told him to put me in there-” 


“He would have killed you-” 


“You would have me turned into a-a - tree? A flower? A bush?” he 
demanded and scrambled up. Juno sighed. “How could you ask that?” he 
demanded, and Juno closed her eyes. “After all I’ve done? How long have I 
tried to get the approval of every god out there? Reyna and I have done 
everything you’ve asked - for everyone! All so you can throw me in some 
garden?!” he shouted. 


“Tf you don’t agree, then he will try and kill you, Jason.” 


“No. No, I’m not going to agree to that,” he said and shook his head. “How 
can you agree to that?” he asked her. Juno’s expression darkened. “I won’t 
do it-” 


“You would come back in time. You’d be happy and healthy, and the world 
would be ready for you-” 


“That isn’t how this works,” Jason cut her off. “No. No, I- no. How-?” he 
asked, struggling for any words at all. Juno stood up, looking regretful as 


she studied him. “Why aren’t you with Apollo and Diana?” he asked. She 
said nothing. “Pll join them. Pll help overthrow him. You can join us-” 


“T cannot do that.” 
“You did it before!” 
“T will not do it again.” 


“Was that the answer to your question?” Jason asked her and Juno only 
looked at him. “As you contemplated your death that he would have caused 
- did you decide it wouldn't be worth it if you had overthrown him?” he 
asked and waited. She didn’t answer. Wouldn’t. He scoffed. “And to think 
you lecture me on bravery,” he said softly and shook his head. Juno's eyes 
studied him warily. There was no anger there, strangely enough. Only 
exhaustion. 


“Tt is more difficult to be brave when the threat is to... something of higher 
value,” she said softly. Jason closed his eyes. 


Gods and wolves had aspects in common, but they differed in the important 
ones. It was a lesson he never forgot. Especially not during the war when he 
got the curse from Apollo and not when his father really did try to kill him. 


And not now. As he stood in front of this trembling little mortal and was 
expected to see a fallen king. 


And, look, Jason didn’t think he was too out of line to say he had no idea 
what was going on. All his life, it had been ‘no, Jason, you don’t have 
siblings because your father produces dangerous children’ and ‘even if you 
had siblings, they might not live long’ or whatever. Except now, these two 
random girls popped up and said they were his sisters. 


Also, this gangly motherfucker crying like a bitch was his father? Ha. 
Right. Lupa would have torn his throat out if she had seen that. 


He thought again to that day in the council room. To the unnaturally blue 
eyes that stared callously at him despite the congratulations on all of his 


achievements. Dom had no such stoicism to him now... Jason felt like he 
had it himself, though. He wondered if his stare was nearly as intimidating 
to Dom as his father’s had been to him that day. 


“Grace?” Jason asked, looking the newest girl up and down. That was a 
little weird. Why would they have the same last name? The girl’s eyes 
snapped to him - studying him with an intense look that he couldn’t quite 
decipher. Her lips pursed as she looked back to Vera and then Dom. 


“Hi, Jason,” she said quietly. He tilted his head. She... well, he couldn’t 
quite put his finger on it. There was something oddly familiar? Not 
anything he could name, but a... something. “I knew you were alive,” she 
murmured, though it sounded more to herself than him. 


Vera looked between them - clearly bewildered. 


“Your memory is gone too?” she asked the girl, and Jason shook his head 
slowly. The girl - Thalia - smiled tightly. “I don’t understand,” Vera said 
carefully, and Jason brought out his claws as he also tried to understand. 


“My memory is fine,” Thalia said and looked at Dom warily. “What’s with 
the handcuffs?” she asked. Vera shrugged. 


“Just to keep him from running away,” she said as Dom continued to fiddle 
with the chains. “I have the key, and the further he gets from the key, the 
tighter they get. If he gets far enough away from me, then his hands fall 
off,” she said and fixed Dom with a cold smile. “You gave me them for my 
fourteenth birthday, remember?” she asked, and Jason blinked. 


“He gave you a present?” Jason asked - a little offended. Luke cleared his 
throat from where he was still caught in Vera’s trap. 


“He gave her a torture device, Jason. Why would you even need that?” he 
asked. Vera tilted her head. 


“What do you mean?” she said and pointed at Dom. “I need it for this.” 


“And to keep Nora Marwick from stealing her sword back,” Hugo said. 
Vera rolled her eyes. 


“If she was worthy of the sword, she shouldn’t have let me take it. I can’t 
help that she was a little - oh, you drank it!” she cut herself off, noticing the 
empty vial in Hugo’s hands. He tossed it back to her. “Are your memories 
coming back?” she asked. Hugo shrugged. 


“In pieces,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “I don’t think they’ Il 
all be there for a while,” he said. Vera’s expression fell a bit at that, but she 
brushed it off quickly. “I don’t remember you,” he added to Thalia. 


“We’ve never met,” Thalia told him and looked around. “Alright, here’s 
what we’re going to do. Everyone is going to be released from these traps, 
we’re going to check on Percy because he looks dead, and we’re going to 
discuss this calmly like adults,’ she informed them all and lowered her 
spear. Vera raised an eyebrow before looking around. 


“Sure...” she said and pointed between Thalia and Jason. “And, um, what’s 
the relationship here?” she asked. Jason tilted his head. That was an 
excellent question. He had no idea. Thalia’s face flickered over a few 
expressions before settling into something guarded. She looked over at 
where Luke was staring at her with an intensity Jason had never seen on 
him before. Then Annabeth. Finally, she turned to Jason. 


“Your mother’s name was Beryl Grace,” she said quietly, and Jason nodded 
slowly. He had only ever heard his mortal mother’s name once or twice, but 
that seemed right. “I’m her daughter... and Zeus’ daughter,” she said 
gently. Jason frowned. 


“You mean Jupiter’s?” 


“No,” she said softly. “Zeus’. I’m Greek,” she said, though it was said so 
dismissively that Jason was pretty sure that part didn’t matter to her. She 
seemed more focused on her mother. Their mother. They... had the same 
mother. The same... Jason’s lips pressed together. He could hear whispers 
among the others - Luke trying to quietly explain who was Greek and who 
was Roman. Maybe that should be a bigger deal to him, but Jason wasn’t 


sure he cared. It at least explained their weird inconsistency with Letus. 
Jason had just decided to let them call the guy Thanatos and move on long 
ago. There was no reason to correct them when they all went hive-mind on 
the matter... maybe that was why they kept switching the names of the 
other gods, too. 


Huh. They were Greek. Jason had just thought they were dumb. Good for 
them. 


“Jason?” Thalia asked, looking anxious. His eyes snapped back to her. He 
tried to think of something to say. Honestly, he didn’t know what to make of 
any of this. 


“Did you know me? Before?” he asked, and Thalia nodded. “And... you 
brought me to Lupa?” 


“No! No, I - I didn’t do that,” she said quickly and closed her eyes. “I 
would never do that. Our mom did, and I looked for you, but...” she trailed 
off, and Jason tilted his head a bit. He knew now wasn’t the time for an 
interrogation, but he was a little confused about how this all came together. 
This was his sister... his full-blooded sister? He supposed that shouldn’t 
matter, but the idea she knew him as a baby was a little weird - especially 
given that they looked around the same age. 


Vera lightly shrugged Thalia off, warily stepping away from Dom. 


“You... are children of Zeus?” she asked and then shook her head. “I mean, 
I knew he was, but...” she pursed her lips. Thalia shrugged. “Huh,” she said 
and smiled a little. “It’s been a while since I’ve had any brothers or sisters,” 
she said and put her hands on her hips. “Are you not down to torture Dad?” 
she asked, jerking her head to Dom. He was still trying to get out of the 
cuffs Vera had put him, looking more and more desperate as Ethan watched 
with uncertain eyes. 


“Torture?” Thalia repeated, forcing her gaze off of Jason. “Or kill?” 


Vera snorted. 


“Pm not going to kill him,” she said and crossed her heart. “No, we can’t 
kill him-” 


“After Thanatos-” 


“No, I don’t mean logistically. I mean that we will lose our powers if he’s 
dead,” Vera cut in. Jason blinked. Wait. What? He felt a stirring in his 
stomach - almost as if his powers had decided to answer for him. Thalia 
hesitated. 


“What?” 


“Whoever has the Master Bolt holds the bulk of the sky’s powers,” Vera 
shrugged and tucked her sword away. “But you can’t take the part of it that 
resides within Zeus himself,” she said with a pointed look at Dom. “The 
only way to get that is by killing him and taking it... which would also take 
away our powers,” she said and put her elbow on Dom’s shoulder. “So... no 
death. For now, anyway,” she smiled. Thalia tilted her head - suspicion 
touching her expression. 


“So you just want him to... what? Torture? That’s it?” she asked, as if 
torture was a small thing. Not that Jason had a strong opinion on the matter. 
Vera smiled politely. “I don’t believe you.” 


“That’s a little hurtful. Pm an open book,” she said and suddenly went still 
before whirling around with a sharp intake. “Hugo - Hugo, don’-” she said 
sharply and reached out to grab Jason’s wrist. He froze - a little uncertain if 
he should attack or not. Thalia raised her spear again but frowned when 
Hugo only raised his hands. “Thanatos isn’t released yet-” 


“What are you talking about?” Thalia asked, frowning a little. Vera pursed 
her lips. 


“Nothing,” she said, still shaking her head at Hugo. “It’s - nothing. He 
doesn’t mean anything,” she said quickly and swallowed. “I’m sorry. I’ve 
never had siblings before,” she said and winced. “I mean, siblings that 
haven’t tried to brutally murder me,” she chuckled and lowered her 


weapons slightly. “I didn’t know about you. Thalia?” she asked, tilting her 
head. 


Thalia looked around - clearly confused. 
“Um, yes? I- let my friends go,” she said, and Vera looked around. 


“Well... I would, but... Hugo, you haven’t told anyone...?” she said lowly, 
wringing her hands nervously. Jason’s brows came together. Told anyone 
what? He turned to Hugo, whose mouth dropped. Realization was touching 
his eyes as he gaped. 


“Vou- 33 
“Forgive me for being cautious when it comes to the safety of my siblings!” 


“T don’t think Jason is in any danger from Hugo,” Ethan said, though his 
eyes were still on Dom. Vera raised her hands. 


“No! Hugo is my friend, but he really trusts everyone here, and I might 
have told-” 


“Vera, what the fuck?” Hugo hissed, hand going to his necklace. 

“T’m not accusing you of anything!” 

“Wait, what’s happening?” Annabeth asked, hands a little bloody from 
where she had been trying to free herself with her bare hands. She looked at 


Hugo and frowned. “Told who what?” she asked, and Vera grimaced. 


“Um, well...you know... Jason has that curse...?” she trailed off, and Thalia 
blinked. 


“Curse?” 
Oh. Uh. Jason raised his hand to regain the attention of the room. 


“Apollo,” he said, looking around. What did this have to do with anything? 
“He made it so I heal from anything that might normally kill me,” he 


shrugged, and Thalia raised a brow. “But when I do die, I feel all that pain 
at once, so...” he said and held out a hand. He had resigned himself to an 
excruciatingly painful death long ago. Why was that relevant now? 


“But you can still die,” Annabeth said, sitting up with an air of concern. 
“We just don’t know how.” 


“Yeah, so I’m pretty safe,” Jason agreed, “Nobody knows how-” 
“Except Hugo,” Dom interrupted, eyes wide. Hugo shot him an irritated 
look. “Isn’t that what you said? You see how people die? If you saw how 


Jason died, then you must know how he can be killed-” 


“Wait, what? You never mentioned that-” Ethan began, and Jason slowly 
turned to where Hugo was swallowing as he took a nervous step back. 


“I-I mean, I didn’t know what was happening at first!” Hugo said quickly 
and pointed to his temple. “My memory is shot, remember?” he asked, and 
Vera raised a hand. 


“Hugo would never-” 


“Why wouldn’t you tell me about this?” Jason asked, a little taken aback. 
Hugo saw how he died and didn’t say anything? What kind of lame-ass 
friend was that? Hugo flinched, and Jason turned to Thalia. She seemed 
equally as shocked by the news. Her spear lowered, taking a small step 
towards Jason. 


“You know how to kill him?” she asked, and Hugo quickly backtracked. 
“Technically, yes, sure, but I wouldn’t tell anyone-” 
“Including me!” 


“Jason, do you really want to know how you’re going to die?” he asked, 
and Jason threw his hands up. 


“I don’t know Hugo, I never knew I had the chance to learn!” 


“I barely figured out that was what was happening! I didn’t have my 
memory! I just saw you dead and was like, ‘oh, that’s a weird thing to think 
about,’ and it was only when I was talking to Dom that I realized the 
visions were real! I’ve heard Annabeth’s full name now, too! I know how 
she’s going to die, and she’s not upset!” 


“You know how I die?!” Annabeth’s voice shrieked from where she was 
sitting in the snow. Luke sat up and pointed at Hugo with a threatening 
glare. 


“Oh, well, nevermind,” Hugo groaned and scowled at the sky. “Come on, 
Vera. Why did you have to bring that up? I’m obviously not going to - 
where did she go?” he cut himself off. Jason spun around. Vera was, indeed, 
gone from where she had been standing... and so was Dom. Everyone 
looked around. “...damnit. VERA!” he shouted and took out his scythe. “I 
knew she was being too goddamn nice - caring about her siblings?” he 
asked in disgust. Jason and Thalia turned to him. “...no offense.” 


Family reunions were weird. 


“You’re with me,” Thalia said, grabbing Jason’s arm. He stumbled forward 
a little after her as she pushed him forward. “You can fly, right? See if she’s 
up there-” 


“Can’t you fly?” he asked. Thalia opened her mouth for a moment and then 
snapped it shut. 


“Um... no,” she decided and took off sprinting towards where some 
footprints led. Jason frowned. He went to call after her but paused when she 
slapped her wrist, and a shield and spear reappeared. He tilted his head, 
watching as she moved. 


Lightning seemed to follow her - like a trail sparking off of her. Jason was 
pretty sure he hadn’t seen anything like Thalia before. She wore a black 
leather jacket with silver studs on the shoulders, lots of earrings, ripped 
jeans, and spiky black hair... Camp Jupiter would have a heart attack, but 
Jason thought she looked like how electricity felt, and it was kind of 
awesome. 


“ARE YOU COMING?!” 


Oh. Yeah. Jason jumped in the air and flew above. He didn’t know Vera, but 
he knew firsthand it would suck to fly with a struggling hostage for hours. 
He tried to think of where she would go when a loud horn blared. Diving 
down, he looked closer to see a train below. 


Damn. She was fast. 


“THALIA!” he shouted and pointed in front of them. “I THINK THEY’RE 
GETTING ON THE TRAIN!” 


Thalia looked over and then gestured him over, slowing down her pace. 
When he got close enough, she shoved her spear into his hand. It crackled 
at his touch, the end glimmering dangerously. He frowned. 


“I don’t know how to use this,” he admitted, and Thalia quickly tugged him 
closer. 


“Get high and aim for the engine - it’s right there. There should be enough 
electricity to short-circuit it,” she said and fixed his fingers over the handle. 
“Hold it over your shoulder here and move your body where you want to 
aim,” she said and pushed him. “Go before the train starts moving,” she 
said. 


No pressure. Sure. Why not? Jason shot back up, eying where Thalia had 
pointed, and took a long breath. Three... two... one... He threw the spear 
as hard as he could, using the wind to guide it with as much force as 
necessary. A bright spark went through the train. 


“HELL FUCKING YEAH!” Thalia yelled, and Jason grinned down as he 
followed her to the train. He thought they were just going to walk on, but 
Thalia jumped up to where the spear had landed and used it to swing up top. 
Jason followed her as they sprinted down the length of it until Thalia 
stopped - holding up a hand. 


“What?” 


“Can you feel that?” she whispered and knelt down to touch the top of the 
train. Jason did not. She reached up and grabbed his wrist, pulling him 
down, so his palm laid flat on the roof. “There’s an energy coming from the 
middle. That’s probably where they are.” 


“T don’t feel anything.” 


“Didn’t Lupa teach you wolf stuff?” Thalia asked him lightly and tapped his 
hand again. “Focus on what’s familiar,” she told him, and Jason tried to do 
just that as Thalia kept creeping silently until she paused a little further 
down. “They’re here,” she whispered. 


Jason nodded. Without waiting, he moved over to where she was and slid 
down on his stomach, so his head was in the window. Bringing up a hand, 
he punched the glass. A few people screamed as it shattered, and Jason 
climbed through like a blonde-spiderman, using his claws to keep him 
somewhat attached to the ceiling. He dropped down and looked around. He 
could smell something - a sort of static that told him that Thalia had been 
right. 


“Jason!” 


He turned. There he was. Dom. Part of Jason was a little insulted by the 
relief in his voice. As if he was happy to see Jason. Growling lowly, he held 
up his claws and took a step to where Dom was sitting... alone. He paused. 
That wasn’t good. 


Sure enough, his warning senses went off, and he felt someone behind him. 
Quickly, he dove to the ground right as a sword swung where his head had 
been a second earlier. He kicked backward, hitting someone’s stomach hard 
as he whirled around. Vera stumbled right into where Thalia had also 
popped up and swung her sword to try and get her next. Thalia hit her in the 
head with her shield, and Jason went to put his claws through her head. 
Vera dove horizontally into the seat beside her to avoid the hit and grabbed 
the person sitting there - practically throwing them at Thalia and Jason, so 
they both stumbled. 


“Did you just throw a child at us?” Thalia demanded, and Jason looked 
down to realize it was, indeed, a toddler that had been flung through the air. 


“Demigod weapons can’t hurt them! It’s fine!” Vera shouted over her 
shoulder as she climbed over the seat and grabbed Dom. He tried to jerk 
away from her, but she only pulled harder down the aisle. A few people 
clapped politely - Jason had no idea what the mist was showing them - and 
Thalia charged after her. 


Jason handed the kid back to their mom and joined in. 


Thalia threw her spear down the aisle, but Vera used Dom as a shield. The 
tip went through his shoulder, and Vera ripped it out before throwing it out 
an open window. Ah, yes. Spears and swords tended to do that. His claws 
never betrayed him in such a way. Racing after them to the end of the cart, 
they ignored the conductor shouting they were experiencing some delays as 
they shoved past him. Vera kicked open the back door and dragged Dom 
out with her. 


“WHERE THE HELL DO YOU EVEN THINK YOU’RE GOING?!” 
Thalia shouted and slammed her hand down, pulling out a ball of static 
from seemingly nowhere. Jason watched in awe. Technically, he could do 
that, but not with his powers being so wishy-washy, and even then, he 
needed some good concentration. Thalia threw the ball, and it punched a 
hole in the back of the train right next to Vera. 


... Lhalia was amazing. 


“Thank you!” Vera called and jumped out of the train and into the snow. 
Thalia groaned and raced after her. “Love the outfit, by the way! Are you 
sure you’re not an Underworld kid? That seems more of their style,” she 
called. 


Jason wasn’t sure he got the joke. Thalia looked cool. 


“OH, YEAH?!” he yelled as he flew over in front of her to cut both her and 
Dom off. “You look like a dead deer!” 


Vera paused. She turned to Dom, who shrugged. Then to Thalia. 
“Is nobody going to acknowledge that?” 


“No, he’s right,” Thalia agreed, “Total dead deer look,” she said. Vera 
frowned and looked down at her cloak and worn jeans. 


“You’re just going to support his bad insults?” 
“As if yours was good!” 


“You two are fun,” Vera said and brought out her sword. “Alright, Fido. 
Let’s go,” she said. Jason narrowed his eyes. He vaguely remembered some 
story about a dog named Fido in World War II, but more importantly, he 
knew the name meant ‘faithful’ in Latin. He bared his teeth. 


“I am Fido,” he said solemnly. Vera stared and then turned to Thalia. 


“You’re just accepting this?” she asked. Thalia didn’t get a chance to 
answer, because Vera threw a knife at her before moving to take off. 
Cursing, Thalia dodged - the blade grazing her arm as she sprinted towards 
where Vera had jumped. 


Jason rushed after them, but Thalia got there first and grabbed Vera’s ankle. 
Both went down, and Vera rolled on her back, kicking hard. Jason looked 
between the two of them and then shrugged. Eh. This was probably like 
playing with the pups, right? 


Keeping that in mind, he dove on top. 
Yeah. No. 


While Thalia was clearly fighting to incapacitate, Vera was fighting for... 
pretty much anything. Jason ended up shoving Thalia to the side, quickly 
getting a read on the situation. He and Vera seemed to be on the same 
wavelength when it came to fighting: no weakness. 


It had been drilled into Jason since he was a toddler and the instincts kicked 
in now as Vera went to stab his chest. He grabbed her wrist, punching with 


his claws out straight into her arm. She wrapped her legs around his hips 
and went to flip them, but fuck that. Jason was scrappy, too. When she tried 
to pin him down, he turned his head and bit her. 


“Fucking-” she swore and punched him in the face. Thalia launched herself 
at her, successfully knocking Vera off of him. Jason got back up and did a 
quick dive to avoid a wayward sword catching him. Vera knocked Thalia 
off and went to stand up, but Jason was ready. He swiped, and she dove 
before going for his legs. He rolled to the side, moving back up to slash at 
the air. She leaned back, the tips of his claws grazing her chin before she 
went to grab his hand. He yanked her towards him and got a good hit on her 
side as she stumbled to move out of the way. Thalia stood up, readying her 
spear. 


Vera flicked her hair back, catching her breath as she looked between the 
two of them and held out her hands. Jason retracted the claws as he waited. 
Was this a peace treaty? 


“Now, this is a family reunion,” she said and held up her fists. “I almost feel 
like I’m back in my old cabin,” she said. There was a feral glimmer in her 
eyes as she wiped some blood from her lip. “Bring it on.” 


That Jason could do. He brought out his claws again, letting out a low 
growl before taking a step forward. Vera barely waited. Jason was quickly 
learning that she was the type of person to have many, many, many weapons 
on hand. Sure enough, his left claw met a knife to block him from aiming at 
her chest, and his right was blocked by an axe. He pulled back, fully 
prepared to stab her in the stomach, but she caught her knife between his 
claws and twisted. He used the other set of claws to plunge into her side. 
This time, he got a good hit in - sinking into the skin. Vera took a sharp 
intake. Thalia appeared behind her, spear held above. Vera dropped down, 
so the spear went between her and Jason, and then grabbed his wrist, 
keeping the claws in her side before kneeing up. 


He went to block her, but she was fast, spinning out to grab her axe and 
swing down. Jason yanked back hard - and in the nick of time. The axe 
came down on the claws instead of where his wrist had been a couple 
seconds ago. Jason went to hit her again, but Thalia grabbed his arm and 


pulled him slightly - holding up her spear. Vera swung her axe, but Thalia 
lifted her shield to deflect. 


“This didn’t have to be hard,” Vera hissed and kicked out, lightning 
crackling off of her. Thalia ducked and swung her foot up. Vera blocked it 
with her forearm and took a step toward Jason. He went to move in, but a 
bolt appeared in Thalia’s hand that she swung. Vera grabbed it in defense 
and everything flickered white with their energies. Jason looked around. 


Well... actually. Maybe it wasn’t good for them to be using their powers 
altogether here. 


“Uh, hey!” Jason called, ignoring the blood dripping off of him. “Let’s just 
work this out,” he said, a little bewildered that he was the calm one here. 
This had never happened before. Is this what it was like to have sisters? 
Murder? “So, um, Dom - HEY!” he shouted when he spotted Dom backing 
up towards the forest. Vera growled and yanked out her sword, pointing it at 
him. 


“Move, and I will shove this through your foot into the ground,” she warned 
and took a long breath and turned to Thalia, raising her axe this time. 
“Look, It's like I said. I’m not going to kill him yet. If you want dibs, fine. 
Pl bring him back for you to kill once I sort out the power thing, but I need 
him and his memories intact for the time being,” she said and glowered at 
Dom, who shrank away. 


“Why?” Thalia asked, circling her. “What do you want exactly? It’s more 
than losing our powers, isn’t it?” 


Vera spit some blood on the ground. Her face was bruised, and her skin was 
bubbling slightly from a lightning burn that was slowly healing. 


“Athena has the Master Bolt,” she said, and Jason felt his mind falter. Who 
had what? Thalia raised an eyebrow. “It has weakened us in case you 
haven’t noticed,” she said, gesturing between the three of them. “If she 
wants Zeus’ power, fine, but she isn’t coming after mine,” she said and 
raised her sword at Dom. “The only thing that is keeping us from being 
completely powerless is him. The second he dies? Athena gets all of the 


power,” she said, and Jason looked over at Dom. “I can stand not having my 
powers... but I will not be at the whims of another god,” she whispered. 


“So what? You want him to get the Master Bolt back?” Thalia asked and 
shook her head. Vera shrugged. 


“With his memories back, he can help me steal it. He knows it best and 
probably Olympus better than anyone,” she told her and kept walking, so 
she and Thalia continued circling one another. “Once I have it... Pll kill 
him. Or you can. I don’t care as long as his heart stops beating.” 


Thalia laughed. 
“You’re not getting the Master Bolt.” 


“Hm,” Vera said and flipped her off. “Yes, I am. I pinky promise not to kill 
anyone. All I want is to keep any god from having that power ever again,” 
she said, and Thalia scoffed. 


“And what would you do with it?” she asked. Vera shrugged - there was a 
hysterical glint in her expression. Almost like she wanted to laugh. Jason 
stepped forward. It was probably about time he got involved again. “Athena 
is a good leader. She is more responsible with it than you would be,” Thalia 
said evenly. Vera snorted. 


“Yeah, right,” she breathed out and held up her axe. “Why do you believe in 
the gods?” she asked. Thalia hesitated, and a small smile touched Vera’s 
lips. “Yeah... I think I know who you are, Thalia,” she said and heaved the 
axe over her shoulder as she took another step. “I’ve heard some rumors 
since I’ve been back. Aren’t you the one that they locked in Olympus after 
having been a tree for seven years?” she asked, and Thalia narrowed her 
eyes. “I wonder what happened to you there. Locked in with the gods. Did 
you make friends?” she asked. Thalia’s hands sparked in warning. “Clearly, 
you did. Athena must have really won you over-” 


“Stop talking.” 


“What? I mean, you have to really admire how she let everyone die before 
deciding to step up and do something. Wisdom, am I right?” she asked with 
a slight shrug. Thalia swallowed, spear hovering. “A kid had to beat dad. 
Isn’t that pitiful? Athena couldn’t even beat him herself. She made a child 
do her dirty work,” she clicked her tongue. “But sure! She should be in 
charge!” 


“She beat Typhon herself.” 


“So she could have probably beaten dad but didn’t. Why would she? She 
was his favorite. She was nice and safe and in hiding. Why would she care 
what horrible things he did to the rest of us?” Vera asked. Thalia hesitated. 
“Didn’t you die, too? That’s probably why Nico’s boss sent you, right?” 


Thalia’s jaw clenched. Jason stepped in again, putting himself between the 
pair. There was a long pause as Vera looked him over. 


“What do you think of all of this?” she asked him quietly. Jason tried to 
ignore her. He didn’t play mind games. He wasn’t going to let her play them 
either. “I mean, only one bad god is off of Olympus. Are you happy with 
everyone else still up there after being so complacent?” she asked. Jason 
brought out his claws in silent warning. “Right. You’re totally fine being 
raised as a dog and separated from your sister, right?” she asked, jerking her 
head at Thalia. “Well... you didn’t remember her, I guess. What are your 
opinions?” Vera asked, looking over his shoulder at Thalia. 


“Just watch-” Thalia began but was cut off by Vera moving again. A burst 
of lightning exploded between them - momentarily blinding Jason as he felt 
someone beside him. He went to duck, but the person held on tight, and 
something wrapped around his neck. He went to fall back to keep from 
being thrown around, but part of him hesitated. He didn’t know where 
Thalia was, and he could accidentally hurt- 


There was a sharp snap, and something cold flooded through him before a 
burst of pain followed. Without processing anything, he found himself on 
the ground, snow melting around him as he tried to register the numbness 
flooding through him. 


"JASON!" 


Thalia screamed something else, and both she and Vera hit the ground hard 
as more bursts of lightning came through. They both got up, still swinging 
weapons as Thalia worriedly looked at Jason. He would be fine, of course, 
but it kind of sucked to sit here unable to move. He supposed Percy might 
be in the same boat. Good for them. 


“You know what?” Thalia asked, flicking her spear around her wrist. “I 
heard rumors about you, too - even after you got resurrected,” she said and 
struck again. Vera waited until she jabbed the spear forward to grab it and 
yank it forward. Thalia swept at her leg, and both went tumbling down as 
Vera used her weight to pull Thalia’s arm. Jason’s body went warm as it 
started to heal - the familiar brand of Apollo’s magic working through him 
as the fighting continued. 


“Good for fucking you-” Vera breathed, and Thalia headbutted her face so 
that Vera’s nose snapped. She choked, blood running down her face as 
Thalia took advantage of the situation to pin her down, putting her hands 
over her head. 


“I know you and Hugo found one another when you guys came back to 
life,” Thalia said and pushed down on her wrists harder. “And that you 
knew Hera was abducting demigods - but he left, didn’t he? He left to find 
Evelyn,” she said, and Vera went eerily still. “That really sucks, considering 
you already told him she was dead. How does that feel, by the way? That 
even her corpse was more important than you?” she asked, and Vera’s body 
crackled as she jerked, swinging her elbow up, so it hit Thalia’s face with a 
snap. 


“Fuck you,” Vera hissed and kneed her in the stomach. Jason moved his 
toes, so they were all making progress. The snow around them was bright 
with blood - like a canvas smeared with a dark red. Jason could only fear 
how out of control this would have been if Athena didn’t have the Master 
Bolt and they were at full power. He looked over to see Dom slowly inching 
towards Vera’s fallen weapons, trying to use one of them to undo the chains 
on his hands. 


Jason cleared his throat and was delighted to learn he could now talk. 


“Dad is trying to escape!” he called because that was something they all 
seemed united on preventing. Sure enough, both Thalia and Vera stopped 
fighting to look back at him. Dom froze. 


“Alright, enough of that,” Vera muttered and shoved Thalia away from her. 
She picked up the axe and spun out to him. “I did warn you-” she began, 
and Dom scrambled to get away, but she threw the axe at his leg, and he 
went tumbling with a cry of pain. “Can I borrow your spear?” she asked 
over her shoulder. Thalia ignored her and went to Jason instead. 


“Tell me that you’re healing,” she said desperately, and Jason grunted as 
Vera shrugged and picked up Thalia’s spear. In one fluid movement, she 
drove it through Dom’s foot, ignoring his scream. “Okay. Okay, you’re 
okay,” she muttered and took a long breath. “Let’s sit you up-” 


“T wouldn’t move his spine,” Vera said and plopped down next to them as if 
they were having a picnic. “Might make it so he needs longer to heal.” 


Thalia slowly looked up at her. 
“T’m going to kill you the second Thanatos is freed.” 


“Sure,” Vera said and fell back in the snow. Silence fell over them. Jason 
managed to move his arm a little, which was good. “You guys are good 
fighters,” she finally said. Thalia glared for a moment as she put herself 
between Vera and Jason. Electricity was still crackling over her skin as she 
rubbed Jason’s arm. 


“_.you’re not bad yourself,” she finally muttered, voice bitter. Vera smiled a 
little. “I’m surprised you could hold off both of us,” she said, relaxing a 
little when Jason managed to move a bit more. Vera reached out as if to 
touch the sky above them and yawned. 


“Lots of practice,” she said, voice going a little soft. “My siblings were the 
fighting types,” she mused and propped herself up on her elbows. “When I 
was eleven, Roy got a quest. Everyone was so pissed that he got jumped by 


half the cabin when he came back,” she snorted. Thalia stared at her 
curiously. 


“That’s... horrible?” 
Vera frowned. 


“T mean, he lived - and the Apollo cabin was able to reattach his leg for the 
most part,” she said, and Jason paused in sitting up to stare at her blankly. 
“Mabel cut it up,” she explained, and Jason nodded. Right. Of course. 


“Because he got a quest?” Thalia asked. Vera twirled a piece of her hair. 


“In retrospect, it wasn’t always the best childhood,” she admitted dryly. 
Jason couldn’t help but feel a stab of sympathy at that. Sometimes he 
looked back at his own life and wished desperately for something a bit 
more... normal. Whatever that was. He fixed Vera with a small smile. 


“When I was four, Lupa had me kill something for every meal, and 
whenever I couldn’t find something, I just didn’t get to eat,” he said. Vera’s 
lips quirked a little bit. 


“The first time my mom dropped me off at the orphanage, I had to fight the 
other kids for food. One time I just had to eat trash and bugs.” 


“T would make friends with the demigods who came to train with Lupa, and 
none of them ever bothered to keep in contact with me. When I finally 
made it to camp myself, I learned pretty much all of them had died.” 


“T had two friends throughout my entire life, and one of them hated my 
guts, and the other murdered my ex-girlfriend,” Vera said. Jason stretched 
out. His limbs were still tingling, but he kind of liked this game. 


“Juno was my patron and then tried to turn me into a tree whenever I got 
sick.” 


“My mom tried to kill herself and me when she found out who my dad 
really was.” 


“My dad tried to kill me for overthrowing him, and the only way I survived 
was by getting cursed by Apollo to have the most painful death ever.” 


“My cabin once tied me to an anchor and threw me in a lake.” 


“Nobody believed me when I said the gods were turning us into plants, and 
a few people even tried to kill me over it.” 


“Nobody believed me when I said those red dots were driving us insane!” 


“Really?! I got locked up, and the camp tried to sacrifice me to the gods as 
an apology-” 


“You almost got sacrificed too?!” 


“Um,” Thalia finally interrupted, looking between the two of them. She had 
her hand on Jason’s shoulder still - blinking rapidly. “What the fuck?” she 
asked. Vera laughed, somehow looking more relaxed than he had ever seen 
her. 


“Come on. Say your piece,” she said, and Thalia spluttered. “Prove 
yourself. What fucked up thing has happened to you?” she egged. Thalia 
narrowed her eyes for a moment before biting her lip and then rolling her 
eyes. 


“My mom was a drunk who literally lured Jupiter down to have another kid 
and then treated us like trash. She blamed me for anything Hera sent after 
us and ended up giving Jason to her as appeasement,” she said. Huh. That 
was a weird thing to hear about yourself. “I spent days looking for him, and 
when I couldn’t find him, I went a little crazy thinking he was dead,” she 
continued, “Ran away from home because I couldn’t bear to look at her, 
found a friend and a little girl and fought monsters for years trying to 
survive, finally got somewhere safe only for the kids there to murder me 
because of who my dad was, got turned into a tree,” she said and took a 
long breath. Jason thought that meant she was done, but she kept going. 
“Woke up years later and learned the little girl I had fought monsters with 
was now my age, was immediately taken prisoner to Olympus and 
completely isolated. I was called a monster, a danger, a hazard, and told I 


would lose my sanity and kill people mindlessly. They only let me out when 
Artemis was captured, and they needed me to free her. They said they might 
let me live if I proved my loyalty, so I went on a quest - hoping to see my 
best friend, who had turned to the titan side. I thought he would rescue me, 
and we could escape. Except instead, I found out there was another kid in 
hiding, and then I immediately died after learning my brother was alive,” 
she said. Vera nodded. “Then I spent years in the Underworld until things 
went whacky there, and I managed to bargain my way out for a little bit to 
meet my long-lost brother and friends who can’t even remember me.” 


An awkward silence followed. 
“Look at that,” Vera finally said. “She is a Zeus kid.” 


“Hooray!” Jason said, and Thalia laughed. After a couple seconds, Jason 
joined in, and suddenly they were all laughing as they bled out in the snow, 
shivering a little as they rolled on the ground. Thalia giggled as she pointed 
a few feet away to where Dom was watching them with impossibly wide 
eyes before they broke down into hysterical laughter again. 


Jason relaxed a little, looking between them with some awe. Huh. He didn’t 
quite know what to make of these two. It was a lot to take in. About three 
hours ago, he was an only child, and his dad was missing. Now he was 
sitting in a pile of bloody snow with two sisters, and his dad was held to the 
ground by a spear in his foot. 


It was funny how life worked, wasn’t it? 


“We really had the same mom?” he asked, and Thalia’s smile disappeared 
into something much more cautious. She nodded. “And... it doesn’t sound 
like she was super nice,” he said tentatively. Thalia went quiet and then 
shook her head. 


“T stayed for you, but... I didn’t do the best job protecting you,” she said 
quietly and brushed some hair from his eyes. “I’m so sorry for that,” she 
murmured. Jason wasn’t sure he could quite hold it against her, but it was a 
lot to take in. They went quiet. 


“Was I... a good baby?” 


“You ate a stapler,” Thalia said and jerked her head to his lip. “That’s how 
you got that scar.” 


“What? Lupa said I got that from another wolf.” 


“Lupa is a liar who probably knew deep down that you tried to eat a 
stapler.” 


cc 


“How do you eat a stapler?” Vera asked and then looked at Dom. “...can 
you force-feed someone a stapler?” 


“I truly do not know what to make of you,” Thalia told her and stood up 
with a wince. “But if you hurt my brother again, I will tear open your chest 
so I can rip your beating heart out and offer it to Thanatos myself,” she said. 
Jason stared. 


“ „youre my hero,” he said, and Thalia snorted as she held out a hand to 
help him up. His legs still tingled, but he was somewhat functional now, at 
least. Vera didn’t seem to mind the threats as she looked at them. 


“Look,” Thalia said and gestured around. “We can do this all day. I don’t 
want to fight. And I know that you don’t really want to leave Hugo behind,” 
she said. Vera stiffened at that. “Come back with us, and we can figure this 
out,” she said. Vera let her head fall back so she could glare at the sky. 
“Although, you did also paralyze my friend, so prepare for someone to 
punch you when he’s done healing,” she added. Vera looked over at Dom. 
Then Thalia. Then Jason. 


“You could maybe come back with us,” Jason said, and Thalia made a face. 
“Yeah,” she said enthusiastically. “Maybe.” 
Vera snorted and stood up. 


“If I get Hugo and Dad... Pll be happy,” she said and picked up her fallen 
axe. “Sorry I snapped your neck,” she added to him. Jason raised a hand. 


“Wasn’t even the first time,” he told her. Thalia closed her eyes. Vera only 
scoffed as she walked over to yank the spear out of Dom’s foot. He winced. 
He looked truly terrible. Jason might have felt bad for him if it was... 
literally anyone else. 


“Are you sure that’s him?” he asked as Vera tugged him along. She glanced 
over. “I mean, he said it was a mistake-” 


“I’m sure,” Vera said as she shivered a little, pulling her cloak tighter. “I 
knew I wouldn’t be able to get any of the Olympians to tell me, but I knew 
Hebe would have made him young, so I paid her a little visit to get details,” 
she said. Jason blinked. Hebe... that would be... Juventas? He nodded. 
Huh. Alright. 


He decided not to ask what the ‘visit’ entailed. 


Instead, he decided to focus more on Thalia as they worked their way back. 
He just couldn’t get over it. It was so weird. She told him his birthday (July 
1st! He had never known!) and his first word (Leah, which she firmly states 
was supposed to be Thalia) and how he really liked to play with beanie 
babies. 


"I actually went to Camp Jupiter looking for you a couple months back. I've 
been in and out of the Underworld. Nico's boss and I get along, so I'm able 
to get away with more," she admitted. Jason tilted his head. He wanted to 
ask more on that, but he was somewhat distracted by the fact that Thalia 
went to Camp Jupiter. "I met your friend - Reyna? Yeah, she and I talked. I 
wanted to know where you were. She wouldn't tell me. I got mad and 
almost burned a building down." 


"That was you?" he asked. Thalia shrugged. Jason tried not to let his heart 
ache too much at Reyna's name... he missed her. Maybe that had been what 
she wanted to tell him before she disappeared. She wouldn't have let anyone 
near Jason without giving Jason a heads up first. He sighed and redirected 
himself back to the conversation. 


In turn, he told Thalia about his life as positively as he could. He talked 
about meeting Reyna on some island while slaying the Trojan Sea Monster 


and convincing her to join him. He talked about Lupa’s pack and trying to 
impress the gods and Juno visiting him - anything good he could think of. 
Thalia listened intently, sometimes still looking incredibly sad despite his 
upbeat renditions. 


“Look who’s back,” Luke said warily when they finally found the group 
about twenty minutes later. Annabeth was checking on where Percy was 
stirring slightly as Hugo was in the midst of freeing everyone from Vera’s 
traps with his scythe. He pulled hard on the spikes in Ethan’s leg, and there 
was a Slight groan as the metal creaked. 


In the background, Letus looked nonplussed as ever. 


“You,” Ethan hissed and reached out to put his sword at Hugo’s throat. “Let 
Dom go, or Pll kill him!” he said. Jason raised an eyebrow. No, he would 
not. Hugo looked equally as offended but didn’t have a chance to voice it 
since Vera pulled out a knife and threw it. 


“What the fuck?!” Annabeth gasped as Ethan staggered back with the knife 
firmly in his forehead. Vera shrugged. 


“He’ll heal,” she said simply and grabbed Hugo’s arm to pull him over. 
Luke dropped to where Ethan was and cursed under his breath. Hugo was 
muttering angrily to Vera as well, but she ignored him. 


“Give me some ambrosia,” Luke said, wincing as he removed the knife 
carefully. Which, for future reference, you should never do, but Jason 
figured standard medical rules were out the window right now. Annabeth 
yanked out her bag, pulling out what little ambrosia they had left, and 
handed it over. 


“Are you sure you don’t want to save that?” Vera asked dryly. “It’s not like 
he can-” 


“He’s in pain,” Luke said sharply. Jason inwardly grimaced. He hated to 
agree with Vera, but... that was the last of it... eh. Maybe they could hunt 
down more before freeing Letus. There was no hurry now that the giant was 
gone, and Letus really didn’t seem to care. 


Which actually reminded him - you know who else could use ambrosia 
when he woke up? Percy. Jason moved over to check on him. He was 
breathing, which was good, but he was still pretty knocked out from Vera’s 
hit aside from the occasional stirring. He looked down and thought back to 
Vera’s earlier comment. Had he really beaten his father? In a fight? Zeus? 


Jason wasn’t going to lie... that was insanely attractive. Like. What? He 
just... beat a god. Not just any god - the king of gods... who Jason 
despised... wow... just... 


He needed to lay down. 


“What’s happening to you?” Thalia asked as Jason did just that. He pointed 
out at Percy and made a strangled noise. She raised an eyebrow. 


“that bitch kissed him before I did,” he finally managed. Thalia blinked 
once. Twice. 


“Excuse me?” 


“He got to beat up Dad before I did, and that sucks, but at the very least, I 
should get to kiss him, and that blonde bitch did it first and isn’t that 
illegal?” he asked. Humans had plenty of strange laws. Apparently, you 
couldn’t do drugs. Not that Jason did drugs, but he found it weird that 
someone told you couldn’t. Annabeth also said there was a law about 
wearing seatbelts, which was strange. Why? If you did dumb stuff and died, 
then that was your problem. 


Humans were confusing. Thalia raised an eyebrow. 


“You and Percy, huh? Didn't expect that. What blonde bit- CASTOR?!” 
Thalia’s voice cut off, and Jason sat up to find Nico and the blonde bitch in 
question looking around, absolutely bewildered. “CASTOR ANGEVIN, IS 
THAT YOU?!” 


Castor blinked a few times. Jason felt a surge of betrayal. They knew one 
another? 


“Thalia?” he asked and laughed as he jumped over a few rocks to come to 
hug her. “The last time I saw you, you were crushed by a giant robot!” he 
said, delighted before freezing. “What happened to Percy?” he asked, and 
Thalia sighed. 


“Vera tried to kill him,” she said, and Nico groaned. 


“Vera is here? Already?” he asked and rubbed his temple. Jason frowned. 
Nico was covered in blood with horrible gashes on his arm. He also had a 
new metal arm and a black eye. Castor looked equally as disheveled, with 
burn marks showing through tears in his shirt and a nasty bruise on his jaw. 
“Damnit, Thalia, she sent you to be helpful-” 


“Fuck you, di Angelo. I got sent here because you werent getting stuff 
done-” 


“I hadn’t realized Alcyoneus had risen!” Nico said, waving his hands out. 
“Do you know what that means? Do you think giants rise from the dead for 
no reason? No? It means we’re fucked, Thalia!” he said, and Thalia leaned 
over to flick him between the eyes. 


“Pm assuming the Underworld is still standing?” she asked, and Nico 
looked around before walking over to mutter something to her. “Okay, we’ll 
get it done soon,” she told him nervously and glanced at Letus. “How much 
time?” 


“Maybe about thirty minutes? We’ll have to leave again,” Nico said and 
looked over his shoulder. “But we need him this time,” he murmured. What 
were they talking about? Thalia nodded again as Castor cleared his throat 
before pointedly gesturing to Percy. 


“Oh, yeah, Vera stomped on his weak spot,” she winced and bit her lip. 
“Um... Percy, can you hear us?” she asked, poking his shoulder. There was 
a slight groan. “He should be fine.” 


Castor knelt beside him, and Jason tried not to be too annoyed by that. 


“I thought you liked him,” he muttered, and Jason turned. “Usually, you 
don’t let people get their backs smashed if you like them.” 


This bitch. Jason smiled tightly. 


“What can I say? I’m not the clingy type,” he muttered back, and Castor 
scowled. “I have this under control. You can go over there. I heard Nico say 
you may be leaving again-” 


“Nah, I’m good here.” 
“Ies a little crowded, don’t you think?” 


“Oh, I definitely agree. Maybe you should help out with your psycho sister 
who just put a knife in Ethan’s head?” 


“If we’re lucky, maybe yov’ll be next.” 


“Oh, that’s-” Castor began, but they both fell silent when Nico sat next to 
Percy and placed a solemn hand on his shoulder. 


“Don’t worry. You’re in good hands,” Nico said as he patted him. Castor 
sighed. “Maybe you two should go help Luke?” he suggested. Jason tilted 
his head a bit in confusion. 


“Um, that doesn’t make sense,” he said. Nico frowned. 
“Why not?” 


“You’re so little. We can’t leave you with the wounded,” Jason told him, 
ignoring Nico’s mouth dropping. “Go stand in the middle of the group 
where you’ll be safest,” he said and looked around for any potential danger. 
Nico spluttered. Castor, on the other hand, was nodding with a glittering 
look of amusement in his eyes. 


“Tt’s true, Nico. All pups go in the middle.” 


“At least we can agree on something,” Jason muttered, and Nico glared 
before standing up with a nasty glare. 


“Tm not little,” he seethed and marched over. “But I do need to talk to 
Thalia over there,” he muttered to where Thalia had gone far off to the side, 
looking impatient. That was not where Jason had wanted Nico to go, but 
okay. “Castor, come join me,” he added snidely, and Castor cursed under 
his breath as his body automatically jolted up at the order. Jason snickered. 


“How’s it feel to be bossed around by a kid?” 
“Fuck off, Grace.” 


Jason truly did like Nico. He scooted closer to Percy, letting his hand drift 
over to the spot of his back where he could barely make out his heartbeat. 
From beside them, Ethan was beginning to heal from the ambrosia, giving 
Hugo a subtle look of apology before narrowing his eyes at where Vera 
was. Both ignored him as they seemed too caught up in their own 
conversation. Jason pretended not to listen, but years of training with Lupa 
had honed his hearing pretty well. He glanced over to where they were both 
awkwardly sitting in the snow. 


Hugo’s expression flickered as he rolled the empty vial between his fingers. 
His eyes slowly lifted to where Vera was. She stared back - expression 
unreadable. Jason couldn’t decide what they were trying to tell one another. 


“How’s the memory?” she finally asked. Hugo nodded. 


“It’s... coming. Slowly,” he said and then bit his lip. “I’m sorry about 
before,” he said softly. Vera looked away. “I shouldn’t have left you. Not 
after you spent so much time finding me. I would have been lost waking up 
in this place by myself.” 


For a second, Vera’s arms with a lax - a look of defeat sprinkling over her 
before she shrugged. 


“Not really. You were my guide,” she said. Hugo laughed. 


“Tt really killed you that you had to listen to me, didn’t it?” 


“Tm glad I broke free so quickly. I wouldn’t be able to stand being like 
tweedle dee and tweedle dum over there,” she said with a nod towards 
Castor and Nico. Oh. Right. Jason hadn’t considered that Vera would also 
have needed someone to lead her through the world of the living as well. He 
supposed Hades kids didn't need guides themselves. Hugo smiled warmly at 
her as she looked Letus up and down. “Let’s just figure out how to free him 
so we can finish this,” she said, pacing in front of the chains. Hugo smiled 
weakly and reached out - fingers hovering over her shoulder but not quite 
touching. 


“T think I know how to break the chains,” he said, and Vera paused, looking 
back at him. Before he could continue, Dom whispered something to 
Annabeth. Vera must have sensed something because she whipped back 
around and glared. 


“I don’t think so,” she warned and snapped her fingers. “Those handcuffs 
are staying on you,” she told him and walked over. “I worked too hard to 
find you for-” 


“No,” Ethan said, and everyone froze. Vera raised an eyebrow. “Look, I 
know... I know this is Zeus, apparently, I guess, but... he’s my friend,” he 
said firmly. Vera scoffed. “I don’t care what he did-” 


“Yes, you do,” Vera said evenly and crossed her arms over her chest. “You 
were turned into a bush and then sided with the titans,” she said and held up 
a hand. “So... I don’t think you’re his biggest fan.” 


Surprise crossed Ethan’s face. He looked at her and then at Dom. There was 
uncertainty there for a moment, and then he shook his head. 


“I don’t remember that,” Ethan said stubbornly. Vera’s mouth dropped. “I 
only know what I feel now. He’s my friend.” 


“Your mother is Nemesis. You should be all about balance,” Vera argued, 
voice rising slightly as she pointed at Dom. “Do you know how much shit 
he’s done? To how many people? And you want to protect him?” she asked. 
Ethan looked at where Dom was staring with wide eyes and then shook his 
head. 


“Pm not letting you take him,” he said and turned to Luke. “Right? We’re 
not letting that happen?” 


Luke looked like he wanted to punch someone. He stared at Dom for a few 
moments before turning to Ethan and then Jason. Finally, he opened his 
mouth and then sighed. 


“Its okay if you want him dead,” Jason said. Gods knew he did. Luke 
shook his head. 


“Dom said he’d stand by me if I was Jupiter. I suppose it is only fair that I 
return the favor,” he said distastefully. Jason rolled his eyes. “Maybe he’s 
different now,” he said, and Dom visibly relaxed. Vera, on the other hand, 
clenched her jaw as she glowered at them all. 


“He’s not,” she gritted out and took a long breath. “Please. Don’t make me 
do something drastic. Just let me have him. He’s not worth it. I promise.” 


Luke hesitated. Then turned to Ethan, putting a soft hand on his shoulder. 
“My father did say to give her what she wants-” 


“He’s our friend!” Ethan said and walked over. Vera raised her sword. “If 
you’re taking him, then I’m going as well,” he said. Dom tilted his head, 
brows coming together in confusion. 


“Really?” he asked. Ethan shrugged. Dom looked at him with absolute 
wonder in his eyes. 


“T think you’re a good person,” he said, and there was a glimmer of doubt in 
Dom’s eyes as he swallowed and looked nervously at where Vera was 
growing more irritated. Her fingers clenched around the sword before 
looking between everyone. Hugo reached for her, but she batted his hand 
away. 


“We’re seriously going to waste time with this?” she asked and made a 
noise of disgust. “You know what? Fine,” Vera said and threw her sword to 
the ground. “Nobody believes me. Great. How well did that work out last 


time?” she threw bitterly to Hugo and dug around in her bag to pull out 
more vials. “How about we play a game?” she asked and slammed the 
bottles down on the rock. “Let Dom prove himself to you. If you trust him 
so much, then let’s put it to the test,” she said and shoved a piece of hair 
behind her ear. “Fair?” 


“Will you leave us alone if he passes?” Luke asked warily. Vera shrugged. 
He turned to Dom, who looked between them nervously. 


“what test?” he asked, twisting the golden chains around his hands. Vera 
smiled cryptically and jerked her head over. “Gorgon’s blood,” she said and 
gestured to the vials. “According to my lovely two gorgon friends, the 
blood from the right side of their body can heal any injury, but the blood 
from the left side will cause a painful death,” she said and gestured to the 
vials again. “I happened to have killed two of them, so I have four vials. 
One, I gave to Hugo. That one healed him,” she shrugged, and Dom looked 
warily at the remaining three. 


“Okay,” he said and swallowed. “Um, so... so what do you want me to do?” 
he asked and looked over at Ethan, who nodded encouragingly. Vera looked 
at him for a second and then shrugged. 


“You’re going to drink one, and you’re going to pick a friend to drink one,” 
she said simply. Ethan made a noise of objection. “He won’t die,” Vera said 
flatly. “Thanatos can’t escort him down there, right? And the Doors of 
Death are...? Open? Closed?” she asked, looking around. Nico cleared his 
throat. 


“Tt’s complicated,” Nico said and shook his head. “But he won’t die-” 
“Perfect. It would just cause... excruciating pain,” she said and shrugged. 
Dom went white. “I've already tested them, so Pll tell you which is which. 
Have fun.” 


“No,” Thalia said, “We don’t have time for this.” 


“Then give me Zeus, and I’ll be on my way,” Vera said easily. She grabbed 
Dom’s shackles. “I have no complaints on that outcome,” she said, and 


Annabeth stood up, looking them over with a hint of uncertainty on her 
features. 


“Wait-” she interrupted, moving her gaze over to the three vials critically. 
“You want his memory back,” she said and pursed her lips. “Why would 
you try to get him to give that vial away?” she asked. Vera shrugged. 


“Because he won’t do it,” she said, “And it’s a good way to get him to drink 
the one he needs to get his memory back. If, by some wild chance, he does 
the noble thing and drinks the poison...” she said, and a feral smile touched 
her lips. “It might be worth it. There are other ways to get his memory in 
gear,” she said and then leaned over the whisper in Dom’s ear. He stood 
frozen. “There. Now you know which is which,” she said and nodded. “Go 
ahead.” 


Dom didn’t move. Jason wasn’t surprised by the hesitation, but he was a 
little confused by Nico, Castor, and Thalia, all looking uncomfortable as 
they glanced worriedly at Letus and then at one another. Nico whispered 
something to the others, and Thalia sighed. 


“How long will this take?” she asked, and Vera tilted her head. “We need to 
get Thanatos out. Nico and Castor will have to leave soon,” she said right as 
Ethan stepped up. 


“PII drink one,” he volunteered, but Luke yanked him back. 


“No, I can do it,” he said and rubbed his eyes. “I’m supposed to be getting 
my memory back as it is. Maybe this will speed up the process,” he said 
carefully, though there was wariness in his eyes. How could he be so 
suspicious of Dom and want to protect him? Jason didn’t get it. 


“Whatever floats your boat, angel,” Vera said and nodded to Dom. “Go 
ahead,” she said and raised a hand to push him to the vials. He looked 
between the three and grabbed two with trembling hands. 


“I’m not comfortable with this,” Annabeth said and stepped forward again. 
“You’re just going to have someone drink poison? It’s-” 


“Okay, we need to get Thanatos out,” Thalia cut in. Nico was putting his 
hand to the ground, gnawing his lip nervously as he looked up at Castor. 
“We don’t have time for this. You don’t know it, but there’s a different 
battle going on. Find a different game to play so we can free-” 


“Oh, and one more thing, Dom,” Vera interrupted casually as Dom looked 
down at the vials in his hand. Vera was rolling the remaining third one 
between her fingers thoughtfully. “To really show just how much they can 
trust you... I promise that if you do give Luke that vial of poison... Pl take 
those handcuffs off of you,” she said and shrugged. Dom stared at her. “You 
know, just to increase the temptation.” 


“Fuck,” Thalia muttered and walked by. “For the last time, we need to go. 
Thanatos needs to be released now,” she said, looking over her shoulder. 


"This will only take a few minutes," Vera said. 


"No, we’re listening to Thalia," Annabeth said, standing up to approach 
Dom and Luke. “Let’s focus on Thanatos first and this later.” 


“Perfect,” Vera said and jerked her head. “Dom, let’s go-” 


“No. Stop,” Luke interrupted and held up a hand. “We’ll make this quick. 
It’s fine. I have it under control,” he said, and Thalia hesitated as she looked 
around. She turned to Nico and Castor, who were looking at Letus, and then 
shook their heads. Before she could stop anything, Dom handed over a vial, 
looking more scared than ever. Luke grasped it and stared down at it for a 
moment. The blood seemed to boil within it, and Dom nodded. 


“T don’t know if we even have a couple minutes,” Thalia said and reached 
for the vial. Vera raised her sword to block her. 


“Then let me take him,” she said simply. Thalia’s eyes narrowed as she 
turned to hit Vera’s sword away right as Dom spoke. 


“You’re my friend,” he told Luke quietly, and Luke’s eyes wandered over 
him before he nodded. Thalia opened her mouth again, but Luke picked up 
the vial and threw it back without a second of hesitation. 


They waited. Jason wasn’t really sure what to make of any of this, if he was 
honest. If Dom did drink the poison.... then what? 


He was a good person? 


The thought made him a little sick, if he was honest. It wouldn’t be fair. If 
anything, it would be... be... 


Jason took a step back. Thalia’s eyes snapped to him from where she had 
been watching the last few seconds with a considerable amount of restraint. 
Concern touched an otherwise furious expression as she looked at him. 
Ignoring the others, she pushed by and went to stand next to him. 


“You okay?” she murmured, and Jason bit his lip. Dom was still hesitating 
to drink his own, and Vera cleared her throat pointedly. 


“Would you be upset if he drank the poison?” he asked quietly, and Thalia 
turned to fix him with a bewildered look. 


“Luke is my friend-” 


“Yeah, I mean, I like Luke, too,” he said, and Thalia raised an eyebrow. 
Jason shrugged. He hadn’t really liked Luke due to the whole ‘he’s Jupiter!’ 
thing, but now that was done, so they were cool. Also, Jason was pretty sure 
Luke mentioned being on the titans’ side of the war, and that is pretty 
snazzy in his opinion. “But...” Jason began and cut himself off as he 
watched Luke put a hand on Dom’s hand to keep him from drinking his 
vial. Jason inwardly scolded himself. He was being selfish. Thalia nudged 
him. 


“But what?” she asked, eyes alternating between the ground and Dom. 
What was she waiting for? He didn’t bother to ask with all the shame 
suddenly flooding over him. Still, he swallowed his pride and asked the 
question anyway. 


“Why is Luke worth being good for when we weren’t?” he muttered. Thalia 
paused at that. Jason bit his lip, and Thalia looked him over for a couple 
seconds before shaking her head. 


“It’s just because his memories are gone,” she said, “Nothing personal.” 


“Tf that’s true,” Jason said and offered a wry grin. “Why didn’t you just 
volunteer to take his place?” he asked. Thalia didn’t answer. He couldn’t 
really blame her. Obviously, if there had been a real-life or death situation 
on their hands, Jason would have to be the one to drink the poison given 
that - you know - it wouldn’t kill him, but now? Without that risk? 


It felt like even now... he would expect that drink to poison him. Like even 
in his subconscious, his father would try to hurt him. And it would probably 
hurt worse, too... because it would simply confirm what (deep down) he 
already knew. There wasn’t really a good reason to want Jason in pain or 
dead. The reason was that Zeus could. 


He sighed, and Thalia grabbed his hand. 


Luke looked around, patting Dom’s hand that was still clutched around his 
undrunk vial. 


“There. He’s proven himself,” he said and tossed the empty bottle to the 
side. Jason looked away. Yeah, a couple seconds had passed, and nothing 
happened. Luke was fine... good. That was good. “And we’re not making 
him drink the poison, so we can just release Thanat-” he began and then 
coughed. Everyone froze. He took another breath before coughing again, 
and for a second, he looked at Thalia and locked eyes with her. 


“Luke?” she asked and moved forward as he fell forward. “Luke!” she cried 
out and caught him, slowly lowering him to the ground as he began shaking 
with a horrible choking sound. Annabeth fell on her knees next to him, 
gasping as white foam touched his lips. Vera sighed and took a few steps 
forward as she looked down at him. Her expression was merely irritated. 


“Take them off,” Dom said, holding out his wrists. Vera glanced at him, and 
Ethan snapped his head to look at them so fast that Jason almost jumped at 
the speed. 


“No,” she said, and Dom’s previous burst of confidence faltered. 


“But you said-” Dom stuttered and was interrupted by Vera rolling her eyes. 


“I lied,” she said, ignoring Luke on the ground. “You know, like you just 
did to him,” she added coolly. Dom stared at her in horror, taking a shaking 
breath. “It was a nice touch. Telling him that he was your friend,” she said 
with a shake of her head. “Was that just to make sure he drank it, or did you 
plan on him stopping you from drinking yours, too?” she asked. Dom took a 
step back, spluttering incoherently. From the ground, Luke started 
convulsing. 


The ground beneath them rumbled dangerously, and Nico swore. Jason 
jumped. What was that? Castor yanked out his sword and looked at Thalia. 


“Luke, Luke - can you hear me? Luke - do something!” Annabeth shrieked, 
hands shaking as her hands moved over him - trying to find some way to 
help. Vera crossed her arms over her chest and raised an eyebrow. 


“Like what? Thanatos is still in chains. Just make sure you don’t release 
him until the poison is out of his system,” she said and nudged Luke’s leg 
with her foot. “Something similar happened to my brother once. Our cabin 
was playing a game to see how much ambrosia we can have without 
burning up,” she said and tilted her head. “He lost. It took us forever to 
figure out what to do with the body-” 


“Wait, what?” Thalia asked, jerking her head up. Vera shrugged. 


“Well, I told him he probably shouldn’t have more, but he couldn’t stand 
that I was winning, so-” 


“No, about Thanatos. This was supposed to kill him instantly!” she said, 
panic lacing her tone as she gripped Luke’s hand. Vera looked down 
pointedly. “He should come back to life in only a couple minutes, right? 
How long does it take for the poison to leave him?” she asked, voice rising. 
“Answer me!” she shouted. Everyone jumped, but Vera only snorted. 


“Tt does kill you instantly, but it stays in your system for like... twenty-four 
hours?” she said, and Thalia went white. “Does it matter? We have what we 
need. Dad sucks, I was right, and the giant guarding this place is gone,” she 


said, tucking a strand of hair back. “Just let me take him and release 
Thanatos whenever everyone is healthy again,” she said and scooped up the 
empty vial Luke had dropped. The ground rumbled again, and a horrible 
squealing sound followed. Jason knelt - even beneath the snow, he could 
sense something was amiss. Thalia shook her head. 


"I told you... we needed to free Thanatos now," she breathed out. 


“Yeah, you did,” Vera agreed and pulled Dom towards her. “Looks like you 
have some tough choices ahead of you, huh?” 


“No. No, no - that,” she managed, and Jason felt a stab of wariness. He 
didn’t know Thalia. Not well. Not really, but he got the feeling she didn’t 
often look scared. Not like this. It felt wrong in a way. Like he was seeing 
something he shouldn’t. “There isn’t a lot of time. I was sent to release him 
soon,” Thalia said, voice breaking as she gripped onto Luke tighter. “The 
Underworld is under attack, and I- I- mean, they need more Underworld 
gods down there,” she managed and shook her head again. Ethan frowned - 
he had been breathing heavily from where he was frozen, but Thalia’s 
words seemed to snap some sense into him. 


“The Underworld is under attack?” he asked. Vera crossed her arms over 
her chest. 


“Tt will be,” Nico finally spoke up. He had gone pure white as he looked at 
Luke and then Thalia. “We just fought off the first wave and came back to 
free Thanatos-” 


“Is Hades not enough?” she asked and rolled her eyes. “If he can’t do 
anything, then what will Thanatos do?” 


“Hades isn’t there!” Thalia yelled and took a long breath. “I need to let him 
out. Soon. There has to be a quicker way to get the poison out or an 
antidote-” 


“What about the other vial of gorgon’s blood?” Annabeth asked. She looked 
like she could barely keep calm as she rubbed the side of Luke’s arm, trying 


to keep her voice from shaking. “The one that heals everything? Give it to 
him-” 


“Wait a second,” Vera said and held up her hand. “The Underworld can’t 
hold off for one day? Who is even attacking them? Hades needs to get his 
ass back and protect his realm. That isn’t my problem,” she said and shook 
her head. “It also isn’t my problem that you assholes trusted Zeus of all 
people. How old are you?” she asked and shook her head. “That’s my vial, 
and I say you just wait or let him die. Your choice. Not my problem.” 


Thalia stood up, stalking the few steps between them as Vera lifted her 
sword in warning. 


"You lied about how long this would take. If he dies, that's on you." 
Vera looked at her. 


“I think I'm okay with that,” she said, and her eyes glittered. “I’m not here 
to be your friend. I don’t care if he dies or-” 


“Vera,” Hugo interrupted, and she went quiet. She didn’t take her eyes off 
of Thalia, but Jason could feel her pause as she waited for him to speak. 
“He’s a good person.” 


Vera went quiet. A few beats of silence passed. 
“So?” 


“We need him,” he tried. Vera’s expression darkened a little at that. Jason 
almost expected her to spit something vindictive back. A ‘we don’t always 
get what we need’ or ‘too bad’. 


She didn’t, though. Instead, she took a long breath and lowered her sword. 


“Do you need him?” she asked and looked back. Hugo hesitated and then 
gave a curt nod. There were a few seconds of silence, and Vera gave a 
frustrated scream as she turned around and flung her sword at the ground. 


“Fine. Take it,” she gritted out and snapped up her bag. “But I take Zeus 
with me, and that is the end of it. No arguments, no debates - none of that 
shit or I will do way worse than snap someone’s neck,” she growled with a 
jerk of her head towards Jason. 


A little rude, but Jason would respect it. 


Thalia kept quiet - though her eyes were burning with hatred. She turned to 
Dom, but- 


“No,” Thalia said, and Vera frowned as she turned around as well. Jason 
also followed their gaze to find Dom a few feet away with Vera’s handcuffs 
off. Beside him was a familiar face. 


“Juno?” he breathed out. She was wearing a white gown, fingers painted 
gold and dripping with jewels. She was only there a moment before she 
grabbed Dom’s arm, and Jason realized with a sense of horror what was 
about to happen. The ground shook again, and everyone turned as the pile 
of rocks that had been Alcyoneus started to move. No. Jason stepped back. 


“Wait-” he shouted, and Percy suddenly jolted up with a gasp. The water 
seemed to rise with him, churning dangerously as the wind picked up. Jason 
didn’t have time to be thankful for his recovery. Juno had grabbed Dom’s 
arm, and there was a ripple of light. 


“No!” Vera shouted and raised her weapon. Jason didn’t have time to think 
things through. He didn’t have time to remind himself of Juno’s betrayal or 
the gods or the war or question any of his instincts. All he could think of 
was that when his father had tried to kill him... Juno had cried. 


It was the first time anyone has cried for Jason before. That he had known 
of, at least. 


He flung himself at Vera, and both knocked to the ground. When Jason sat 
up, they were both gone. 


From behind them, the ground shook as the rocks groaned, oil dripping over 
the sides like blood. Thalia was by Luke’s side, tears streaming down her 


face. She put her face into his chest and screamed. 
Castor grabbed Percy’s arm to pull him over to Luke. 


“You can get the poison out,” Castor told him. Percy stared, bewildered. “I 
know you don’t remember, but Evelyn taught you how. You’ve done it 
before. Try,” he said and Percy looked around - eyes wide and desperate as 
he hovered over Luke. 


“Okay. Okay, um,” Percy said, licking his lips. “Right. Let me-” he began 
and put his hands over Luke. Nothing happened. The ground shook harder 
and Nico gasped, dropping his sword as he clapped his hands over his ears. 
“I don’t know what to do!” Percy said, voice rising with panic. 


“Focus!” Thalia said and the ground cracked slightly beneath them. Percy 
bit his lip as he raised his hands. “Come on... Percy, please...” 


“I don’t remember!” he said and shook his head. “I- I’m trying,” he choked 
out and closed his eyes again. “I feel something, but I don’t know-” he 
began and Luke’s body jerked violently. Thalia sat up as Percy yanked 
back. 


“What are you doing?! Keep going!” 


“That wasn’t... that wasn’t the poison,” Percy said, voice faint. “That was 
his blood,” he said and ran a hand over his forehead. “I need more time to 
figure it out. How did I know to do this?” he asked. It was bewildering that 
Castor knew he could do it at all, but Jason didn’t think it was an 
appropriate time to question that. 


“I think Evelyn taught you?” Castor said and Percy shook his head, 
confused. “I don’t know, I wasn’t there-” 


“They're getting out again!” Nico shouted as he tried to stand up. “I can... I 
can feel them...” he managed and flinched. The sky was darkening and 
Jason turned to see Alcyoneus’ legs slowly beginning to twitch. Thalia 
looked desperately around and then back to where Percy was still trying to 
figure out how to extract the poison. 


“I can figure it out,” he said and swallowed. “I just need more time or 
someone who knows how to do this-” 


“We don’t have time,” Thalia said and gripped Luke’s sleeve. “I am so 
sorry,” she managed and looked up at Hugo. He stared back in horror. “You 
know what to do, right?” she asked and swallowed. “Get ready.” Annabeth 
jerked her head up. 


“No!” she yelled, and the ground shook harder, making the world blur. 
Percy raised his hands - somehow stilling the water so that it wouldn’t crash 
onto them as he tried to crawl forward. Thalia stood up on shaking legs. 


“HUGO! NOW!” she shouted, and Jason turned just in time to see her bring 
a bolt of lightning from the sky. Hugo held up his scythe, and there was a 
flash before white hit black. The stygian iron sucked in the energy, and a 
large, white flame erupted. 


Everything went silent. 


When Jason looked back up, the ghosts Hugo had summoned earlier were 
all back. 


“What?” Nico murmured and sat up before shaking his head. “Fire.. of 
life...” he murmured with a nod. “Right,” he said and fell back in the snow. 
“Stygian iron,” he said, and Jason blinked. He didn’t know much about 
stygian iron other than it trapped souls... which... actually... if every 
person Hugo had killed was in his scythe, then that would put them in a 
state between life and death. 


“The fire is burning away the part of them that is trapping them in life,” 
Jason nodded and got up, wincing a little as he stumbled over to Percy. 
Annabeth was still gripping onto Luke, breathing growing more unsteady. 
He could feel her powers rising as Hugo raised the scythe above them. Vera 
must have felt it as well because as soon as the fire touched the chains, she 
launched forward, covering Hugo’s body with her own. Thalia’s eyes 
widened as she followed suit and grabbed Castor to shield and Percy did the 
same with Ethan, making sure to cover his back once more. Rolling over, 
Jason practically flattened himself on top of Nico. 


“Hey!” he said right as Annabeth screamed. 


..yeah. Minerva definitely had the Master Bolt. There was no other 
explanation for the raw power Jason felt rocket through the air, turning 
everything white. He could feel the crackle of energy, and Jason felt fear zip 
through him at the thought of Percy being exposed to it. Was his weak spot 
shielded enough for this? A couple seconds of silence passed, and Jason 
slowly risked lifting his head up. 


“Holy... mother... of Hera....” Nico whispered as they looked around. 
“They're going to have a hard time saying this is Global Warming,” he 
managed and then winced as he sat up. “Grover is going to be pissed,” he 
added. Jason had no idea who Grover was, but sure. The entire area was... 
gone. Well, not gone, but the snow on the mountains was all gone. 
Anything that had solid ground underneath it was revealed despite the 
layers of ice and snow that had once covered it. A large chunk of the glacier 
was gone - breaking off into the water. 


Jason took a long breath. Smoke was rising out in the distance - sirens 
already wailing. He could see trees and plants beyond the ice that had burst 
into flames. There was a smell of ozone. Jason felt the air shifting, and he 
stumbled up, falling in front of Annabeth to shake her. 


“Stop. Annabeth, stop,” he said, fighting as his own powers reacted to the 
change. “You’re taking the..oxygen out... of the air... Annabeth...” he tried 
and felt Thalia also shove her way to them. She grabbed Annabeth’s arm, 
shaking a bit as Luke’s very still body sat between them. 


Letus was free. 


“Annie. Hey. Annabeth,” Thalia said between long pants of breath. “I know 
you don’t remember me very well right now, but please listen,” she said and 
grabbed the sides of Annabeth’s face. “I’m sorry. Luke and I... we were 
supposed to look after you... we haven’t done a good job,” she said and 
swallowed. “I keep doing this to people. I’m sorry,” she said, voice- 
catching. Annabeth cried harder. “But hey. Hey. Annabeth,” she said, and 
Thalia was crying, too. “You need to stop now, okay? Just breathe. Slowly. 


He’s okay now. He isn’t in pain. It’s okay,” she coaxed, and Jason tried to 
avoid looking down. He wouldn’t be able to stand it. 


“T-I- can’t-” 


“Yes, you can,” Thalia told her gently and tucked a strand of hair behind her 
ear. Ethan choked, grasping his throat as he tried to breathe. “Annabeth. 
Please. Let him rest. It’s okay,” she said, and Annabeth breathed slowly. 
The air crackled, and Jason could feel it shift slightly. “I’m sorry,” Thalia 
said again and pressed her head to hers. “I’m so sorry,” she said, though this 
time, Jason was pretty sure the words were meant for Luke. Swallowing, he 
stood up. The air was slowly righting itself, leaving him to adjust to 
everything else happening around them. 


Like Letus, for example. 


Jason couldn’t help but take the smallest step back as he felt a wave of his 
power suddenly flood the world. Hugo’s ghosts vanished, all glimmering 
gold before sinking into the ground. Hugo whirled around - eyes widening 
as he glanced around. 


“Do not worry,” Letus said calmly as he stepped out. “They are now in the 
Underworld,” he said, and his voice softened. “I will ensure they are tried 
and judged appropriately,” he said, and Hugo swallowed before giving a 
curt nod. Vera stepped back - eyes wary as she grabbed her sword. Letus 
turned to her. 


“Don’t try it,” Vera whispered. From beside her, Nico stepped forward, 
clearing his throat. 


“Vera is not on the list,” he said, and everyone turned to him. Thalia looked 
up in pure hatred. 


"She should be," she hissed. Vera ignored her. “This is your fault-” 


“Easy,” Hugo said and Thalia raised her spear. Jason brought out his claws, 
warily. Why was Hugo defending her? “Let’s take a moment before we start 


killing each other,” he said and Annabeth stood up slowly. Her eyes were 
burning - a dangerous crackle around her. Vera only tilted her head. 


“Go ahead,” she told her. “Try it.” 


“Vera, shut up,” Hugo muttered and Nico cleared his throat. The tension 
was rising, but it paused for a few seconds as Nico awkwardly shifted, 
redirecting everyone’s attention. Annabeth’s eyes were still fixed on Vera. 


“T, um, was told to give this to you,” Nico explained and held out a piece of 
paper. “It is everyone she wants back in the Underworld,” he explained. 
She? Who was this ‘she’ that they kept mentioning? Letus flicked the note 
open and read over it. He looked over at Thalia. She closed her eyes and 
took a long breath. 


“Yeah, I know,” she said and cleared her throat. “I am expected back,” she 
said, and her eyes met Jason’s with a sad smile. “For now.” 


“You’re leaving?” Jason asked her, voice rising with disappointment. 
Thalia’s expression softened. She walked over, trembling slightly as her 
smile slipped off of her face, and reached to grab his arm, pulling him into a 
hug. 


“T’m needed somewhere else,” she said softly and looked where Annabeth 
was still clinging to Luke. She swallowed and turned back to him. “But 
we’re going to see each other again,” she said and put a hand to his face. 
“Things are tricky right now. I wish I could explain, but... I need you to... 
to just keep trying for a bit longer,” she said and closed her eyes for a few 
seconds. 


“But-” 


“T want you to have this,” Thalia interrupted before he could say anything 
else. She took off her bracelet and slipped it on his wrist. “I think you’re 
going to need it more than me,” she said, and Jason felt his mouth go dry. 


“But you said you’ll be back, right?” he asked her. Thalia’s lips tugged 
upwards before she nodded. “Promise?” he pressed. It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t. 


He just got the first glimpse of everything he could have had, and now... he 
bit his lip. Thalia hugged him again. 


“I promise,” she said and stepped back. Jason could see Percy behind her, 
staring intently at the bracelet on his wrist. Thalia must have felt his stare 
because she turned to him. “You’re going to be pissed when you remember 
me,” she told him softly. Percy tilted his head. 


“Why?” 


“You never got to say goodbye the first time,” she said and sighed. “And it 
won’t mean much this time,” she told him. Percy pursed his lips and 
nodded. 


“Well, if you’re really coming back... we can try for the third,” he said, and 
Thalia laughed. She stepped backward towards Letus and froze. Her eyes 
were stuck on Annabeth - pain firmly hidden behind whatever else she was 
trying to sell. Annabeth’s eyes were still planted on Vera, but flicked away 
when Thalia stepped towards her. 


“I’m so sorry,” Thalia said and reached out, touching her shoulder. “P1 take 
care of him,” she said, and her eyes flicked to Jason again. “Help her,” she 
said softly, and Jason nodded. If she had that much power... someone 
would need to teach her to use it. 


“I promise,” he said, and Thalia smiled weakly. She gave her one last 
pained look before looking over her shoulder to Letus. Jason blinked, and 
she was gone. He felt a numb sense of shock at how suddenly she had gone 
but tried to swallow it down. Letus’ eyes went to Castor next. 


“No,” Nico said quickly. Letus raised an eyebrow. “I took him out myself. 
He stays.” 


“Being a son of Hades does not give you that right, child,” Letus said 
quietly, and Nico shook his head firmly. 


“He isn’t on the list,” he said and grabbed Castor’s arm. “And Hades isn’t 
in charge right now,” he added softly. At that, Letus sighed, looking a little 


annoyed but somehow much more pitying. 


“I hope the Fates have mercy on you,” he said and shook his head. “There is 
a tragedy in children playing with death, but you are far beyond such 
slights, Nico di Angelo,” he said and let his eyes flick over the rest of them. 
Finally, he looked at Hugo. “You are on the list,” he told him and held up 
the paper. 


Hugo blinked. He turned to Nico - almost as if expecting him to say 
something. Jason also was expecting Nico to say something. He kept Letus 
away from Castor. Why not Hugo? His brother? 


Nico smiled weakly. 


“Pm sorry,” he said and swallowed. Hugo’s shoulders went lax. “You need 
to go back. I can’t explain right now, but... you need to go back,” he said. 
Hugo pursed his lips. Then looked at where his scythe had all but 
disappeared, turning into nothing more than a stick. Sighing, he dropped it 
on the ground. Jason tensed. That was it? No fight? 


“Wait, what?” Vera asked and stepped forward. Ah. He had spoken too 
soon. “No. No, if I’m not on the list, then neither is he,” she said firmly and 
grabbed Hugo’s arm. Nico said nothing. “You’re not- you cant,” she said, 
and her fingers dug into his arm a bit. “Right?” she asked. Hugo looked at 
her. 


“Whenever you’re ready,” Letus told him, completely ignoring Vera. “Give 
me the signal.” 


Vera bristled and let go of Hugo to face Letus fully, weapons out. Jason 
stepped forward, warily joining her defense. Hugo looked over at him and 
smiled weakly. Jason paused. He didn’t have to know Hugo well to know 
what the smile meant. 


“Are you sure?” he asked and Percy jerked his head up. He had been 
looking between Letus and Hugo warily - hand on his sword. Hugo looked 
around and then nodded. Vera didn’t seem to notice the interaction - she 


was too busy arguing with Thanatos and Nico. Hugo gave an apologetic 
smile. 


“Sorry, I didn’t tell you about... you know. Your death,” he said and 
awkwardly shuffled as he looked over Annabeth. “Both of you,” he said. 
Annabeth only shook her head. 


“If only you had known Luke’s last name,” she said as she looked down at 
Luke. “We could have known how to stop...this.” 


“Or if we had poisoned you-know-who instead,” Ethan tacked on bitterly. 
Jason risked a look up at Percy, who looked somewhere between shocked 
and like he had been punched in the face. He wondered how he was going 
to cope with this. The knowledge he could have saved him, but didn’t. 
Jason felt a swell of frustration. Now wasn’t the time to dwell on that, 
though. “Hugo, we could fight for you-” 


“Pm okay. Really,” Hugo said and Jason opened his mouth. He couldn’t 
help but think back to Juno. Her words as they sat in that field. Was it worth 
it? He licked his lips and reached out, lightly putting a hand on his wrist. 
Hugo met his eyes and smiled tightly. 


“How bad is it?” he asked and Hugo’s smile vanished. “My death, I mean,” 
he said. Hugo looked at him. Jason wasn’t sure what he expected. A date? 
A name? Hugo pursed his lips. For a second, Jason thought he might try 
and lie, but he only shook his head. 


“T don’t know the context,” Hugo finally said slowly. “But I’m sure... I’m 
sure you’re going to do the right thing,” he said quietly. Jason didn’t at all 
feel reassured by that. He didn’t have time to ask for more details, though. 
Vera had spun back around to them - more distressed than Jason had ever 
seen her. 


“You’re not taking him,” she gritted out and took a slow breath so that the 
air went white around her, reminding Jason just how cold it was. “Hugo,” 
she said, voice hard enough that Jason was sure it would break. “Hugo, wait 
- wait,” she said quickly and stepped in front of him. “I... listen, don’t-” 
she began and then took a breath as she stared at the ground. “You don’t 


have to go,” she told him, and there was a slight tremor at the end. Jason 
moved forward warily in case he needed to push her away. “I can protect 


33 


you. 
Nico shifted. 
“He has to return to the Underworld-” 


“PII kill you if you try!” Vera hissed, fingers twitching around her sword. 
“Hugo, look...If you want to stay, I... please, stay,” she said, flinching at the 
‘please’ as she put her hands behind her back. “I know what you’re 
thinking. I know. It’s her. It’s always her, and I know that you miss her and 
that I’m not...” she trailed off and bit her lip. 


“Vera...” 


“No,” she cut in again. “No, I can... Pm not pleasant to be around. I get 
that. I’ve never been your favorite person, but we were friends. We were 
friends,” she said, though there was a note of uncertainty towards the end. 
“And I’m always the one left behind. You and her are always leaving me. I 
was the only one not to go insane back then. I was alone. You and her left. 
And then Evelyn had Kronos bring me back from the dead only to die. She 
brought me back just... just to leave again. And I thought I had you, but 
you wouldn’t listen to me when I said to stay because you wanted to see her 
body. You left me and let Hera take you for her corpse, Hugo. And I was 
alone. Again and I...” 


Hugo sighed - closing his eyes. Vera let go of his arm and crossed them 
over her chest. 


“You'll see her again, I promise. I just need one person who won’t leave 
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me. 


“Its not just that,” Hugo said gently and looked over his shoulder. “I trust 
Nico. He says it’s the right thing to do,” he said. Vera stared. Jason almost 
(almost) felt bad for her. “I’m sure you can do it on your own-” 


“But I don’t want to!” Vera said and stepped back. Her expression 
hardened. “Fine. Go. Just go!” she spat and turned away. Hugo grabbed her 
arm. “I get it. Ruth was the same way. So was Evelyn and my mom and-” 
her voice broke. “I don’t need you. I can do this myself.” 


“But you don’t want to,” Hugo reminded her. Vera gritted her teeth and 
ripped his hand off of her. “I’m sorry we kept leaving you, Vera,” he said 
quietly, and Vera looked up at him. “I...” he began, and Vera took a shaky 
breath. Jason felt like he was in a trance - helplessly watching a movie 
screen instead of anything in real life. 


Hugo couldn’t seem to find the right words, so he just stepped forward, 
hugging her tightly. Vera froze - stiff at first but slowly relaxing slightly. 


“I’m sorry,” she managed and swallowed against his shoulder. “Please 
don’t-” she started, but Hugo was gone when she opened her eyes. “-go,” 
she finished and turned to Letus, who fixed her with unyielding eyes. 


“He gave me the signal,” he said quietly. Jason internally gawked - unsure 
if that was an act of kindness or cruelty. Based on Vera’s face... cruelty. 


“Oh,” Vera said and licked her lips. “Right. Okay.” 


Jason froze. He thought she might blow up - maybe kill someone else out of 
fury, but she only grabbed her bag. Jason looked back over, and Letus was 
gone - leaving behind only the battered living. Jason touched the bracelet on 
his wrist and turned to walk after Vera. 


Annabeth cut her off. Shit. 


“Hello, princess. Are we fighting so soon?” Vera asked her. Percy had 
stepped beside Annabeth and Jason felt Vera stiffen at his approach. Her 
eyes flicked him up and down for a moment before turning to Annabeth 
once more. “Or are you going to let him kill me?” she asked quietly. 


“T need to bury my friend,” Annabeth said quietly. Vera hummed. “And, 
yeah, I bet Percy could kill you right here. Right now. If he took down your 


dad... you’re nothing,” she whispered. Vera smiled. “But I can do it instead. 
I will do it instead.” 


“Give me a time and place.” 


“No,” Annabeth laughed. Percy shifted. He seemed torn between 
intervening and letting Annabeth have this. In the end, he kept quiet, 
meeting Jason’s eyes with a silent plea to help him if something went amiss. 
“T’m going to learn how to use my powers and kill your dad first. Then, 
when you have nothing, I’m going to come for you,” she warned. 


Vera nodded slowly. Then turned away. 


“T look forward to it, princess,” she said and Percy reached out to grab her 
arm. Vera went still. “Yes?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at him. 


“Pm not hurting you,” he said simply. “For Hugo. That’s the only reason,” 
he said. Vera smiled and jerked her arm away. He didn't go after her - but 
Jason followed. He was a little surprise that there was no immediate fight to 
follow, but it was probably wise for Annabeth to learn her new limitations 
and strengths before trying to commit murder. 


“Hey,” he called after her as she grabbed her bag. He looked over his 
shoulder. “You're really just going to leave? After getting Luke killed?” 


"Consider it a valuable lesson in trust," she said and stuffed some things in 
her pockets and then her bag. “Besides, I don’t think your friends want me 
here.” 


"You literally started this because we didn't trust you." 


"I know. You should get better at reading people, shouldn't you?" Vera 
asked, almost mockingly. "I need to find Zeus. Again. I don’t have time for 
this, and the second your friends can think through their grief, they'll come 
for me sooner rather than later. I need to go,” she said, and Jason watched. 
He couldn’t read any emotion on her, but he could still sense tension rolling 
off of her. 


"You're a monster," he said, "I thought we... well, back there, I mean," he 
said, and Vera flicked her hair back as she looked at him. "I thought we saw 
eye to eye." 


“And?” Vera asked and sighed. “Want a piece of sisterly advice?” she 
asked, snatching up a fallen arrow as she walked over. Jason made a face at 
her, but she ignored him. “Stop drooling over him,” she said with a nod 
towards where Percy was standing next to Annabeth, whispering something 
in her ear as he rubbed her back. “Poseidon kids are all the same. They 
drown you and say you should learn how to swim,” she muttered, shoving 
past him. Jason frowned. 


“You fell for a Poseidon kid?” he asked. Vera froze. For a second, he 
thought she might try to snap his neck again, but she turned and gave an 
almost hysterical laugh. 


“You think I could fall in love with someone?” she asked and shook her 
head. “Trust me, I am not the type,” she said and threw her bag over her 
shoulder. “Look, if you're not going to try and kill me... you should comfort 
your friend,” she told him, and Jason turned to where Ethan was kneeling in 
the snow - staring blankly at Luke. Jason opened his mouth to answer, but 
Vera was already walking away. 


He thought about stopping her... maybe actually trying to kill her now that 
he could...then shook his head. It wasn’t worth it. Not yet. Not when Ethan 
was looking at Luke’s body like that. Silently, he moved to him. Ethan 
didn’t acknowledge him. He just stared. And stared. Jason couldn’t blame 
him. He had seen plenty of gory bodies before, but they were still 
unsettling... Ethan didn’t have his memory. He had nothing to prepare him 
for this. 


“Hey,” Jason began and reached out. He didn’t really know how to comfort 
people. Wolves simply existed with one another. Silently soaking up the 
other’s presence with a mutual understanding between them... humans 
were, as always, more complicated. 


“T thought he was our friend,” Ethan finally managed. Right. Dom. Jason 
closed his eyes. “He was my friend.” 


“He tricked us-” 


“No,” Ethan managed, and his voice caught. “No, he... he didn’t trick us,” 
he said, and Jason frowned. “I saw his eyes the moment he chose. It wasn’t 
a trick. He was our friend, too. It’s just... at the last second... he decided he 
was more important,” he managed and looked up at the sky, clearly fighting 
tears. 


“Yeah,” Jason said quietly. “I’m sorry.” 


Ethan said nothing and instead just breathed for a couple of seconds. When 
he finally spoke again, his voice was unnaturally even. 


“Vera said my mother is Nemesis,” he whispered. Jason waited. “This is her 
fault, too,” he choked out. Jason didn't answer. “I want them gone. I want to 
hunt them both down.” 


Jason looked over at Annabeth on the ground with Percy. Nico and Castor 
had disappeared once more - along with them was the absence of the 
ground rumbling, and Alcyoneus' rocks were still. Smoke was rising 
somewhere behind them, the snow was gone, and the world was strangely 
beautiful despite being torn into pieces. Jason swallowed and placed a hand 
on Ethan’s shoulder. 


“Okay,” he said quietly, and Ethan burst into tears. Jason squeezed tighter 
before touching Thalia’s bracelet on his wrist. 


It was time for them to bury Luke and return to Camp Jupiter. After all, they 
finally had the answers they needed to move forward - or at least some of 
them. Jupiter was no longer in power. Minerva was. His eyes slid to 
Annabeth, thinking of his promise to Thalia. 


He got the feeling that even Juno wouldn’t be enough to protect Dom from 
what was coming after him. 


Welcome, friends! We hope you enjoyed Part I of our story. Part II will be 
out in a jiffy. For now, please enjoy our brief intermission. It is important to 


us that you learn about universes outside of your own. Please visit our link 
here to get ready for the final section of Part I. 


Thank you so much for your cooperation! And don’t worry. You will see 
Perseus, Annabeth, Jason, Castor, Nico, Ethan, and Dom very soon. 


Sincerely, 


-M 


"Are you sure?" 


Nico had asked at least ten times. Maybe twenty. Maybe thirty. Castor 
tucked his hands in his pockets, looking vaguely amused as they stood in 
front of DOA Recording Studio. It was truly Nico’s least favorite way to 
enter the Underworld but probably the easiest without using any of his 
powers. He punched the down button of the elevator as Castor leaned 
against the wall. 


"Do you want me to return to the dead, di Angelo?" he asked, and Nico 
rolled his eyes. 


"No, but you wanted to for a long time," he said, and Castor grimaced. It 
was true enough. About halfway through the quest, Castor had made Nico 
promise to bring him back to Elysium after all of this was over. 


"I have other things to do," Castor said with a sigh, though his eyes flicked 
up and down the elevator thoughtfully. "Maybe if I'm lucky, Percy might 
remember me," he added. Nico raised an eyebrow. 


"Is that your main reason for staying?" 


"No," Castor admitted, playing with a bracelet on his wrist. "I'm not going 
to do that. Whatever happens with that... happens," he said. Nico nodded 
slowly. He supposed it was a good thing, but also, Castor had kissed the guy 
in front of everyone. He wondered how that was going to be addressed - or 
if it even was. Percy wasn't always the most confrontational. 


"Good," he said instead as the elevator dinged and the doors rattled open. 
"You can totally find someone else," he said, and Castor raised a brow. 
"Maybe you can date Jason," he suggested brightly. Castor snorted. 


"Uh-huh. I'll keep that in mind so that you can make your move, kid," he 
said, and Nico scowled as he stepped inside the elevator. 


"You shouldn't laugh at me," Nico grumbled, and Castor rolled his eyes. "I 
have a chance!" 


"You're thirteen, Nico," Castor said. Nico spluttered. Whatever. He was very 
mature for a thirteen-year-old. He didn't need this. Castor must have read 
his mind because he smiled a little. 


"I could do it. I can dye my hair blonde." 


"Hm. Well, you have my full blessing to flirt with my boyfriend, Nico. Let 
me know how it goes for you," Castor said, and Nico made a face. Jerk. 
Castor went to turn away but paused. "You know..." he added as the doors 
to the elevator started to close. Nico pressed the button to keep them open. 
"I think that whenever you're ready to come out, you'll find you have more 
options than you think," he said. Nico tilted his head. What did that mean? 
Castor must have sensed his confusion because he sighed. "Nevermind. Tell 
Pollux I miss him," he said. Nico nodded and let go of the button to bring 
him down. 


It shut with a click. 


The Underworld looked... different. As it should after such a sudden attack. 
Ghosts were all scattered - souls lost and rocks around the cracked. There 
were some wayward fires and crumbled statues. 


He walked down to the River Styx, dragging his feet a little as he moved 
past the new souls lining up to cross with Charon. He recognized some of 
them. Some of the souls from Hugo's scythe and some from the Princess 
Andromeda and some- 


"I gave you your coins!" 


Some he just knew. 


"I have orders not to let you in," Charon was saying as Hugo tried to wave 
his drachmas in front of him. There was an indignant pause as Hugo 
blinked a few times before crossing his arms over his chest. 


"I didn't want to have to bring this up," Hugo told him sourly. "But my 
father usually gives the orders, so...." 


"Wow," Nico greeted, and Hugo jumped, spilling the drachmas in his hand 
to the ground. Charon wordlessly stared at them. "You pulled out the 
nepotism card already?" he asked, and Hugo's eyes narrowed. "Come on. 
You've been waiting for me," he said and jerked his head for him to follow. 
Hugo stared for a moment before scooping up the drachmas and hurriedly 
handing them to random people in line before sprinting after him. 


"Yeah, I have a bone to pick with you," Hugo groused. Nico inwardly 
winced. Yeah... he might deserve this lecture. "I die and come down here to 
find the entire place under attack from monsters escaping the Underworld. I 
fight for freaking ever, and when it all dies down, nobody says anything, 
nobody comes to get me, I'm just left here to try to get across the River 
Styx-" 


"It's been a busy couple of days!" Nico told him, taking one of the spare 
boats that Charon liked to pretend he didn't have to cross them over the 
Styx. Hugo grumbled something under his breath. "But we were there. 
Castor and I left with Thanatos. The others weren't happy with us when we 
finally came back," he sighed. Jason still wasn't talking to him. The boat 
rocked slightly. Hugo raised an eyebrow. 


"I can imagine," he said, waving a hand over his chest. Nico grimaced. 


"Yeah... sorry about that. It was a tough call," he said and let them float 
downstream. "But I can explain now. How much do you know about the 
second titan war?" he asked. Hugo looked at him. Right. Nothing. He was 
brutally murdered in the 1940s and then brought back to life with no 
memories. How silly of him. "Right, the super short version is that there 
were the gods, the titans, and then the gods who all decided to turn against 


Zeus. Zeus was overthrown by Percy, and Kronos was overthrown by a few 
of us, and Dad absorbed his essence in a stygian spear and went to put him 
in Tartarus." 


"Normal. Love it. But then Dad went missing?" 


"But then Dad went missing," Nico agreed, "And we don't know where 
Kronos is either. It's been a little bit of a problem. The weird part is that he 
left us a message about the Roman camp, but before we could figure 
anything out - everyone disappeared and got scattered. It's all a mess," he 
sighed. 


"Alright," Hugo said slowly before shaking his head. "What does that have 
to do with us?" he asked. Nico held up a finger as they bumped up against 
the shore. He jumped over the edge onto blackened sand and smiled. 


"I'm so glad you asked," he said and pulled him out of the boat towards the 
black palace above. "You see, Athena is ruling Olympus right now and she, 
uh, doesn't... quite... know... that our dad is missing." 


Hugo stopped walking. 
"What?" he asked. Nico grimaced. "How does she not know?" 


"Well, she knows Thanatos was kidnapped!" Nico said and rubbed his 
shoulder. "And honestly, she might know about all of it, but we aren't as 
worried about her. It's Hera who we have to keep in the dark," he explained 
with a wince. Hera had shown up to grab Dom, which was... not promising 
on that front. Hugo stared. "We're doing damage control," he said and 
walked them around. Nico preferred the back entrance to the palace these 
days. As they walked, Hugo's eyes fell to a bubbling bay of water hidden by 
the shadows of the building. He frowned, drawn to the vibrant colors 
shrouded in black. 


"What's what?" he asked, drifting from the doors of the palace to the water. 
Nico grimaced. Of course, he would go there. Nico smiled weakly. 


"This is where memories go," Nico said, and Hugo frowned. "You don't 
think Lethe actually gets rid of them permanently, do you?" he asked and 
glanced towards the rainbow water. "It just carries them here. Sometimes 
they escape - evaporating into the air," he explained, watching mists rising 
as the water boiled more. "That's why people sometimes get memories of 
their past lives or whatever after they're reborn," he said, and Hugo moved 
forward. 


"Are... some of mine in there? The ones I haven't gotten back?" he asked. 
Nico shrugged. Probably. He didn't have to answer, though, because the 
water flattened for him, drawing them both into whatever memory of 
Hugo's they had stirred up. 


"See!" A much younger version of Hugo's voice echoed around them. "Here 
it is! Camp Half-Blood! I told you it was spiffy, didn't I?" he asked, and the 
color around them rose. Nico felt a slight pressure on his hand, and he 
noticed a little girl was holding it. She was about the same age Hugo was in 
the memory - maybe seven or eight? And covered in blood and bruises. She 
was holding onto Hugo tightly as she looked around. 


"It's... nice," the girl said cautiously and flinched when someone nearby 
shouted. 


"It's the best," Hugo said and looked over at another boy who reminded 
Nico of their father. "Right, Kent?" he asked. Kent didn't answer. "Well, I 
think so. Hades kids don't normally stay here. Still, we visit a lot. Just ask 
Kent," he added. Kent still didn't answer. "You'll be in the Hermes cabin 
until you're claimed-" 


"I'm not staying with you?" the girl asked, distressed. Her hand clenched 
harder on Hugo's. "But... but you guys found me," she managed, looking 
around as she swallowed hard. "So... maybe I can stay with you?" she 
asked, and from a few feet away, there was laughter. The girl seemed to 
shrink away from it. "Maybe I'm a Hades kid like you!" she said, voice 
cautiously hopeful. Hugo grimaced. 


"He probably would have claimed you by now," he said gently, and the 
girl's eyes dropped. "But this is better. Camp is amazing, and pretty much 


everyone is really nice," he said and led her over to the laughter. "See? 
Everyone has a cabin and depending on who your dad or mom is, it means 
that you get to live with your family!" 


"My... family?" 


"Yeah, your brothers and sisters or whoever," Hugo said, and there was a 
pause. "Did you have siblings before this?" he asked curiously. The girl 
flinched and muttered something under her breath. Hugo didn't seem to 
understand but also didn't press. "Well, the Demeter kids are super nice if 
you end up there and - oh! Cabin Seven is Apollo. They're really fun to be 
around," he said and leaned over to whisper to her. "And if you're super 
lucky, you can be in Poseidon's cabin," he told her. 


"Poseidon?" 


"Oh, yeah. All of his children are super close. I mean, pretty much any 
cabin aside from Zeus' is a good one-" 


"What's wrong with Zeus' cabin?" the girl asked, and a sharp crack of 
thunder whipped over them. Hugo went very still as Kent tensed, giving 
Hugo a sharp look. 


"sorry," he whispered and looked around. Then at the girl who was staring 
at the sky in wonder. "Um, right, so... uh, his kids are... well, they aren't 
the nicest to one another. They're always trying to get their dad's approval, 
and he has a habit of turning them all against each other to see who is the 
strongest," Hugo explained quietly. The girl frowned. 


"Oh." 


"But don't worry about that," Hugo said, "If you happen to end up there, 
just watch your back. Don't trust any of them," he said, and the girl took a 
small step away. "But I don't think you're a Zeus kid," he said quickly. The 
girl took a shaky breath. "Look, you're going to have so much fun here, 
okay? Come on. You should meet someone," he said and pointed across the 
camp to where a group of kids were still laughing. One girl was in the 
center, giggling as her brother spun her around. "HEY! EVELYN!" Hugo 


called, and the girl paused in her laughter to turn towards Hugo's voice. She 
grinned when she saw him and waved. Hugo beamed, dragging the new girl 
over. "COME MEET VERA!" 


The colors faded, and they were left standing on the bank. Nico risked a 
look at Hugo to find him staring with absolutely no emotion on his face. 
Finally, he took a long breath and turned away. Nico curiously followed. 


"was that really her?" he asked. Hugo grunted. Apparently, he was leading 
the way to the palace now. "Wow. She sure, um... grew up," he said, 
thinking to the Vera he had met. He had already decided she would 
probably have five hundred attack points but a solid negative net worth in 
morality. "What happened?" he asked. Hugo kicked a rock, and the guards 
at the palace glanced at them before moving away. 


"She survived," he muttered and glanced up at the large doors that creaked 
open as they approached. Nico wasn't sure what that meant but also didn't 
think now was the time to ask. "So, what exactly is happening here? What 
damage control are you doing?" he asked, entering the first hallway. He 
paused, and Nico moved forward so he could take the lead. 


"I was in charge of this group, and Bianca is in charge of the group back at 
Camp Half-Blood." 


"In charge, how?" 


"Making sure everything is running smoothly," Nico told him. "With Dad 
gone, someone has to run the Underworld and - uh, you should just meet the 
team," he said and pushed up the doors to the throne room. Hugo blinked a 
few times - digesting the place in alarm. It was a lot to take in. Nico 
wondered if he had seen it before... and knew how much it changed. 


Inside, the floor was still the black marble it usually was, though the 
furniture had all been exchanged for something gold. Hades' throne sat in 
the back to make room for the newer one - also gold - with jewels and 
velvet padding. Bianca looked up from where she was next to it. 


"Nico!" she cried, rushing over to hug him. Nico let her suffocate him 
because he loved her. "Oh, and - I don't know if you remember me-" 


"Bianca?" Hugo spluttered, and his sister beamed at him. "You... how...2?" 
he said and shook his head. "Wait, you're running this place?" he asked, 
eyes widening. Bianca blinked a few times before touching her lieutenant 
circlet and laughed. 


"Oh, no. Definitely not. I'm in charge of Artemis’ hunters," she chuckled. 
Hugo's eyes widened a little at that - pure panic touching his face as he 
awkwardly stepped back. He must have remembered his last interaction 
with Artemis and her hunters. Bianca didn't acknowledge it and turned to 
wave over her shoulder. "They're here!" she called to the rest of the room. 
Hugo's eyes flicked up as everyone all turned. 


"Hey," Thalia said with a wave. "I feel like we just saw each other," she 
said, leaning against one of the columns. Hugo gave a wary laugh. "I'm 
guessing you know this guy, right?" she asked. Hugo opened his mouth to 
respond, only to brighten when he saw Luke next to Thalia. 


"You're here!" he cried and ditched Nico to hug him. Luke rolled his eyes. 


"Not for long. I've been promised a reprieve," he muttered and hugged 
Hugo back. "I literally got double-crossed by a bitchy Zeus and his bitchy 
daughter - no offense," he added to Thalia. She shrugged. 


"It's my fault. I shouldn't have entertained any of that," she said regretfully, 
and Luke lightly nudged her. "If I had my way, she would be brought back 
here and hung by her toes," she said, and Luke snorted. Hugo frowned a 
little. 


"She isn't all bad..." he said weakly, and Luke stared. "Sorry," he 
whispered. 


"I'm sure she's a real gem," he said, and the doors opened again. "Speaking 
of gems...." 


"Don't even try it, Castellan," a girl's voice called, and Nico grinned. Hazel 
had entered with her arms filled with scrolls and shadows under her eyes. 
When was the last time she had slept? Not that Nico could talk, but also... 
eh. He could care. "I said I would let you off the hook and send you straight 
to Elysium, but you get to do my reading for me," she said and shoved the 
scrolls in his arms. 


"I didn't die for this." 


"Hilarious. He died twice. If anyone gets to complain, it's him," she said 
with a jerk of her head towards Hugo. Thalia raised her hand. 


"I died and left my little brother behind. Pity points for me?" 


"I let you out to see your brother," Hazel said as she handed more scrolls to 
Luke. "Do you know how much power it takes to deal with those doors? I'm 
exhausted. Thank the gods Thanatos is back," she muttered and turned with 
a long breath. "Hi, Hugo. I'm Hazel," she smiled. 


Hugo blinked. 


"Hi," he said and tilted his head. "I don't remember a goddess named 
Hazel." 


Nico almost laughed at him. To his credit, Hazel didn't exactly look like a 
mortal at the moment. She was dressed in a long, flowy dress of gold that 
almost made it look like she floated rather than walked. Her hair was... oh, 
damnit. Nico knew about her hair. They had discussed this before. She had 
called them box braids, and the golden metal things were hair cuffs (these 
ones had pretty designs carved into them). Hazel changed her hair a lot. 
Nico had once asked her if Silena put some magic on her hair to make it 
appear so different so often, but apparently, her hair was just able to do lots 
of different things. 


He was a little jealous, if he was honest. Hazel once had blonde braids, and 
he couldn't stop thinking about how Percy would react if Nico somehow got 
blonde hair. 


...um. Not that he cared what Percy Jackson thought. Obviously. Ha. 


"There isn't one," Hazel laughed, "I'm just a demigod. Daughter of Pluto," 
she said and held out her hand. Hugo shook it slowly. "Okay, everyone 
ready?" she asked, and the ghosts all scurried as she whirled around to 
where the golden throne was and sat down. Hugo blinked. 


"You should bow," Nico whispered to him. "The ghosts get annoyed if you 
don't bow." 


"I thought she was a demigod?" he whispered back but did bow as everyone 
else in the room followed suit. Nico shrugged. 


"Yeah, but she runs the Underworld, so...." 
"What?" 


"Okay, let's get started," Hazel said, pulling out her one remaining scroll to 
read. "Bianca, how is Reyna?" she asked, taking a glitter pen from a ghost 
to start writing. Bianca stepped up. 


"She's awake and... confused. We found her on a bus with two other 
demigods. Piper McLean and Leo Valdez," she said and shook her head. 
"Reyna doesn't have her memories, but Piper and Leo's have been altered?" 


"Altered?" Hazel frowned and pulled her brows together. "Nobody else has 
altered memories, do they?" 


"No, just these two. I don't know why Hera did that," Bianca said slowly. 
"We do have confirmation this is Hera's work, right?" 


"My dad mentioned Hera was the one who had taken me," Luke said with a 
shrug. "And she came to take Dom, so I think it's fair to say she's involved," 
he shrugged. Hazel hummed. 


"Did they all make it to Camp Half-Blood?" 


"Yeah, they're all safe," Bianca said, "Silena, though...." 


"Right. Silena," Hazel sighed and rubbed her temple. "How is the Aphrodite 
cabin doing?" 


Bianca went quiet. 


"Um," she finally said and then just shook her head. "Not great. Silena has 
officially made Drew camp counselor so she can search for Percy full-time, 
Valentina has somehow persuaded the FBI to start looking for him, Mitchell 
lost his temper with Chiron, Troy won't stop crying, Jaime has tried to break 
into Olympus, and Lacy stabbed someone with a fork." 


A long pause followed. 


"Who did she stab?" Hazel finally asked. Bianca grimaced. 


"Kids, am I right?" Luke asked, and Thalia punched his arm. 


"Right," Hazel muttered and bit her lip. "I want to tell Silena, but she'll go 
after Percy, and I don't think the Romans and Greeks are ready to meet yet. 
Father said to wait until Hera's plan was finished." 


"How do we know it's finished?" Thalia asked, and Hazel shook her head. 


"I'm not sure. I just know it isn't right now. Reyna and the others just got 
there. Which reminds me. Frank Zhang went missing from Camp Jupiter as 
well. Is he at Camp Half-Blood?" she asked. Bianca nodded. 


"He showed up last week. No memories. His claiming was really weird. 
Poseidon and Ares both tried to claim him, and Chiron has no idea what to 
do," she said, running a hand through her hair. "People think he's another 
katara in hiding. It's causing some drama." 


"How? He just got there." 


"I don't know," Bianca sighed, "But, there is a bit of... a hiccup with him," 
she said, running a hand over her braid. "Does the name Shen Lun mean 
anything to you?" she asked. Hazel frowned. 


"Not particularly. Should I summon him?" she asked. Bianca bit her lip. 


"Nico says he was banished from New Rome back in 1906," she said, and 
Nico nodded. That was true. He looked into the whole thing once Bianca 
told him she had a Frank without memories. "It's... well, here," she said and 
brought some papers out of her pockets to hand to Hazel. There was some 
silence as Hazel frowned and looked down at them. 


"He's Greek?" 


"His ancestor was Greek. His father is Roman, I think," Bianca explained 
carefully. "Probably Mars, by the looks of things. "I think things are going 
to get really complicated with him," she said and sighed. Hazel wrinkled 
her nose in deep thought. 


"TIl visit him myself," she decided, and Nico frowned. "It'll be fine," she 
added, already waving away the concern. "I just want to see what we can 
expect from him. Hera obviously picked powerful demigods to switch. He 
was a newbie at Camp Jupiter who nobody paid any mind to. Clearly, Hera 
sees something nobody else did," she said. Bianca glanced at Nico, who 
shrugged before nodding and stepping back. Hazel grimaced before turning 
to Nico. 


...oh. Uh. Okay. 

He stepped forward. 

"So," he began and extended his hands. "We got Thanatos back!" 
Thalia cleared her throat. 


"Thalia kind of helped while I was doing other, important things," he 
added and then turned to Hazel. "Why did you send her?" he whispered. 
Hazel's lips twitched. 


"You were doing other, important things," she said and shrugged. "Besides, 
she wanted to see Jason." 


"Well, she certainly did that," Nico said, and Thalia stuck her tongue out at 
him. Hugo cleared his throat. "Oh, sorry," Nico added to him. "Um, so, you 
know when I disappeared with Castor for a bit?" he asked, and Hugo 
nodded. "Well, that's because of the comment Alcyoneus made. He knew 
that our dad was gone, which means that it was probably Kronos who 
brought him back. That's really the only other person who we think could 
have him," Nico sighed and rubbed the side of his arm. "Kronos probably 
brought him back to replace dad since he's missing-" 


"And so that was who was attacking the Underworld," Hugo said. Nico held 
out his hands. 


"That's who ordered the attack. Hazel has been managing to keep 
everything separate as much as she can. People can't leave the Underworld 
without her permission, but it's also much harder to get in," he said. Hugo 
nodded. "But now things are a little shaky since a bunch of monsters 
ditched Tartarus and came for us," he explained. Hugo looked around. 


"And you guys held it off?" he asked, impressed. Nico snorted. Yeah, they 
did. Barely. Bianca at least brought the hunters to aid them, and Hazel 
had... 


"With some help," another voice said, and Hugo turned to find Alabaster 
Torrington hiding on the right side of Hazel's throne. "I did my best, at 
least," he shrugged. Hugo frowned. 


"He's a son of Hecate," Nico told him quietly. "Or was. One of her most 
powerful. You know that demigod Dom wanted us to bring back to life? 


He's been... helping Hazel," he explained. Alabaster smirked. 


"Your sister is powerful," Alabaster agreed, "I've never seen anyone 
manipulate the mist like she does." 


"Mist?" Hugo asked, raising an eyebrow. "Like Percy?" 


Alabaster's smile vanished. 


"Not like Percy," he snapped and gave a small huff of annoyance. Nico 
almost rolled his eyes but refrained. "Your precious kdtara can do some 
tricks with water vapor. It isn't the same as manipulating the mist," he said. 
Hugo blinked. "It is my mother's power, and you have no idea how much 
power it truly contains. If Hazel is trained properly, then she could perhaps 
change the folds and understanding of reality itself." 


Hugo looked around. Then back at Alabaster. 
"Oh," he finally said and nodded. "...neat." 


"Neat," Alabaster said in disgust before turning back to Hazel. "If you 
would just let me contact my mother, she could teach you more. Hazel, you 
have no idea the potential-" 


"We've discussed this," Hazel said warily, and her face flushed a bit darker. 
She always did get embarrassed when people pointed out anything good 
about her. "There's no reason for me-" 


"There is a reason," Alabaster said loudly and winced when the guards all 
stiffened at the tone. "There is a reason," he repeated, softer. "Hazel, you 
closed the Doors of Death-" 


"Only for a bit," Hazel cut him off. "It's still a problem. We have Thanatos 
now, but he says even he can't keep them closed. We have a way to get 
people to the Underworld again, but the monsters will still be a problem," 
she said. Alabaster waved those very important comments away. 


"Yes, but that isn't my point," he said. "We needed Thanatos to help stop the 
attack from the Underworld this time, but if you were fully trained - I mean, 
fully - then you wouldn't need any god ever again. Gods have limitations in 
this world. They try to convince us that it's the mortals who are weak, but 
it's them who can't feel or think or exist as we do. You have the power to be 
greater than they are," he said. Hazel shifted uncomfortably. Her eyes 
flicked around the room - almost as if expecting someone to start laughing. 


"I don't think I want that," she said quietly. Alabaster opened his mouth but 
went quiet when Bianca glared at him. Nico cleared his throat, and the room 


turned to him again. 


"We survived the attack," he said quietly. "And I got you... almost everyone 
out alive," he said weakly. Luke smiled reassuringly at him. "And I got you, 
Hugo," he added. "But we should talk about Annabeth and Vera." 


"I already talked to Hazel about it," Thalia chimed in, looking exhausted. 
"We cannot let Vera have that bolt. At the very least, Athena needs to stay 
in power for now-" 


"The bigger problem is that the Romans now know who has the bolt - and 
what happened to Zeus. I don't know how to help them with the chaos that 
is going to go down when they return," Nico said. Thalia pursed her lips at 
that. "Annabeth is going to be made praetor, I'm sure. I'd imagine Percy as 
well," Nico continued. "The others are probably going to be centurions-" 


"This is good. Don't we want them in charge when we meet the Greeks?" 

"Dakota may have something to say about that," Nico rolled his eyes. "I'll 
keep an eye on it, but I don't think any of this is going to go smoothly. 
Annabeth doesn't have control over her powers. Jason said he'll teach her, 


but if she breaks like she did in Alaska and then the Romans learn that there 
are other Athena kids?" he said, and understanding flitted in Hazel's eyes. 


"I see the problem," she said and rubbed her temple. "Alright, keep me 
updated," she said and then smiled at Hugo. 


"I get the feeling you have a job for me," he told her. Hazel shrugged. 
"If you want it." 


"Hm," Hugo said and looked around. "I've noticed nobody is looking for 
Hades-" 


"Nobody should," Nico cut in. Bianca sighed. "I'm serious! I have a bad 
feeling about it," he told them all. "It's... I can't explain it," he frowned and 


ran a hand through his hair. "I just think we should wait-" 


"Wait for what? Kronos could have him imprisoned somewhere!" 


"Let's at least wait until we're all on the same page," Nico tried and held out 
an arm. "Greeks and Romans are inevitably going to meet as per Hera's 
plan. We know Kronos is trying to raise giants. I'm guessing Dad is 
somehow involved in this. Let's just wait until our forces combine to look 
for him." 


"We don't need an army," Hazel said with a shake of her head. "I don't want 
anyone to go get him or fight - we just need some investigative work." 


"I can do that," Hugo shrugged, and Nico fixed him with an irritated look. 
He had a bad feeling about it. He couldn't explain it. Something about the 
Doors of Death... he just couldn't quite put his finger on it. He had been so 
relieved that they finally got Thanatos back, and now? 


"Hazel, you said that the doors tried to draw you in," Nico said and pointed 
in the general direction of the doors. "I just think we should stay away from 
them. At least for now," he said. Hazel looked at him. "Hugo can still search 
for Dad. Let's just... put that off-limits," he said, choosing his words 
carefully. Hugo hadn't asked about Evelyn yet, but Nico wasn't ready for 
that conversation. 


"Alright," Hazel relented. "No going near the Doors of Death for now," she 
said. Nico bit his lip. He was pretty sure the DOA Studios' elevator was 
technically also the Doors of Death, which was hilarious given he was the 
one who made all the fuss. "Well, at least not the ones that lead to Tartarus," 
she rectified. Right. There. Yes. That was what he meant. "I'm going to 
speak more to Thanatos on this matter," she added and gave a polite (but 
still dismissive) wave. "We can all talk more later." 


The ghosts all bowed, and Hugo hastily followed suit. 


"Yeah, I'm about to leave," Luke said and held up a finger. "Before I go, 
though, just one thing," he said. Hazel tilted her head. "You're like... what? 
Fourteen?" he asked. She nodded. He turned to Nico. "You're thirteen?" he 
asked. Nico nodded, and Luke looked at Bianca. "You're...?" 


"Um, technically, I'm fifteen, but I'm stuck being thirteen-" 


"We're twins," Nico whispered, and Bianca scowled at him. What? 
Technically, they now could be. Luke nodded for a few seconds before 
letting out a long breath of air. 


"Right. Cool. I die, and Hades is gone. I can't even find a damn adult in the 
Underworld," he muttered and turned to march away. "There are adults in 
Elysium, right?" he asked. Thalia's lips quirked upwards. 


"A lot of heroes die young-" 
"I fucking hate it here." 


"I've missed you, Luke!" Thalia called and smiled fondly after him. Luke 
said something under his breath that Nico didn't think was appropriate for 
thirteen-year-old ears, so he decided to ignore it. From beside him, Hugo 
was still focused on Hazel, looking around with a slight shake of his head. 


"Why not get Persephone or someone else to do this?" he asked. Hazel 
pursed her lips. Nico turned to look at him. It was Summer. Dumbass. Hugo 
must have read his mind because he glared back. That wasn't the answer 
Hazel gave, though. 


"When the gods were in charge, I got turned into a plant," she said dryly. 
"Nico and Bianca had to hide their identities, and you became...you know," 
she said apologetically, and Hugo winced. "I'm not trusting the gods right 
now," she sighed and absently ran her hands over the arms over her throne. 
"If Hera wants to try and rule over the demigods right now, that's fine. If 
Athena wants to rule over Olympus, then we let her. But this is my domain, 
and our father didn't hand it down to any god for a reason," she said, and 
her eyes flickered from dark brown to gold as her powers rose - thrumming 
through the room as her voice carried. "If Kronos is still here, then we take 
care of this how we know best. The gods can either fall in line or follow in 
Jupiter's footsteps." 


Hugo nodded slowly. 


"Athena gets Olympus, but we get the world," he said. Hazel smiled tightly. 
Nico could tell she was terrified by all of it, but she did a good job hiding 


the emotion. 
"But we get the world," she agreed softly. 
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6. Part 2 - Piper 


Piper was... adjusting. 


Yeah. That was a good word for it. Adjusting. It was a lot to take in that, 
you know, you were a...god-child-thing.... 


Okay, seriously, what? She was maybe spiraling a little. Piper felt like she 
was pretty familiar with the famous parent thing. This though? This was 
next level. She was trying to handle it. Sort of. Her hands fell to her side, 
reaching for Reyna’s as she looked over the Hermes table. 


Reyna glanced over at her and smiled. It wasn’t quite the smile she was 
used to - it was more polite than the warmth she remembered so clearly, but 
she wasn’t going to push. This was a weird adjustment for all of them. 


Though... admittedly, maybe more for Reyna than anyone else. 


Piper still wasn’t sure what to make of it. It wasn’t every day that your 
girlfriend woke up with absolutely no clue how she got there, who you 
were, and who your mutual friend was. Piper had insisted the Apollo kids 
take a look at her, but they couldn’t find a thing wrong. Not that many had 
wanted to touch her after their particular entrance into camp... 


“PIPER! REY! LOOK!” Leo called as he jumped over a few wayward 
benches to get to their table. Unlike Reyna and Piper, Leo had been claimed 
fairly quickly. Hephaestus. Piper wasn’t surprised. Given Leo’s affinity for 
making small trinkets during class and the one time he fixed the school bus 
when it broke down... it just made sense. Piper might have even guessed 
that out of all the Olympians, Hephaestus should be the one Leo was 
claimed by. 


“Slow down,” Reyna warned, slipping her hand out of Piper’s to put a hand 
on his shoulder. “You need to sit with your cabin, remember? Those are the 
rules,” she said. Leo’s face fell. 


“I miss you,” he frowned. Piper almost laughed. It had been less than 
twenty-four hours since they had seen one another... but yeah. She missed 
him, too. Reyna’s eyes regarded him thoughtfully before she looked over at 
the crowded table and stood up. 


“Let’s eat breakfast as we explore,’ she decided. Piper smiled. That 
sounded nice. They had seen some of the camp when they were brought in 
yesterday, but the place was kind of busy. Bianca had said it wasn’t 
normally so chaotic, but their tour had to wait. 


“Yeah!” Piper said and scooped up her muffin. She followed Reyna as Leo 
began to show off some of the blueprints he had found in his bunker. Piper 
was only half-listening. Her mind couldn’t stay still. She had always been 
easily distracted, but everything here seemed to grab her attention whenever 
she so much as took a breath. 


“Have either of you seen Bianca yet?” Reyna asked when Leo paused to 
breathe. Piper shook her head. Bianca was the girl who had picked them up 
from school. They had been on a trip to the Grand Canyon when a bunch of 
girls decked out in silver appeared and grabbed the three of them - claiming 
they were demigods. 


It really was a strange experience to be plucked up from a school trip by a 
bunch of tweens and told they were going to a summer camp to keep from 
dying by a monster mauling. Piper had been (and still was) a little 
suspicious she was on a prank show. Her dad would be furious if she got 
unwittingly roped into one, but she could never be too careful. She had to 
keep her composure. Just in case. 


Of course, if it was a prank show... well, maybe Reyna was in on it? She 
hated the idea, but all Piper could think of was Dylan - the class bully - 
suddenly bursting into a dark stormcloud-type being that had almost sent 
them all over the edge of the Grand Canyon. Piper and Leo had panicked, 
but Reyna had reacted almost as if expecting it. From nowhere, two dogs 
appeared to fight at her command. 


“She said she was coming back,” Leo said, interrupting her thoughts as he 
kicked a rock. They looked out over the strawberry fields. Piper felt a light 


humming whisper. Almost like voices were in the wind around her. 
Laughter and the feeling of warmth. 


You’re pretty good at this. Maybe you’re a secret Demeter kid, a voice said, 
and Piper looked at the others to see if they had heard. Reyna and Leo were 
still talking about Bianca, so probably not. Piper rolled her shoulders back 
as she turned back to Reyna, absently touching her arm. 


Reyna turned to her immediately - looking at her expectantly before 
realizing Piper was just seeking comfort. A strange look flickered on her 
face before she pursed her lips and looked over her shoulder. 


“There... is something I need to talk to you about,” she said, and Leo froze. 
“You as in Piper, or you as in me?” 


“Both,” Reyna said and straightened up. Leo looked somewhat relieved 
they were both being addressed, but Piper was kind of nervous. Reyna 
usually made her nervous, though. It was Reyna. To this day, Piper isn’t 
sure how she managed to snag even a conversation with her. Let alone date 
her? It was almost too good to be true... which, well, given Reyna’s 
memory problems... “I want to apologize for yesterday,” she said. Piper 
blinked. Ah. 


“I don’t accept this apology,” Leo said, crossing his arms. “Yesterday was 
awesome.” 


“T reacted rashly,” Reyna said, looking a little frustrated by the fact. Piper 
shook her head and stepped forward, placing a hand on Reyna’s arm. 
Entering camp had been chaotic as it was. Bianca and her hunters did a 
great job keeping the storm spirits at bay, but it had been terrifying and 
dangerous. When they finally got to camp, Reyna had been on edge, and 
another monster had popped up right outside the border. A minotaur, 
according to other campers. 


“You killed a monster. That was what you’re supposed to do,” Leo pointed 
at. Piper nodded, pointing to him in agreement. Sure, it had been terrifying 


to see Reyna run over, jump on the Minotaur’s head, and twist its head off 
before sending her two dogs to maul the thing, but... eh. 


People had panicked. They whispered about someone named Percy Jackson 
and some k-word that Piper didn’t understand. Overall, she didn’t think 
Reyna did anything wrong, though. 


“T know,” Reyna said, sounding frustrated as she rubbed her arm. “I just... I 
wish I could provide you with answers,” she said, looking a little annoyed. 
She dug into her pocket, pulling out two coins. A silver and gold one. Piper 
knew by this point that flipping them would activate them into her hounds. 
She didn’t know where she had gotten them, or how, or when. She sighed 
and slipped them back into her pocket. “I just-” she began but was cut off 
by someone clearing their throat. Piper turned to find one of the Hermes 
boys watching them with a polite smile. 


“Hi,” he said and wiggled his fingers. “I’m Travis. Camp counselor for the 
Hermes cabin. We’re supposed to be heading to the archery range?” he 
asked. Oh. Right. Piper inwardly sighed. Reyna paused, looking torn 
between agreeing and arguing, so Piper stepped in. 


“We haven’t even gotten a tour yet,” she said, “We don’t know where the 
archery range is,” she admitted. Travis blinked a few times before breaking 
out into a huge grin. 


“No?” he asked and threw his bow into a bush. “Well, damn. We can’t have 
that. I hate archery anyway,” he added and skipped over to them. “I can go 
ahead and give you a tour of our lovely camp,” he said and yawned, musing 
his hair slightly. “Sorry, it’s all been a bit chaotic since November,” he said. 
Piper raised her eyebrow. It was July. That was a long time for chaos to be 
reigning. 


“What happened in November?” Reyna asked as Travis gestured for them 
to follow. 


“Ah, well, a bunch of people went missing,” he grimaced. Oh. Well. Piper 
felt significantly less safe. “There was a war last August - you know how it 


is - and so everything was going okay, but, well, all the important people 
went poof,” he said. Leo tilted his head. 


“Important people?” 


“Eh, that’s not the right word - oh, this is the archery range,” he added, 
gesturing to a row of kids aiming at various targets (Some moving and some 
not) with different long-ranged weapons. “But yeah, like, leaders of the war. 
Percy Jackson, Annabeth Chase, Luke Castellan - some people even said 
Ethan Nakamura and Alabaster Torrington went missing, too,” he said with 
a shake of his head. 


Percy Jackson. Piper had heard that name. Many times, in fact. Bianca had 
said it when she first picked them up. Some hunters whispered it on the way 
over. She had heard it several times throughout the camp. She wondered 
what about him had people so riled up. 


“And you’re still looking after eight months?” Reyna asked. Travis 
shrugged as he brought them to the rock climbing wall that was spurting out 
lava. Piper wanted to be horrified by it, but it was also kind of awesome. 
One kid swung back - doing a flip off of it and landing. Piper gaped. 


“Show off,” Travis rolled his eyes and raised his hand. “HEY, MALCOLM! 
GET OVER HERE!” he called, and the boy who had just flipped turned to 
them and trotted over. “This is Malcolm,” Travis added as if he hadn’t just 
screamed his name. “Annabeth’s brother.” 


“Son of Athena, Annabeth’s brother,” Malcolm said as he slid up. “Both are 
terrifying,” he grinned and gave them all a small wave. “Percy Jackson 
once told me he liked my hair, so I’m pretty much the coolest guy in camp,” 
he added with a playful flutter of his eyes. 


Percy Jackson again. Who was this guy? 


“He did not,” Travis said, and Malcolm stuck out his tongue. “Anyway, do 
you think Annabeth is dead?” he asked. Piper whipped around - horrified by 
such a question. Malcolm barely batted an eye, though. He only shook his 


head, taking off the goggles that had been around his head and exchanging 
them for some glasses in his pocket. 


“Not a chance,” he said and smiled politely at them. “If you met her, you 
would understand. She’s been on quests, fought in a war - turned against the 
gods. My sister is not so easily killed,” he said, a hint of pride in his voice. 
“Our mother is the goddess of wisdom and the newly minted queen of the 
gods. I trust that she will hold her own until we find her.” 


“Wait. Excuse me? Who is queen of what now?” Leo asked, “Isn’t Zeus the 
top dog?” 


Malcolm and Travis looked at one another. 


“We should really update the orientation video,” Malcolm said and moved 
on. 


The rest of the tour was riddled with explanations on the political upheaval 
on Olympus alongside some blurry details on some war. Piper found herself 
slightly enamored by Malcolm. His description of his mother and his 
siblings left her a little in awe. Part of her knew it was a little wistful to 
hope she might get claimed by Athena... Athena was... smart and badass, 
and everything Piper wanted to be, but she wasn’t quite sure she was. 


Maybe. 


“T better get going,” Malcolm said as they approached the cluster of cabins. 
“Bianca brought you guys over here?” he asked. Reyna nodded. “Yeah, 
she’ll want me to hand over my research,” he mused. Before Piper could 
ask what research, he was off jogging towards a gray building with an owl 
carved over the doorway and plain white curtains. Piper watched curiously 
until her attention was diverted again by another person approaching. 


“I- hey,” a boy said and walked over. Piper turned as he approached, 
catching sight of mint green hair that somehow matched eyes that drifted 
between light green and turquoise... because that was a normal eye color to 
have. “I’m so sorry to interrupt,” he said, patting Travis on the arm. Travis 


held out a hand to allow him to continue. “My name is Mitchell. Did my 
mother send you?” he asked Reyna. She lifted a brow. 


“Mitchell’s mother is Aphrodite,” Travis added helpfully. Piper nodded. 
Right. 


Wait. Piper narrowed her eyes. 


“T don’t believe any god sent me,” Reyna told him, voice flat - though Piper 
sensed a hint of amusement hidden underneath. Mitchell tilted his head. 


“Really? Because you would have been the answer to my prayers,” he told 
her. Leo snicked loudly as Piper inwardly gagged. Reyna just shook her 
head. “Ah, not into it?” Mitchell asked her and gave her a bashful grin. “I 
knew it was a longshot,” he sighed. A few girls nearby whispered to each 
other, giggling as they looked dotingly over towards them. 


Piper tried not to be annoyed. 


“Not really a pickup line type of girl,” Reyna told him. Mitchell bowed his 
head. 


“Well,” he said and stepped back with a sly wink. “I look forward to seeing 
what type of girl you are... other than beautiful, I mean,” he said. Lord. 
Piper glared at him, feeling a hint of irritation. Leo - bless him - came to the 
rescue. 


“She has a girlfriend!” he called. Piper adored him. The last thing she 
wanted was to be the jealous, clingy girlfriend. She still felt a stab of relief 
at the disappointment in Mitchell’s face, but it was gone within seconds as 
he turned his sight onto Leo. 


“Do you?” he asked sweetly and turned away before Leo could even 
register the question. Piper hated him. “See you, newbies!” he called. Piper 
watched with distaste as he looked over his shoulder and gave one last 
dazzling grin before prancing off. Reyna hardly seemed fazed by the 
interaction, but it was hard for Piper to push away the stinging sensation in 
her chest. Leo looked at her - blushing morphing into a hint of concern 


before turning to where the boy had stopped in front of a bright pink cabin. 
Even from where she was standing, the smell of perfume was pungent 
and... opulent. Paired with the bright flowers and frilly curtains... the entire 
thing felt gaudy. She was reminded of being dragged to celebrity events 
with her father - surrounded by adults who wore nothing under a thousand 
dollars and would grin at her behind critical eyes. 


Of course, that’s where the boy was heading. Mitchell, or whatever. Travis 
turned to continue the tour, but Piper was still glowering. 


“Is that where supermodels go to die or something?” she asked. Leo snorted 
beside her, looking at the cabin with barely concealed amusement. Travis 
paused at the comment, glancing over his shoulder before giving an 
awkward laugh. 


“Um,” he said and rubbed the back of his neck. “Maybe don’t say that to an 
Aphrodite kid,” he told her. Piper raised an eyebrow. Based on how the 
cabin was made up... she wasn’t too worried. Travis must have read her 
expression because he gave a tight smile. “They’re going through a lot right 
now,” he added. 


“Did they run out of mascara?” she asked and looked over longingly back at 
the Athena cabin. If only... 


“Percy Jackson is missing,” Travis said and jerked his head for them to 
follow. Reyna tilted her head. 


“Tve heard that name a few times now,” she said slowly - dark eyes 
studying him. “Why is he so important?” she asked. Travis laughed and put 
the flat end of his sword on the back of his neck, and walked backward. 


“Oh, Perseus Jackson,” he said and gave them a wicked grin. “It reads like a 
fairy tale. The katara who hid in the Aphrodite cabin and then overthrew a 
god,” he said. Piper blinked. The who that did what now? 


“Kadtara,” Reyna repeated with a nod. Piper turned to her. “The word for 
the Big Three children, correct? Jupiter, Pluto, and Neptune?” she asked. 
Piper frowned. “They were discussing it over dinner at the Hephaestus table 


with Leo,” she added quietly to her. Piper stared. How did she even 
overhear that? Travis pointed to her. 


“Zeus, Hades, and Poseidon, but yes. Percy was a Poseidon kid, but Silena 
Beauregard helped him hide with the Aphrodite kids,” he explained. Leo 
whistled. 


“Who is Silena Beauregard?” 


“One of the older Aphrodite kids. We might see her. She’s been in and out 
of camp lately - looking for Percy, obviously. She even gave Drew the title 
of camp counselor so she could search more often,” he said, “If we do see 
her, be nice. Wouldn’t want to offend the legend herself,” he snorted. Piper 
frowned. 


“I thought Percy Jackson was the legend?” 


“Oh, yeah, of course, but... Silena hid him. Successfully. That’s never been 
done before. Thalia Grace couldn’t hide. Bianca and Nico di Angelo only 
managed for a little bit. Percy? He hid for years until he decided to come 
forward, and that, my friends, is because of Silena,” he said and hopped up 
on a bench and gestured around. “This is the trail to get to the beach,” he 
added, gesturing to a clearing near the bushes. 


“How did Silena hide him?” Reyna asked, barely looking at the trail. Travis 
jumped back down and gestured for them to follow the opposite way. 


“Nobody really knows the details,” Travis said, almost as if telling a scary 
story by a campfire. “She was the only one who knew who Percy was. 
Some people say she taught him how to morph his powers into something 
more Aphrodite-ish, but other people say a goddess taught him that,” he 
said and held up a finger. “There is also a rumor that sirens taught him how 
to enchant people.” 


“That is not true,” Piper scoffed. Come on. Really? People would believe 
anything. Travis held up his hands in a sort of ‘who knows?’ gesture. He 
skipped in front of them. “Alright, what else did this infamous Silena do?” 


Leo put an arm on Piper’s shoulder. 


“Think they’d hide me in the Aphrodite cabin?” he whispered, and Piper 
reached around to smack his arm. He chuckled, holding up his hands in 
false surrender. “Just asking,” he winked. Reyna ignored them both. She 
was patiently waiting for Travis to answer Piper’s question. 


“Silena was also a spy for the titan side of the war,” he said. Piper jerked 
back around. Um, what? “She was the one that released all the demigods 
trapped in Olympus’ garden,” he said and held up a finger. “Including 
Evelyn Laurent, who ended up becoming a bit of a problem for the 
Olympians,” he said, “Then she took on a drakon and nearly died, but Percy 
saved her,” he said. 


“He saved her? From a drakon?” 
“Yep. He summoned the poison out of her.” 


Piper stopped walking. Did people actually believe this? She looked 
around. No way. This was a bad action movie her father might star in. Not 
real life. Then again... Greek gods weren’t supposed to exist either... still. 
She started walking again, shaking her head in disbelief. 


“Who do they think took him?” Leo asked. Travis grimaced and shook his 
head. 


“Someone with a death wish,” he said and bit his lip. “But, I will say... not 
everyone likes kdtaras,” he told them. “Technically, their name has been 
cleared of almost all the crimes they were accused of, but... well,” he said 
and looked around. “Not everyone is on board with that. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if some angry asshole tried to get him.” 


“T thought he was all-powerful,” Piper said dryly, and something hit her arm 
- hard. She cursed, rubbing her shoulder as the person shoved past her. 
“Hey!” she snapped but was ignored as the group around them all went 
quiet. Some campers gave hushed whispers - pointing in their direction as 
Travis waved. 


“You’re back,” he greeted. The girl who had just knocked into Piper only 
nodded as she brought out a leather duffle bag and slapped a few notebooks 
in his hands. 


“Hermes is the god of languages, right?” she asked. Travis nodded. “Can 
you find a way to get those translated? I’m leaving again Tuesday, so I 
don’t have a lot of time,” she said. Travis flipped through the pages 
curiously before nodding. Piper curiously looked her up and down. The 
girl’s expression was still tense, but she gave Travis a warm smile. “Thanks, 
hon,” she murmured and patted his cheek before picking up her bag again. 
Travis blushed. 


“Who are you?” Piper asked before she could stop herself. The girl looked 
over her shoulder. Her expression turned cold enough that Piper felt very 
small under the weight of it. 


“I’m one of the dead supermodels,” she said and turned away. Piper felt the 
blood from her face drain away. Oh. The girl walked towards the Aphrodite 
cabin, and immediately people surrounded her, all loudly trying to get her 
attention. Travis clicked his tongue. 


“That,” he told her with a pitying look. “Was Silena Beauregard,” he said. 
Oh, come on. That went from bad to worse. Piper winced. “Yeah, I would 
maybe stay away from the Aphrodite cabin for a while,” he snorted. Piper 
nodded. Yeah. That might be for the best. 


“How did she even hear me?” 


“T don’t know, but be careful with what you say about Percy around them,” 
Travis said and shook his head. “Come on. Let’s see the infirmary... you 
might need it,” he said. Piper spluttered a bit as Reyna patted her arm. 


This wasn’t looking good for her. 


“Tt was an honest mistake,” Leo defended and then glanced over to the 
Aphrodite cabin. “Maybe you should apologize?” he suggested. Piper 
grimaced. Was that a good idea? Maybe... she didn’t want to start out 
offending one of the most important people in camp. Even if it was an 


Aphrodite kid. Wringing her hands, she gave Travis a small nod before 
turning to the group. 


“good luck,” Travis said as Reyna and Leo silently followed her to the 
group. Silena was quietly talking to everyone, tucking a strand of hair 
behind a little girl’s ear. The boy from earlier saw Piper coming and quietly 
nudged Silena so that she looked over at her and pursed her lips. 


“Hi,” Piper said and waved. “Um, I wanted to apologize for back there,” 
she said, jerking a thumb over her shoulder. An awkward silence followed. 
“I... really like your bag,” she said, trying to think of something that would 
get her immediate points. Silena glanced down at the bag and then at Piper. 


“If you want to apologize, you should apologize.” 


“Right,” Piper flushed. Gods, this felt so awkward. “I’m sorry. That was 
rude, and...” she trailed off. Silena was still watching her with intense eyes, 
but the girl beside her was smirking at the ground. Piper felt an immediate 
swell of dislike rise in her. She glared back. “And I apologize,” she said 
stiffly. 


Silena nodded. 


“Thank you,” she said. Her voice was still taut, but at least Piper had tried. 
The girl beside her scoffed. Whatever. Piper turned away when she heard 
the other girl snickering. 


“Impressive that her apology was somehow worse than her hair.” 


Piper went still. Honestly, if that jab had been at anything else, she might 
have let it go, but her hair was... a bit of a sore spot, if she was honest. Her 
hand went to the uneven, choppy layers and swallowed. When she was 
little, her Grandpa Tom would spend hours braiding it down her back. It had 
been their favorite thing to do while he told her old Cherokee stories and 
brushed it out with gentle hands. After he had died, Piper bitterly took a 
pair of plastic scissors and cut it to shreds. Her father hadn’t said a word at 
first - her grandfather had once told her it was common practice to cut off 


your hair when in mourning, but when Piper continued cutting it, it became 
a point of tension between them. 


Her dad had tried to gently explain the importance of taking care of her hair. 
It was important in Cherokee culture, and her grandfather would be 
heartbroken to see her doing such a thing, but Piper had bitterly spat back 
she was still in mourning. It had been a veiled attempt to tell him how 
lonely she was, but either he had never gotten the clue or ignored it. Piper - 
stubborn as ever - just kept cutting it. She didn’t care if she was rejecting 
her culture. It didn’t matter if she didn’t have a single person to share it 
with. Her father wasn’t there. Her grandfather wasn’t there. Her mother 
wasn’t there. She was in a land of people with extensions and acrylic nails 
who probably didn’t care about who her ancestors were either. Why did it 
matter? 


Maybe there was part of her that still secretly regretted it, though, because 
hearing those words lit a sort of burning fire in her chest. She turned back 
around, ire slamming her full force. Usually, she liked to think she was 
fairly calm, but her temper felt like it had just skyrocketed suddenly as the 
words impulsively left her mouth. 


“You know what?” she asked and took a step towards them. “I am sorry. 
I’m sorry that the best thing that happened to your cabin was someone 
else’s kid. I’m sorry that you lost the one thing that actually made you look 
good, and I’m sorry most people only remember your name for choosing 
the titans,” she said and took another step forward. “And you know what? 
I’m sorry for-” 


A pink aura shot over her, taking the words straight out of her mouth. She 
felt some warmth surrounding her and then chilliness as she looked down to 
find she was no longer in her jeans and old flannel but in a white dress with 
gold lining. Her hair had shifted, braided over one shoulder, and golden 
jewelry had somehow gotten on her. 


“What...?” she said and quickly crossed her arms over her. “What is this? 
Did you curse me?” she asked, eyes wide. The Aphrodite kids were all 
staring at her blankly. Mitchell shook his head. 


“You have got to be kidding me,” he said in disgust. Silena picked up her 
bag and looked over at the girl who had laughed at Piper. 


“Drew, it looks like Aphrodite has claimed another camper. As head 
counselor, I assume you have this under control?” she asked flatly. Piper 
blinked. Um, who...? Did what? 


“Claimed...?” Piper managed to squeak out. Drew was staring at her in 
horror. She grabbed a little girl and covered her eyes, which felt a little 
unnecessary. Silena nodded before moving to get by her again. 


“Welcome to Cabin 10,” she said and leaned in close so only Piper could 
hear her. “I would love to hear the rest of your apology, though,” she said 
and grabbed Piper’s hand to squeeze. “Don’t worry. If we’re lucky, you’re 
just a katara my mother has taken pity on. They’ll come for you soon 
enough,” she whispered and brushed past. 


Oh, God. Shit. Um. Piper looked up at the Aphrodite kids and felt her heart 
sink. 


She might have fucked up. 


Piper hated Percy Jackson. 


Look, alright. She would admit it. Part of this? Her fault. You know, even 
most of it was her fault. She had maybe acted a bit rashly, and karma came 
for her real fast, but... Piper was convinced the backlash would not be 
nearly as bad if it weren’t Perseus freaking Jackson looming over her. 


“Um,” she said and wrung her hands. “Is there anyone else who’s just been 
claimed?” she asked, silently praying there was someone who could work 
through this with her. Drew raised an eyebrow. “Or, um, the last person who 
was claimed, maybe? 


“Sure,” she said and pasted on a fake smile. “Troy is out somewhere or 
maybe we’|I try to find Percy for you.” 


Damn him. 


“Ah,” Piper said softly and swallowed. Drew rolled her eyes and gestured 
for her to follow. The last thing Piper wanted to do was leave Leo and 
Reyna, but they were both smiling encouragingly at her. Leo said he’d 
settled in with his cabin alright... maybe this wouldn’t be so bad? She 
shuffled inside, trying not to feel too on-display in her new outfit, and 
looked around. 


She wanted to die. 


The Aphrodite cabin looked much as you’d expect. An insane amount of 
pink, lace, frills, and vanities were everywhere. There was an entire wall 
dedicated to nail polish. Hairdryers, curling irons, and straighteners all hung 
from the ceiling, so they were easily accessible, and everything was 
horrifyingly tidy. 


Piper was so nervous she thought she might throw up. 


“Not there,” Drew said when Piper started taking off her jewelry and 
tossing it on a bed. “That’s Percy’s bed.” 


....of course, it was. 


“Right,” Piper muttered and snatched the golden bands back up. She walked 
over to a vanity and paused. “...this isn’t Percy’s, right?” she asked. Drew 
raised an eyebrow. 


“No,” she said. Piper set the jewelry down again. “It’s Silena’s.” 


Piper was considering throwing them at her when the doors slammed open, 
and a girl with dark hair appeared. 


“SOMEONE SAID SILENA IS BACK!” she yelled and rushed inside, 
shoving a boy styling his hair out of the way. He swore under his breath, 
and the girl shoved him again for good measure. “Where is she? What did 
she find out about Percy?” she asked. Drew sighed. 


“She’s with Chiron, I think,” Drew answered and leaned against one of the 
vanities. “I don’t think she got much on Percy. Something the Hermes cabin 
needs to translate?” she shrugged. The girl frowned a bit before her eyes 
landed on Piper. “Oh, Aphrodite claimed her,’ Drew added casually. 
“were not sure what it means.” 


“Tt means she’s our sister, Drew!” someone shouted. Drew snorted. 


“Poseidon and Ares both tried to claim that other kid. The gods are just 
confused for some reason-” 


“Oh, yeah, who’s going to tell Silena about that?” the boy from earlier - 
Mitchell - asked as he popped in. Piper jumped at his sudden appearance. 
“Because I don’t want to. I hate it when she and Clarisse fight.” 


“They don’t fight,” the new girl said with a roll of her eyes. “Silena says 
things, and Clarisse just nods until eventually one of them gives in,” she 
said and then smiled at Piper. “I’m Valentina, by the way-” 


“We don’t like her,” Drew cut in, and Valentina sighed. “What? She was a 
real bitch out there-” 


“You’re a bitch, too, you know. We put up with you anyways.” 


“I did not say the words ‘the best thing that happened to your cabin was 
someone else’s kid’,” Drew said, drawing the quotation marks in the air. 
Piper shrunk a little. Valentina blinked a few times before slowly turning to 
where Piper was, trying not to panic. An awkward silence passed. 


“she isn’t replacing Percy, is she?” one little girl asked. Immediately, 
there was a soothing murmur over the group as Drew assured her that 
would not be the case. 


“Look at her. Look at her nails,” she said, patting the girl’s head. “Lacy, she 
could never.” 


Piper was not having a good time right now. Absently, she touched her hair 
and shifted. The only thing she wanted to do was get out of these clothes 


and just... maybe take a nap or something. She couldn’t stand so many 
people looking at her - clearly wishing she was someone and something 
else. Valentina bit her lip before turning back to the doorway. 


“I’m going to find Silena. It was, um, nice to meet you...?” she began, and 
it was then that Piper realized that she hadn’t given her name. 


“T’m Piper,” she began, and the entire cabin froze. Inwardly she groaned. 
They recognized her that quickly? She was considering claiming she was 
someone else’s daughter entirely when Drew whipped around and held up a 
hand. 


“Not a word,” she told everyone - a real threat in her voice. “Not a word to 
anyone. Least of all Silena. I will tell her later, okay? Don’t freak her out,” 
she warned. Piper frowned. Um, what? Silena seemed like the one person 
least likely to make a big deal over her dad. “You,” Drew added and 
grabbed Piper’s arm. “With me.” 


“You don’t need to touch,” Piper muttered and pulled away. People were 
still staring as Drew opened a door that appeared to lead to a staircase of 
sorts. 


She was definitely about to get murdered, wasn’t she? 
“Listen, please don’t freak out. My dad isn’t-” 


“Your dad?” Drew asked and tilted her head. “Why would we-? Oh, shit,” 
she said and scoffed as she went down the spiral stairs. “You’re Tristan 
McLean’s daughter, aren’t you? I thought the shitty rags you were wearing 
were familiar,” she chuckled, and Piper scowled. “Saw you on the front of 
TMZ. Nice mug shot,” she grinned, and Piper flushed. Her last car thievery 
had... gone a little astray. 


“Thanks,” she said dryly and followed her down the stairs. “Um, so we’re 
cool about-” 


“Our parents are literal gods,” Drew interrupted as they entered what could 
have been a department store. “Like, actual gods. I think we can handle 


your daddy being in some movies,” she said and went to the nearest rack of 
clothes. “Besides, we have plenty of other famous mortal parents on the 
premises. Malcolm Pace’s dad is always on the news for hacking the 
government, Will Solace’s mom is a famous country singer, Sally Jackson 
is an author that will probably be a best seller soon enough - you’re not 
special,” Drew said. Piper flushed. 


“T, um, I didn’t mean-” 


“Even our Oracle is the daughter of Dare Enterprises,” Drew continued, 
ignoring her. Then paused. “But, um, Lacy is actually a big fan, so... be 
nice and get her an autograph or something,” she said. Piper sighed. 


“Tf it isn’t a big deal, then why did you tell the others not to tell Silena?” she 
asked as Drew pulled out some clothes and threw them on a couch nearby. 
She wasn’t entirely sure what they were doing but was also kind of scared 
to ask. Drew picked up a crop top and held it up with a grimace before 
putting it back. 


“Because she’s going to think you have something to do with Percy,” Drew 
said, and Piper stiffened. Um, what? “After the Titan War, our mom 
mentioned your name. Something about needing to get ready for you or 
whatever. It was probably just a throw-away comment, but with how 
desperate Silena is for a lead... she’ll freak out,” she said and tossed some 
pants as Piper’s face. “Put those on.” 


“Why?” Piper asked, yanking them off and then making a face. “Um, not a 
leather fan...” she trailed off. Drew groaned and snapped the pants back. 


“Do you want to stay in that dress?” she asked. Piper looked down at the 
white dress and shook her head. “Then work with me. What do you usually 
wear? Don’t give me a stupid answer,” she warned. Piper blinked a few 
times. 


“jeans,” she said confidently. Drew narrowed her eyes. “Blue... jeans...” 


“What cut?” 


“Oh. Right. Kind of loose?” she tried, and Drew wrinkled her nose. “Look, 
I... I appreciate the effort-” 


“Pm not doing this to be nice,” Drew said and ran a hand through her hair. 
“I’m doing this because I love my sister, and the last thing she needs is 
another project,” she muttered and picked out some shirts. 


“What do you mean?” 


“I mean that Percy was enough of a trial as it was. She had to teach him 
about clothes, hair, makeup, French - the works. And she had to teach him 
that or else he absolutely would have been killed,” she said and pushed 
Piper towards (surprise!) some more vanities. “I don’t need her seeing you 
and thinking Aphrodite sent her some do-over. You’re not Percy. I don’t 
need you reminding Silena of him,” she said. Piper felt something rise in 
her throat. Right. She wasn’t Percy. “So, learn this shit and learn it fast.” 


“But I don’t want to!” Piper snapped out. Drew paused. “I mean, I- I don’t 
like any of this stuff,” she said and tossed the clothes Drew had shoved into 
her arms on the ground. This must have been some kind of sin because 
Drew’s eyes narrowed. “I never have.” 


For a second, Piper thought she might deck her, but Drew only sighed in 
disgust. 


“Okay,” she said - whispering to either herself or Piper. “Let’s just get you 
some jeans and a camp t-shirt,” she muttered. Piper nodded, already feeling 
much better about it all, when Drew went to the back and pulled out some 
clothes. “All I ask is that you don’t ask stupid questions,” she told her. 


“Trust me,” Piper muttered as she undid the dress to put on her shirt. “I am 
not interested.” 


Drew tilted her head. 


“Now, why do you say it like that?” she asked, almost sarcastically. “Too 
pretty to be bothered with brushing your hair?” she asked dryly. Piper rolled 
her eyes. 


“You think I’m pretty?” she asked. Drew looked at her blankly. “Didn’t 
think so,” she said and grabbed the jeans next. “And I don’t really want to 
be,” she added as she looked around, realizing her trusty sneakers had 
disappeared with her dress. She tried to look around and find anything other 
than the golden heels she had been left in. 


“Everyone wants to be pretty.” 
“No,” Piper said and shrugged. “Some people want to be smart.” 


“Oh, you’re fun,” Drew snorted. Piper went to a massive wall of shoes. 
“So... you can’t be smart and pretty?” she asked. Piper huffed. She really 
didn’t want to have this conversation. Drew’s smile widened. “You think 
I’m shallow, don’t you?” 


“I don’t know you,” Piper said. Drew raised an eyebrow. “...but maybe 
based on first impressions,” she said. Part of her expected Drew to snap 
something caustic back, but she only shook her head. 


“You’re really stupid,” she said - almost delighted. Piper scowled. “No, 
seriously. Even Percy knew better than that.” 


“I’m not Percy,” Piper reiterated bitterly. Drew hummed in agreement. Oh, 
whatever. Frustration was settling in her chest... though, surprisingly, not at 
Drew. Piper had never been good at introspection. She barely understood 
herself. Growing up, she did impulsive, destructive things, and it was only 
until the tabloids had called it a ‘cry for her father’s drifting attention’ that 
she had realized with a sense of horror that they were right. 


And, in Piper’s humble opinion, there was really nothing worse than having 
a bunch of strangers being right about you. Was that what this was? A way 
she was subconsciously seeking Aphrodite’s attention? No. Why would she 
care about a mother she had never met? 


Sighing, she tried to pause and reset. These people clearly cared about this 
Percy guy. Piper had never really had siblings - or very many friends. Well, 
friends that didn’t try to use her. She tried to imagine if Leo and Reyna went 
missing. Her stomach twisted a bit at the idea. 


“Pm sorry that-” she began, turning, but Drew was already gone. Ah. Piper 
looked down at her clothes and let her head fall on the rack or sweaters in 
front of her. It was fine. Reset. She could adjust. This was just... method 
acting. If she pretended enough, she could fit in. 


... maybe. Did she want to? No. Yes. Maybe? She growled, yanking at her 
hair in frustration before slipping on her shoes and marching back up the 
stairs. She wanted Leo and Reyna. Ignoring the stares she got from the rest 
of the cabin as she left, she headed towards the Hephaestus cabin when a 
yell caught her attention. 


“I don’t know,” one girl called, and Piper looked over to see a boy was 
backing up nervously as a group crowded around him. “He doesn’t seem 
very Ares,” she said and swung a mace over her head. 


“Maybe he’s more Poseidon,” someone else called. The boy backed up 
some more but ended up bumping into someone behind him. “Let’s find 
out. The lake is right over there,” he said, and the boy went white. 


“Ha,” he said nervously and looked around desperately. Piper frowned. Was 
nobody else seeing this? “Um, it’s so funny... actually. Hilarious. I 
actually... can’t swim,” he said and held up his hands. 


“No? Aw, well, I wouldn’t worry about that,” the girl crooned. “Percy could 
breathe underwater, couldn’t he? I’m sure you can do the same.” 


Damn Percy Jackson. Getting people drowned and shit. Piper pivoted, 
moving towards the group without much of a plan. She wasn’t sure what 
she wanted to do. Fight an entire group of people? Convince them to leave 
him alone? She hadn’t been the most diplomatic today. 


“I really don’t think I can,” the boy said. The crowd took another step 
towards him - practically sheep dogging him to the dock. Piper bristled as 
she walked up and pushed her way through a couple people to get to where 
the boy was standing. He looked confused by her approach but didn’t stop 
her. 


“Leave him alone,” Piper snapped at them and grabbed the boy’s hand. In 
theory, she was hoping to just take him and leave. People tended to listen to 
her when she used a sort of tone in her voice - at least for a couple minutes. 
Sure enough, the group collectively paused. Piper quickly yanked the kid 
with her. 


“Oh,” he said as he looked over his shoulder. “That was easier than I 
thought,” he told her, and Piper smiled. “Thank you.” 


“No problem. I’m Piper,” she said, holding out her hand. 


“Frank,” he said and accepted the hand. “Nice to meet you,” he said and ran 
a hand through short black hair. “I don’t think-” he began but was cut off by 
a yell of outrage as the crowd seemingly came to their senses. Damnit. 
Piper went to walk faster, but a figure dropped from somewhere above 
them. 


“Not so fast. We need to finish the kdtara test,” a boy said and wrinkled his 
nose at Piper. “Another Aphrodite kid. Are you the new Percy Jackson?” he 
asked dryly. Piper bristled. “Going around defending monsters?” he asked. 
Frank pouted. 


“I m a person,” he muttered. Piper opened her mouth to respond but was 
cut off by the boy stepping forward and punching her right in the throat. 
Which... was a new experience for her. Piper had never been punched 
before... and being punched in the throat was actually kind of terrifying. 
She choked, struggling to adjust to the pain as her voice seemed to vanish. 
She fell to her knees as movement surrounded her. Frank said something to 
her - but she couldn’t quite make out his voice as he went to touch her 
shoulder. By the time she managed to adjust again, he was gone. 


“Son of a bitch,” she rasped and stumbled back up. She could see they had 
moved back towards the lake - a group of maybe ten campers all cheering 
as Piper grabbed the nearest person (who thankfully happened to be 
Malcolm) and pointed. 


“Hey,” Malcolm said and frowned at her. “Are you okay?” he began and 
looked off at where she was pointing. “What are they doing?” he asked and 


peered over before freezing. “Fuck. HEY!” he called and waved his hands 
at some other campers passing by. “Get Chiron and some other people over 
here-” 


A splash interrupted his sentence, and Piper felt a surge of panic. She was 
not having someone die on her first day here. Shoving Malcolm away, she 
sprinted with what little breath she had managed to retrieve to the dock. 
People were curiously glancing into the water, but only bubbles showed up. 


This place was Hell. Yanking off her shoes, Piper dove in. 
Fun fact: Piper wasn t a lifeguard. 


One may think saving a drowning victim is simply pulling them out, but, 
uh, no. Absolutely not. Clothes weighed her down, and she couldn’t see 
exactly where Frank was. She dove - forcing her eyes open to get some 
clue. She could see a dark form thrashing, so she decided that was her best 
bet. Gods help her if she ends up dragging some sort of lake monster out to 
the shore while poor Frank dies. 


Problem #2 ended up being that... well... Piper wasn’t, like, the strongest. 
She hadn’t really ever worked out before. Usually, she lifted things out of 
raw stubbornness. That was going to have to work for pulling out a teenage 
boy who was taller and thicker than her. 


Problem #3 was that he kept moving. Which, well, yeah. He was drowning. 
But it was seriously inconvenient. Piper swam up, gulping more air before 
going back down. Damnit. Every time she tried to pull him up, he ended up 
just jerking around and - this wasn’t going to work. Not knowing what else 
to do and working strictly off her father once doing research to play a 
lifeguard in a movie...she pushed him back and waited. 


Which was mean, but she had a plan. She did. Truly. 


Frank thrashed around about two more times before going still. Taking that 
as her cue, she moved forward and grabbed his arm, kicking as hard as she 
could. Something splashed behind her, and for a second, Piper worried it 
was those awful tyrants coming to cause more problems. She only felt the 


weight she was pulling lighten as someone (or someones?) come to help 
her. Sand touched behind her, and she knew she had reached the bank. 


“Get back, get the fuck back!” someone yelled as she coughed, spitting out 
water before turning to where Frank was unconscious. A girl was beside her 
- Valentina? Yeah. Her. She yanked off her shirt and covered Frank’s mouth, 
breathing through the shirt before moving to his chest and pressing down. 
“Since when have you been trained in CPR?” the boy who had been yelling 
asked calmly as he gently pushed Piper to the side and pulled something out 
of a bag. 


Valentina didn’t answer. She kept alternating between breathing and chest 
compressions. The boy rubbed something on Frank’s neck, murmuring 
under his breath, and suddenly Frank gasped, choking for a moment until he 
rolled on his side, throwing up. Valentina’s shirt caught most of it, and she 
wiped it away as Frank continued coughing. 


“Thanks, Will,’ Valentina breathed out, wiping her forehead. The boy 
reached across to pat her arm. “Good job,” she added to Piper, who 
shrugged. 


“Is he going to be okay?” she asked. Will nodded, rubbing Frank’s leg. 


“Godly medicine is pretty advanced,” he assured her and looked up at 
where the crowd had gone silent. “Is that the proof you needed?” he asked 
coldly. A couple people looked down, shifting uncomfortably, but for a few, 
there wasn’t even a hint of regret there. More people had shown up - 
furiously yelling as Chiron approached. Piper was too tired to make out 
most of it as she fell on the ground and coughed. Her throat still hurt. 


“-absolutely unacceptable,” Chiron was saying, but everyone went quiet as 
someone else approached. Piper glanced up to find Silena Beauregard 
frowning at them all as she took in the scene. Valentina swore under her 
breath before sitting up with a weak smile. 


“What’s all of this?” Silena asked and an awkward pause followed. Piper 
wasn’t really sure why everyone was tiptoeing around Silena with this 
information, so she decided to throw them all under the bus. 


“They tried to drown Frank because he’s a cat or whatever-” 


“Katara,” Valentina corrected quietly. Piper nodded and pointed to her. Yes. 
That. Silena blinked a few times. “Right, um, so... Frank got claimed by 
Ares and Poseidon,” she began, and Piper watched as Silena’s face went 
eerily blank. Slowly, she turned to the group. A few people shifted back, but 
most just looked away. 


“You... tried to drown someone?” she asked, and there was a scary note 
there. Piper wasn’t sure what it meant or even how to describe it, but 
Valentina seemed to know as she bit her lip. 


“Silena-” 


“What the fuck is your problem?” she demanded and turned to Chiron, eyes 
flaring. “You’re letting this happen still? They were proven innocent!” she 
hissed and spun around, pulling out her sword. One girl scrambled back. 
“Percy saved you - he saved all of you, and you’re going to disrespect all 
he’s done?” she asked. 


“Hey, you got a good one, Silena,” someone said, and Piper was surprised 
that the person was even brave enough to speak up. “But they aren’t all like 
that-” 


“He isn’t an exception,” Silena snapped. Valentina wordlessly helped Frank 
up and then offered a hand to Piper. “Thalia Grace was good. So is Bianca 
and Nico-” 


“For now, maybe. Look,” someone else said, and Silena raised an eyebrow. 
“Maybe it was Hercules that caused them all to go psycho, but the fact is 
that once they did? The damage they caused wasn’t worth it-” 


“Fuck off, Owen,” Valentina said and heaved Piper up. “You got the mark, 
too-” 


“And I didn’t do nearly as much damage!” 


“So we’re killing victims now?” Silena asked and laughed. “And people 
who haven’t even done anything,” she asked, gesturing to Frank. “Yeah, 
you all deserve to be at a camp for fucking heroes. Great job. I’m thrilled by 
your dedication to eradicating evil,” she muttered and grabbed Frank’s 
hand, dragging him away from the crowd. She leveled one last cool look at 
Chiron. “Get them in order,” she added over her shoulder and marched over. 
Valentina sighed and followed. Not really knowing what else to do, Piper 
joined them. 


“Ares, huh?” Silena muttered under her breath and marched to a group of 
kids beating a bunch of dummies in an open clearing near the arena. 
“CLARISSE!” she yelled, and Frank flinched at her tone. One of the girls 
beating at the dummy turned, saw Silena, and sighed. She tore off her 
helmet, throwing it to the side. Piper looked between Silena and Frank and 
decided it would be best if she followed. “What the Hell is this?” she asked. 


“Hi, Silena. I’ve missed you so much as well,” the other girl responded as 
she threw her spear into the ground. “You look great. I’m doing good, too.” 


“This is Frank. I heard he was claimed,” Silena said, letting go of Frank’s 
hand and crossing her arms over her chest. “Why isn’t he with your cabin?” 


“No formalities then. Got it, barbie,” she grumbled. Silena narrowed her 
eyes. Clarisse grimaced. “Silena, it’s a matter of safety. He got claimed by 
Poseidon, too. How do you think everyone feels about that?” 


“Look, it’s... I don’t know what that means, but it shouldn’t matter,” Silena 
said, “You can’t ostracize him over it,” she told her. Clarisse raised a brow. 
“He just almost got drowned by other campers. Your father claimed him, 
too. It is your responsibility to look after him,” she said fiercely. 


“You do remember the last Poseidon kid humiliated our father right? Like, 
during the war? When Athena took over and he tried to side with Zeus? 
We’re not forgetting that?” she asked. Silena winced. 


“I remember-” she began, but from behind Clarisse, two of the boys 
Clarisse had been fighting with walked over with nasty grins. 


“We all know how you feel about Poseidon kids, ‘ena. Why don’t you just 
give this one a makeover, too? Sprinkle some of your kdtara hiding fairy 
dust on him, hm?” one asked. Clarisse slowly turned to him. Immediately, 
he took a step back. 


“Sherman, if I had fairy dust, then I would sprinkle it on you so that your 
axe skills aren’t so shitty. Maybe you’re the katara with your weakass aim,” 
she said. Sherman’s grin disappeared. “Like, Christ, can you even hold a 
sword?” 


“Yes, I can-” 


“You know the real reason he isn’t in our cabin?” she asked with a jerk of 
her head towards Frank. “Because I have to deal with you dipshits, and I’m 
out of fucks to give. Get out of here,” she told him. Sherman scowled. 
“Go. 3) 


Sherman frowned at the ground. He opened his mouth as if to argue, but 
when Clarisse turned, scurried off. Frank nervously watched. 


“a little crass,” he muttered. Clarisse raised an eyebrow. 


“Tt keeps them from killing your dumbass,” she said. Frank grimaced. “By 
the sound of it, Drew should be taking the notes. I hear you’ve got some... 
spiteful cabin members,” she said with her gaze moving towards Piper. 
“You fancy yourself a tough girl?” she asked. 


Piper thought back to the lake. To how easily she was incapacitated. 


“Not yet,” she decided, and Silena gave her a semi-interested look before 
Piper spoke again. “But maybe tougher than you,” she said, and Clarisse 
raised an eyebrow. “I mean, I’m not scared of Frank. Or any kar-arrow or 
whatever that word is,” she said, jutting out her chin. “Maybe we should 
take him into our cabin,” she said, “Since you clearly can’t handle it.” 


Valentina smiled at the ground. Silena was also staring at her with an 
indecipherable expression before slowly turning back to Clarisse. A 
pregnant pause followed. 


“He can’t stay in our cabin. He stays in Poseidon’s,” Clarisse said and held 
up a hand. “But he can eat with us and do some training under my 
supervision,” she told them and pointed a finger at Silena. “It’s for his 
safety. Don’t try to make me out to be the bad guy. I know my siblings. 
They would eat him alive,” she said and looked Frank up and down. 
“Maybe learn how to swim, dickwad,” she added to him and tossed a spear 
to him. “Meet us at the arena at three. Don’t be late,” she told him and 
turned away. 


Silena smiled a little. 
“Thank you, Reese!” she called. Clarisse flicked her off. 
“You’re lucky you’re pretty, Beauregard!” 


Selena's smile widened a little before turning to pat Frank’s arm. Without 
another word, she went off towards Chiron. Valentina chuckled as she went 
before giving Piper a warm smile. 


“So,” she said and looked at Piper. “You look like you need another outfit 
change,” she said and then turned to Frank. “Well, both of you do,” she 
added to Frank, who gave a shy smile. Piper tried not to look too put out by 
that, but her sopping wet clothes were starting to make her a little cold. 
Valentina snorted and gestured for them both to follow. 


“Sorry,” Piper added to him after a couple seconds of silence. “For, um, 
waiting until you passed out-” 


“T think I should apologize for trying to drown you,” Frank said, rubbing 
the back of his neck. “I’m not always helpless,” he promised. Piper smiled a 
little at that. She felt like shouting that to the world herself. “I’m just kind 
of new to all of this,” he said. Valentina glanced over her shoulder. 


“Well, it’s a new situation for all of us,” she said and tucked a strand of hair 
behind her ear. “I don’t think we’ve ever had two gods claim someone at 
once before,” she said and opened the door to the cabin. Piper glanced 
inside - relieved to find it empty. 


“I thought Percy Jackson was?” 


“Nah,” Valentina said as she led them back to the stairway Drew had taken 
Piper in before. “He was claimed by Aphrodite for years - and Poseidon, I 
don’t think ever formally claimed him,” she said and then pursed her lips. 
“Well, sort of, I suppose,” she rectified. “He gave Percy his trident to fight 
Zeus, so that’s sort of like a claiming-” 


“He what?” 


“Excuse me?” Piper and Frank said at the same time. Valentina shrugged. 
She led them back into the maze of clothes. Frank’s eyes widened at the 
sight of it. “This kid...” she murmured. Valentina laughed. 


“Yep. I guess it does sound strange if you weren’t there,” she amended 
kindly and gestured around. “Pick out whatever you like. They’ ll all change 
to your size,” she dismissed. Frank wandered over, curiously touching some 
of the fabric, and Piper went to find the t-shirts. Valentina grabbed her arm. 
“Wait a second there,” she said and brought her over to where an ornate 
golden mirror was propped up against the wall. “Don’t worry. I’m not going 
to Disney Channel you,” she said. 


Piper snorted. 


“Promise?” she asked, and Valentina chuckled before waving her hand. 
Piper’s form rippled, and she jumped as she found herself in all black with 
spiked jewelry. She yelped - looking down, but her clothes were still the 
same. “Wha-?” 


“Perception powers,” Valentina said and wiggled her fingers. The mirror 
rippled again, and Piper looked up to find herself wearing a polo shirt and 
pleated skirt. Piper quickly shook her head, and Valentina scoffed. “Yeah, I 
didn't think so.” 


“Tm not really into fashion,” Piper said - somewhere between wary and 
defensive. Valentina waved her hands, and Piper looked again to find 
herself in some high-waisted shorts and a long, brown cardigan. She 


actually... kind of liked it. Maybe. “Can I do that?” she asked. Valentina 
tilted her head. 


“I don’t know. Our powers tend to vary,” she said. Piper looked in the 
mirror again. “Want me to find the outfit for you?” she asked. Piper 
swallowed. Something caught in her throat. 


“No,” she mumbled and tugged at her shirt, which was still dripping from 
the lake. “I just want a t-shirt,” Valentina frowned but didn’t argue as she 
walked over to a chest and pulled out a freshly ironed camp shirt and some 
jeans. She walked over and handed them to Piper. 


“Can I ask why?” 


Piper took the clothes and shrugged, not really meeting her eyes as she 
walked behind a curtain and pulled it to form a sort of makeshift closet. 


“Not that you have to be super into any of this,” Valentina’s voice told her 
from the other side. “It’s just that people who don’t care never seem to mind 
wearing what other people suggest unless it’s uncomfortable or something,” 
she said. Piper winced. “But given your aversion to... everything,” she said 
and pulled back the curtain - somehow aware that Piper had finished 
changing. “I’m beginning to think you just don’t like Aphrodite.” 


“T never said that.” 


“According to my third-grade elementary school teacher... actions speak 
louder than words,” Valentina sang and grabbed Piper’s hand, pulling her to 
the line of vanities. For a second, Piper thought she was going to get shoved 
into the chair, but Valentina only plopped herself down and began touching 
up her makeup. 


“T just don’t like drawing attention to myself.” 


“Because stealing cars is so low-key,” Valentina snorted. Ah. She knew. 
Piper wasn’t sure if Drew had told her or Valentina recognized her. Either 
way, she felt heat flood her cheeks. “I also believe I saw some rather 


flattering photos with you and the paparazzi,” she added, and Piper felt her 
face sour. 


“I hate them,” she added - a little surprised by the venom that came out of 
her own mouth. Valentina paused in putting on her mascara to look up at 
her. “They’ve always tried to decide who I was. When they aren’t drooling 
over my dad, they’re sneaking secret photos of me and criticizing my hair 
and my skin and my clothes,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “Or they try to 
guess who my mom was. Their favorite theories included some beautiful, 
rich socialite who just whored around with my dad, and he was a real hero 
for even keeping me,” she said bitterly and fell into the chair on the next 
vanity over. Valentina put the mascara down. 


“T might have read a few of those,” she admitted and let her fingers drift 
over a box of makeup, plucking up some lip gloss. “I’ve also seen a few, 
um... think pieces?” she said lightly. Piper’s entire body went still. She 
could still remember her father’s reaction to that. It was one of the rare 
times she had seen him truly, truly angry. There was part of her that had 
been terrified seeing him yell and scream at his assistant to call his lawyer 
and sue literally every magazine and tabloid that had published it, but 
there... was also a part of her that had been pleased. Not by the articles, 
obviously, but that her dad cared enough to be so upset by them. 


“Which one?” she sighed, running her hand through her hair. “The one 
where I wore shorts, and they spent two paragraphs talking about how I 
didn’t shave my legs?” she asked, letting her fingers start braiding a small 
piece of her hair. “But, hey, at least they pointed out that they were long and 
evenly tanned,” she snorted. Valentina rubbed her lips together, spreading 
the lip gloss around. “Or the one where I wore a tight shirt, and they 
happened to see the outline of my bra. That was fun,” she muttered. 


It was strange, really. It was one thing to see your father portrayed as some 
sort of... sexual entity. Piper could go online and find dozens of comments 
remarking upon his body, his clothes, his face, lips, hair - almost always in 
a hungry manner with vivid descriptions of what they ‘would do with a 
night with him'. Sometimes people drew pictures - some nice and honestly 
impressive and others... well, they were aware he was a father, right? 


Nevertheless, Piper had adjusted to it after a while. She never liked it, but 
hey. She loved her dad and wanted him to be successful. If this was the 
cost? Well... she would deal with it. 


It was a little difficult when eyes turned to her, though. It was generally an 
unspoken rule not to write about the children of public figures. Politicians, 
celebrities, etc.... you just left the kids out of it. Or, well, you were 
supposed to. There were always some assholes, and the older Piper got, the 
more prevalent they were. It had been weird the first time she had seen an 
article about herself. A picture of her blasted on the front of some trashy 
tabloid talking to a boy in her class with the words: TRISTAN MCLEAN’S 
DAUGHTER FOLLOWING IN HER MOTHER’S FOOTSTEPS! ? 


The article itself had some conjecture about the identity of Piper’s mother 
and if Piper was already (at such a young age!) flirting it up with some 
boys. Would she be the next heartbreaker of the family? She clearly got 
some of her mysterious mother’s charm and good looks! Stay tuned for 
more! 


Yeah. That had gotten her some friends at school... 


Valentina turned to her. Piper was worried she would see pity in her eyes, 
but there was only a hint of anger there. She grabbed Piper’s hand and 
squeezed. 


“T’m sorry they did that to you,” she said. There was a brief moment where 
Piper sat there - a little surprised. Her father apologized to her constantly on 
the matter. Trying to fix it by using newspapers and shuttling her off to 
more and more private schools and exclusive clubs and generally keeping 
her out of the public eye until Piper had enough of it all and decided to do 
things her way. She had never really had anyone else apologize to her, 
though. Why would they? She was the daughter of a movie star. What could 
be more glamorous than that? 


“Oh,” Piper said awkwardly and swallowed a lump that rose in her throat. 
“Thank you.” 


Valentina smiled softly. 


“You should talk to our Oracle. It isn’t an identical situation, obviously, but 
she knows about... renowned parents,” she told her and patted her hand. 
“Have you heard of Rachel Dare?” she asked. Piper nodded. She had, 
actually. 


“Like, Dare Enterprises?” she asked. Valentina nodded. “She’s an Oracle?” 


Drew had told her as much, but for some reason she didn’t register it until 
the words left Valentina’s mouth. 


“The first living one in a long time,” she said, which was concerning, but 
Piper let it slide. “Hey. Listen,” Valentina said and put Piper’s hand between 
hers. “Nobody here is going to make you do or be anything. You don’t have 
to wear Gucci or fill in your brows or flirt with anyone,” she promised. 
“There are some of us who are into that, some of us who aren’t. It doesn’t 
really matter. I promise.” 


“T think it matters to Drew.” 


“Drew is on the defense. She can also be a difficult person, but she does 
mean well at the end of the day,” Valentina promised. “Just call her out and 
she’ll settle down. I can tell you’re worried you won’t fit in, but it’s going 
to be fine. When all is said and done... we’re going to accept you,” she 
promised. Piper swallowed. “But,” Valentina continued and let go to tap the 
end of Piper’s nose. “You’re going to have to accept us, too.” 


Something about that made Piper want to cry. Before she could figure out 
how to vocalize any of it, Frank rounded the corner in blue shorts and a 
button-up shirt. Valentina grinned. 


“Damn, look at you,” she greeted, and Frank went bright red. “Take a t-shirt 
to train in, too,” she added, tossing him one she had grabbed earlier. 
“Clarisse isn’t the easiest in sessions. Her and Silena have that in common,” 
she snorted. Piper tilted her head. 


“Silena?” she asked. Valentina shrugged. 


“What? You think we don’t fight? Silena fought a drakon,” she said. Piper 
nodded. Right. It was probably best not to point out it had almost killed 
her... after all, Piper would get her ass kicked by a drakon, too. “With Percy 
and Luke gone, she might be the best swordsman in camp even,” she said 
and rolled her eyes. “Which makes her a nightmare to train with,” she 
clicked her tongue. “Speaking of which, Drew wants me to help out with 
looking over some stuff,” she said and stood up. 


“Right,” Piper said and quickly stood up. She glanced at the mirror again. 
“Hey... that thing you did...?” 


“Perception altering?” Valentina asked. She put her hands in her pockets 
and grinned. “Ah, yes. I can change your view on almost anything. Give me 
a pile of trash, and Pll make it treasure,” she winked, walking back towards 
the stairs. “I used it on an FBI agent, actually. It was how I got them to start 
looking for Percy.” 


Part of Piper wanted more information on the fact that the FBI was 
apparently now looking for this Jackson kid, but she stowed it away for 
later. 


“And I can maybe do that?” 


“Depends. Everyone is different. Sam messes with emotions, Drew and 
Silena charmspeak, Troy is... well,” she grinned and gestured for Piper and 
Frank to follow. “Maybe you should go meet Troy. He’s practicing his 
power now, I think,” she said. 


Piper nodded slowly. Okay... that was a start. She raced up the stairs after 
her. Valentina told her to head towards the area between the creek and 
arena. Frank was heading over to the arena himself to start training with the 
other Ares kids. 


“Be safe, you two!” Valentina called, putting dark hair up into a bun. Piper 
waved. 


“Hey, um... thank you,” Piper said. Valentina nodded with a soft smile. 


“I know our mom doesn’t always have the best reputation,” she said and 
poked her arm. “But think it over. She’s pretty awesome when it comes 
down to it,” she said and turned away before Piper could respond. Still, 
there was a sort of warmth in her chest that reassured her all the same. She 
turned to where Frank was waiting patiently. 


“Are you sure you’re okay being left with them?” she asked. Frank 
grimaced, eyes flicking at where the arena stood in the distance. 


“Yeah,” he said and shook his head. “I can do this.” 


Piper hoped he was right. Maybe she would check on him on her way 
back... just in case. Leaving him at the entrance with a hug and a few 
reassurances, she walked out towards a grass field where one lone boy was 
lying on the ground. 


“are you Troy?” Piper called as she hovered over him. Troy was maybe a 
year or so younger than herself, with short black hair and dark skin. He was 
breathing deeply from where he was laying in the grass, fingers latched into 
the ground as if trying to pull something out of the earth. 


“T’m a lot of things,” he said and cracked an eye open. “But I suppose Troy 
is one of them,” he said and sat up slightly. “Are you the one who is going 
around pissing everyone off?” he asked. Piper sat down. 


“Yep,” she said. Troy snorted. “Valentina said you could maybe show me 
your power...?” 


“You insult my missing brother and upset my sister who has spent eight 
months looking for him and expect me to help you?” he asked. Yeah. Right. 
That was a thing. Piper tried to find out another way to apologize when 
Troy held out his hand. She stared. “Gimme.” 


“What?” 


“Your hand - or do you not want to see how my powers work?” he asked 
impatiently. Oh. Right. Piper placed her hand in his. “Ooh, who’s Reyna?” 


he asked immediately, and Piper jumped. What? How? “Very pretty. Not 
real, though,” he added. 


“What? Yes, she is! She’s probably with Leo-” 


“Pm sure,” Troy said and sat up completely to look her in the eye. “But 
your feelings? Nah. I can tell the difference. Someone wanted you to 
believe that you loved her, but... you know. Fake memories,” he said and 
tapped his chin thoughtfully. Piper stared. Fake....memories? “A bizarre 
thing to happen to you,” he added with a frown. 


“What are you even talking about?” 


“I can sense love,” he said, and Piper blinked. “I can tell who loves who 
and how much just by touch,” he said, wiggling his fingers. “Whatever you 
and this Reyna girl have... it isn’t real,” he said. Piper wanted to bristle - 
but before she could tell him to go to Hell, he shoved her hand in the dirt. 
“Feel it?” he asked. 


“Feel what-?” she began but went silent when a gentle thudding followed. It 
was a little horrifying, honestly. Like a heart buried in the dirt, gently 
thumping away. She was reminded of the Edgar Allan Poe story they read 
in school. “...what is that?” she asked. Troy clicked his tongue and pressed 
her hand in harder. 


“Love,” he said simply and raised an eyebrow. “I’m guessing you’ve heard 
quite a bit about Percy?” he asked. Piper wanted to sigh. “Uh-huh. Thought 
so. Want to meet him?” he asked before she could respond. 


“I thought he was missing?” she began, but Troy was gone. Everyone was 
gone. Well, almost everyone. Piper stood up, feeling the temperature sink 
down until there was a sharp chill in the air. The sky was dark - the day that 
had been there seconds now gone. The night hung above them with 
twinkling stars and the moon beaming white. From beside her, there was 
soft laughter, and she turned to find two figures hidden in the tall grass 
beside them. 


“What about that one?” 


Curiously, she stepped forward. She hadn’t seen either of these two at camp 
yet. The one was a blonde boy with violet eyes who was pointing at the sky, 
and the other with a bunch of black hair that had wisps of blue ends. He was 
wrinkling his nose at the star the other one was pointing out before nodding. 


“Okay, that one is called... the Great Grape Debate,” he said solemnly. The 
other boy kicked him. “What? I’m giving you your own constellation!” he 
said, and Piper stepped closer to see the first boy roll over to narrow his 
eyes at him. Could they not see her? “It is an ode to your bravery in trying 
the one food you know you are deathly allergic to. See? If you connect 
those stars, they look a little like you with an EpiPen-” 


“You’re a nightmare, Percy Jackson.” 
Percy Jackson? Piper’s breath caught. 


“T am the son of the sky and sea!” The second one - Percy - shouted only to 
be shushed. “My newfound constellations will rule for all eternity-” he 
added in a dramatic whisper and yelped when he was poked in the side. 


“Uh-huh. My turn,” the blonde boy cut him off. He looked up and outlined 
a few stars thoughtfully. “That is... you slaying the Minotaur,” he decided. 
The back-haired boy squinted. “See it?” he pressed as he gestured between 
white dots. 


Piper looked up at the sky. She...didn’t really see it. Though, to be fair, she 
didn’t quite know what she was looking for. She was too busy trying to 
decipher the pair next to her. Who was this mystery boy with her infamous 
brother? She walked over, looking down at them. The one had turned to 
find the other’s face dimly illuminated by the moonlight with a sort of 
eagerness underneath. Piper didn’t think he really saw anything in the sky, 
but he smiled and nodded. 


“Do you see Zo0é’s?” he asked, looking up with wandering eyes. The other 
one pointed a bit to the right, and Percy’s eyes lit up a bit. Piper tried to 
follow their gazes. A constellation named Zoë? She almost dismissed it, but 
she paused when the stars really did align to make out a girl running 
through the sky. 


“Right next to my namesake,” the blonde one mused, and Percy glanced at 
him. Namesake? Piper tried to decipher that. She wasn’t too big on 
constellations to make any coherent guesses. Percy looked up again. 


“The Gemini twins?” he guessed. “Are they Castor and Pollux, too?” he 
asked. Castor (or was this one Pollux?) rolled over onto his stomach, 
picking at the grass beneath him. The wind blew a bit. Percy shivered a bit 
as he shifted. 


“Yep,” Castor (Piper would go with Castor for now) said, popping the p at 
the end. “Pollux was a son of Zeus, and Castor was the son of this king - 
yes, I know they’re twins. It was weird,” he added when Percy frowned. Eh. 
Piper’s grandpa also told her crazy stories. It was easier to swallow when 
they were only tall tales, though. Absently, Piper wondered if her 
grandfather’s stories had any truth to them after all. “Pollux got to be 
immortal, and Castor inevitably died. When Pollux tried to bargain some of 
his immortality to get his brother back, Zeus put them both in the stars as a 
sort of compromise,” he said. Percy blinked a few times. 


“Oh,” he finally said. “That’s nice.” 
Castor laughed. 
“You think so?” 


“I didn't like the part where Castor died,” he said and moved closer. Right. 
This was definitely Castor then. Piper watched as Castor leaned over to lay 
a head-on Percy’s shoulder with a hum. “Definitely should have been 
Pollux.” 


Castor snorted into his shoulder before looking up to flick him. 
“Don’t say that.” 


“T meant Pollux, son of Zeus, of course,” Percy said lightly and tugged his 
hair. Castor narrowed his eyes. “Though, if it came to you and Pollux...” 


“This is a dark topic.” 


“T’m just saying that I would totally kill him for you.” 
“Now you’re murdering my brother?!” 


“Not unprovoked!” Percy said and then reconsidered. “He did say my 
footwork was sloppy the other week, though,” he added, and Castor sat up. 
“Pm kidding,” he said quickly. “I actually really like Pollux when he isn’t 
bullying me,” he added thoughtfully. Castor rolled his eyes. Piper crossed 
her arms - trying to decide how she felt looking in on this. It felt private for 
her to be spying in on, if she was honest. 


“Well, you’re going to have to put up with him longer than me, so prepare,” 
Castor said. Percy blinked, turning away from the sky to frown at him. 
“Joking. Though, according to the myth...” he added with a gesture at the 
stars. 


“That’s bullshit.” 


“Didn’t your mom name you after the one demigod who got a happy 
ending?” Castor asked. “Names do have power. I just got an unlucky one.” 


Percy’s face turned sour. 


“No,” he said and shook his head. “Nevermind. Don’t say stuff like that,” 
he muttered and rubbed the side of his arms. “You are definitely going to 
outlive me at the very least,” he sighed and ran a hand through his hair. 


“Pollux, too.” 
“Why?” 


Percy looked at him for a long time. His expression flickered - somewhere 
between sadness and guilt. His hand went to something on his wrist and 
touched it before swallowing. Finally, he gave a weak smile. 


“I can be mouthy. I bet some god is going to blast me over it one day,” he 
said. Castor scoffed before reaching over to feel Percy’s cheek. 


“You’re cold,” he added with a slight frown. Piper was inclined to agree. 
She was cold even in the vacuum of this memory thing. Goosebumps were 
crawling up Percy’s skin, slightly flushed as he opened his mouth, but 
Castor had already taken his sweatshirt off and threw it at him. “Here.” 


“Then you’ll be cold.” 


“T am strong,” Castor said solemnly, and Piper could tell he was fighting 
laughter. 


“I’m strong,” Percy objected but was silenced by Castor trying to shove the 
Sweatshirt over him. He cried out in alarm but was shushed again as the 
sweatshirt obscured him while Castor continued to try and force him in it. 
When his head finally pulled through, Castor yanked the strings, so the 
hood closed around his face. Percy stuck his tongue out from the tiny hole, 
and Castor laughed. 


“Thank you,” he said and pushed the hood back so he could see again. 
“And - look!” he added with a small gasp. Castor jumped. “A new 
constellation has arisen,” he told him with a dramatic wave towards the sky. 
“Tis’ I receiving the blessed sweatshirt of Castor,” he said solemnly, 
pointing to a cluster of stars. Castor looked up. 


Meanwhile, Percy was looking down at the sweatshirt thoughtfully. Piper 
wasn’t sure how she knew, but she got the feeling he was connecting 
something together. He ran his hand over the material. It was red and a little 
big on him, but Percy smiled a little at it nevertheless. 


“This is mine now,” he announced. Castor looked at him. “I’m stealing it.” 
“My sweatshirt?” 
“Yes.” 


“I...sure?” Castor told him, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Do I get 
a say in this?” 


“Nope.” 


“Understandable,” Castor said and yawned. It was pretty late. Piper was 
pretty sure they weren’t allowed to be out here. She couldn’t imagine 
sneaking around with the harpies that were supposedly around. “You ready 
to head back?” he asked. Percy hesitated and then twisted a bracelet on his 
hand. 


He looked at Castor for a moment, and Piper felt that beating in her hand. A 
quickened heart rate as she watched Percy slip the bracelet off and hand it 
to him. 


“Here,” he said and held it out. Piper didn’t really know what that bracelet 
was, but based on how the entire memory seemed to twist with 
anticipation... It was important. Very important. 


Castor stared down at it. 


“For... me?” he asked. Percy shrugged and held it out. Castor took it, 
running his thumb over the center. Percy watched him nervously, biting his 
lip as he watched him carefully. A swell of relief followed when Castor 
slipped it on. “Thank you,” he said and kissed Percy’s cheek. 


Percy beamed. He scrambled up after him, eyes flicking to the sky with 
adoration before turning all of his attention to Castor. He reached over, 
grabbing his hand, and they both went stumbling back towards the cabins 
together. 


Piper blinked, and she was back with Troy. 


“You saw it,” he greeted and let go of her. “Congrats, you have a knack for 
identifying love spots,” he said. Piper blinked, a little dizzy. 


“Love spots?” 


“Yeah, when people feel intense bouts of love or affection, they sink into 
the ground. Sometimes we can find them and see what happened,” Troy 
said and shook his head. “I never mean to pry, but... I’m always drawn to 
them,” he admitted, pulling his knees to his chest. “Besides,” he added 
warily. “I miss him.” 


“Percy,” Piper said and part of her wondered if she could ever be as loved 
as that boy was. “Who was that with him?” 


“Castor Angevin. His boyfriend,” Troy shrugged. Piper frowned. She hadn’t 
seen him around camp. Was he searching with Silena? “He died during the 
war,” Troy said softly and fell back into the grass. “There was a battle. We 
found out Olympians had been turning kids into plants and putting them in 
a garden. There was a huge battle, and Percy ended up backing Bianca di 
Angelo in a rebellion. We all escaped to the titan camp, but Zeus aimed a 
bolt at Percy. Castor pushed him out of the way and got hit instead...” he 
trailed off and shivered. “I wasn’t supposed to be there. I snuck in to help,” 
he added and bit his lip. “It broke Percy for a while. All he cared about was 
taking down Zeus... and then he did,” he said. 


“Shit.” 


“Yeah,” Troy said and scoffed. “It was funny. He came out as Poseidon’s 
son during that, but... Silena said he had never been more Aphrodite,” he 
said. Piper thought that over. Well. She could maybe see that. Fighting for 
your loved one fit into that box, she supposed. 


Piper fell to the ground. She tried to reach for the spot on the ground again, 
but the beating was faint. Without Troy, she could barely find it. He glanced 
over at her. 


“Tt takes practice,” he said simply and popped up suddenly. “Your friends 
are here,” he announced, and Piper looked up to find Reyna and Leo 
marching towards them. Troy smiled brightly - waving as if he had known 
them all his life. Curiously, Piper watched as he put gloves on despite the 
hot day. He saw her looking and shrugged. “People don’t like me touching 
them. They know what I see. I try to respect that for the most part.” 


“You didn’t with me.” 


“I did say for the most part, didn’t I?” he asked and stretched slightly. “PH 
be sure to tell the others the news,” he added as he walked away. Piper 
scrambled up, ignoring Leo trying to do a cartwheel over to her. 


“What news?” she called, and Troy waved a hand over his head. 


“You really are one of us!” he shouted and kept walking off towards the 
cabins. “Whether you want to be or not!” 


Piper bit her lip but was pulled away by Leo hopping on her, sending them 
both crashing to the ground. 


“Piper,” he whined, and she shoved him off. “Reyna won’t let me pet her 
dogs!” he said, and Piper glanced over to find the two hounds following 
closely as they looked at Leo with glowing red eyes. Reyna crossed her 
arms over her chest, expression heavy with exasperation. 


“You didn’t ask to pet them. You asked to take them apart.” 
Leo pouted. 


“I would put them back together,” he grumbled, and the silver dog growled 
at him. “Oh, come on. I would at least try,” he said and stuck his tongue out. 
Reyna narrowed her eyes. “You guys are so mean to me,” he said 
dramatically and draped himself over Piper. “Tell them to stop.” 


“No 33 


“I can’t believe you hate me,” he grumbled and stood up, pulling Piper with 
him. “I heard you got into a fight,” he added. Piper absently rubbed her 
throat in memory. “I thought Reyna was going to start another when we 
heard,” he added, and Piper blinked. Was she? Reyna rolled her eyes, 
though she did look Piper over carefully. She took a step forward, frowning 
a bit as her fingers brushed her throat. 


Maybe it was the leftover emotions of Percy’s memory with Castor, but her 
skin prickled a bit, breath catching in her throat. Reyna’s expression 
darkened. 


“There is no order in this camp,” she muttered and lowered her hand. “No 
structure. No discipline. I don’t understand how they fight any monsters at 


all,” she said and let her hand fall. “I won’t let them hurt you again,” she 
added, and Piper felt her tongue knot in her mouth. 


How on earth could Troy say it was fake between them? 


“T want to learn to fight myself,” Piper finally managed. A flash of approval 
went over Reyna’s features. “Frank is in the arena,” she said and grabbed 
Reyna’s hand, pulling her over. “We should go check on him. Maybe we 
can see about using weapons there,” she explained. 


“Frank?” Leo asked, skipping beside them. Oh. Right. Piper went into the 
whole story as they walked over. She was a little nervous to see how Frank 
was faring, but when they walked in, he seemed to be somewhat in control 
of the situation. A few kids were off to the side, glowering, but Clarisse was 
adjusting his grip on a spear before stepping back. 


“Again,” she said. Based on Frank’s expression - she had been saying that a 
lot. Still, he held his own. Clarisse won after a couple hits, but nobody 
could deny he looked like a natural out there. Considering he hadn’t been 
here for very long... it was good. 


“T want to try,” Reyna said the second Frank’s weapon hit the floor. Clarisse 
looked up. Reyna stepped forward and grabbed the fallen spear. There was 
a moment where they eyed one another, and Clarisse nodded curtly and 
jerked her head for Frank to move. 


Spying Piper, he raced over, hopping over the barrier to join them. 
“You looked awesome!” 


“I thought I was going to die,” he whispered back, and Piper grinned, 
pulling them back into the seats with a quick introduction between Leo and 
Frank. Leo peered over at Frank thoughtfully before immediately asking 
about the drowning incident. Piper wanted to scold him for the lack of tact 
but was distracted by Reyna and Clarisse’s spar starting. 


It was... strange. Clarisse seemed legitimately surprised as Reyna took the 
first hit. She deflected, but it looked a little off. Their forms didn’t match at 


all. Reyna was using stabbing motions while Clarisse kept slashing. Still, 
they held one another at arm's length as the other Ares kids watched 
curiously. 


Frank continued answering Leo’s questions as they continued. Piper liked 
Frank. He was a calming presence in all of this madness. The three of them 
sat together, silently watching Reyna fight as if she had come out of the 
womb fighting. 


“So,” Leo finally said and leaned over to eye Frank suspiciously. “Ares and 
Poseidon, huh?” he asked. Frank looked at him warily before shrugging. 
“So... was there like... a threesome situation with your mom?” 


“Ew, Leo,” Piper complained as Frank very slowly turned to Leo with 
horrified eyes. 


“Um, I’m not sure,” he said and wrinkled his nose. “I really don’t know 
what to make of it. I don’t remember... anything,” he said. Piper turned. 
Wait. What? In the same way, Reyna claimed not to remember anything? 
Leo must have thought the same thing. 


“You don’t?” 


“No, I just... woke up in this city, and Bianca found me,” he said, 
shrugging. “She brought me here, and I eventually got claimed. I don’t even 
remember my last name,” he admitted. Interesting. Right. Okay. Leo looked 
as if he already moved on as he threw some skittles in the air to catch in his 
mouth. “You think the threesome thing can happen?” he asked, apparently 
not wanting to elaborate on the memory thing. Leo shrugged, and Frank 
grabbed a camper walking by. “Hey, can same-sex couples have kids if one 
is a god?” he asked. 


There was an awkward beat of silence. 


“Um, well, mortals can too, you know,” the camper finally said. “Trans 
people and all,” he explained and pulled out of Frank’s grip. “But, yeah, 
rules are different with the gods. Aphrodite and Sally Jackson had a baby 
together.” 


“Jackson?” Piper asked warily. “You don’t mean-” 
“Percy Jackson’s mother? Yep.” 


....Piper didn’t even want to know the rest. She sighed and leaned back as 
Frank seemed to work through the words. 


“Okay, but what about in a threeso-?” he began, but the camper had already 
walked away. “Damnit,” he muttered and then tilted his head. “...is 
Poseidon or Ares trans?” he asked. Piper shrugged. That wasn’t her 
business. “This is exhausting,” he sighed and watched as Reyna went to 
disarm Clarisse only to be blocked. She got back into position. “Maybe 
they’re both trans. Maybe I have three dads.” 


“They’re gods,” Leo pointed out and threw up another skittle. “Do they 
really have stable genders? I mean, they can shapeshift and stuff, right?” he 
asked. Frank sighed again and flopped into his seat. 


“I guess,” he said and bit his lip. “I just wish I had gotten someone that 
feels... more like me?” he asked. Piper sat up. She understood that 
completely. “Like, I got claimed by two gods and don’t feel like either of 
them suit me,” he said. 


“Who do you wish you had gotten?” Piper asked. Frank wrinkled his nose. 


“ Apollo,” he decided. Piper raised an eyebrow. “I like archery,” he said 
shyly. 


“I wish I had gotten Athena,” she admitted, and Frank sat up on his elbows. 
“Really? Why?” he asked. Piper bit her lip. 


“T just don’t... feel very Aphrodite,” she admitted and tugged at her hair. 
“Right now, anyway. Maybe that will change,” she added, thinking of 
Valentina and Troy’s words. “I like to think I’m smart sometimes,” she said. 
Frank nodded, and they both unanimously turned to Leo, who was now in 
the midst of constructing a skittle catapult. He glanced at them. 


“Hephaestus is cool. You guys are whiners,” he said and triggered the 
catapult to fling a skittle into the arena. “Aha!” 


“Leo,” Piper began, but a flash of silver caught her eye. Bianca. She sat up 
straight. She hadn’t been present since taking them to camp, but she was 
here now, and Piper had some questions. Her mind flicked to some of the 
things she had heard. Bianca was apparently a daughter of Hades - one of 
the karat things everyone kept mentioning. She had a little brother named 
Nico, who Piper had yet to meet, and she was apparently a rebellion leader 
and close with Percy Jackson. She had mentioned exactly none of this when 
they last met. 


Luckily, Piper didn’t have to move a finger because Bianca was in front of 
her within seconds. She looked tired, her lieutenant circlet slightly crooked 
on her forehead and disturbingly adult for someone who appeared to only 
be thirteen. 


“Hi,” she greeted tiredly and looked around warily. “How are you all 
settling in?” she said, skipping all pretenses and collapsing next to them. 
She yawned, leaning a little against Piper as she rubbed her eyes. 


“Um, good. Leo and I got claimed,” Piper said and tilted her head. “I’m in 
the Aphrodite cabin and Leo in Hephaestus.” 


“Aphrodite?” Bianca asked and lifted her head up. “Has Drew- Silena,” she 
suddenly said, and Piper looked up to once again find Silena entering the 
arena, this time joined by a satyr. Piper had met a few satyrs since coming 
to camp, but not this one. He looked around their age with curly reddish- 
brown hair and wisps of a beard. Bianca jolted up, waving her hands to gain 
their attention. “GROVER!” she called. A few people stopped to look at 
them, but Grover only waved back before walking over. 


“Hey, you,” he greeted, hugging her as Silena joined them, looking 
frustrated as she gave Bianca a pained smile. “You look like you need a 
nap. Where have you been?” he asked. Bianca laughed. 


“With Nico,” she said and then glanced at where Reyna was still fighting. 
Then towards Frank, Leo, and Piper. “Actually, I need to talk to you. Sit 


down,” she said and grabbed Silena’s hand. “PIl go to Chiron next, but...” 
she took a long breath and rubbed her temple. “Nico ran into Vera Bates 
while looking for Percy.” 


Piper stared. Um. Who? Silena shrugged. 
“Percy met her when the war ended. So what?” she asked. Bianca grimaced. 


“She’s... being a bit of a problem,” Bianca admitted and tugged at the end 
of her braid. “I’m worried she’s going to come here, so I need to warn you,” 
she said as Grover came to sit next to Frank with a warm smile. No time for 
official introductions, she supposed. Leo raised his hand. 


“Who is this?” he asked. Bianca bit her lip. 


“A daughter of Zeus from the 1940s. She was killed a long time ago, but 
Kronos brought her back to life,” she said, voice careful - as if picking 
every word. “Look, Silena,” she said and turned to her. “She’s a liar and 
manipulative. I’m worried she’s going to try and say she knows where 
Percy is and make up stuff. You can’t believe her,” she said, and Silena’s 
brows came together. “You know the monster problem we’ve been having? 
Well, Thanatos was locked up. Nico went to free him and came across her.” 


“Wait, what?” Grover asked and raised his hands. “Thanatos was locked 
up?” 


“And Nico freed him all alone?” Silena chimed in. Bianca sighed. 


“No. Hazel was with him, obviously,” she said, and Silena tilted her head. 
“And the Vera girl showed up. Quests of three, I guess,” she said, not 
meeting their eyes. 


“Yeah, where exactly has Hazel been?” 


“Looking for Percy,” Bianca said stiffly and rubbed her temple. “Look, I 
came about Vera-” 


“But why was Thanatos even locked up? Who got him?” 


“That- we’re talking about Vera,” Bianca said sharply. She shook her head 
as if trying to force the fatigue out of her. “You cannot trust her. She’s 
looking for Zeus, and she’ll do anything to get him now that he’s mortal.” 


“Why is she looking for Zeus exactly?” Frank asked. An excellent question 
in Piper’s opinion. 


“Nico says she wants him to get her the Master Bolt, but....” Bianca trailed 
off. “I don’t know. I think she wants something more. The way he described 
her was... I don’t know,” Bianca admitted. She turned to Leo, Frank, and 
Piper. “I think she might come after you three. Definitely Reyna,” she 
added, eyes flicking over her shoulder. Piper tensed. 


“Why Reyna?” 


“Zeus is a known shapeshifter,” Bianca said cryptically. “He’s transformed 
in many myths. It isn’t out of the question that he could turn into a teenage 
girl, and the lack of memory makes her...suspicious.” 


There was a lie in there somewhere. Piper wasn’t sure where, but she knew 
there was. Whatever Bianca was hiding - her exhaustion was making her 
sloppy. Piper glanced at where Silena was staring intently at her. 


“Alright,” she said slowly and leaned back. “We’ll watch out for her. I still 
have questions about Thanatos and where you all have been.” 


“Looking for Percy. Same as you.” 
Silena pursed her lips. 


“Yeah...” she said slowly, tapping her fingers on her knee. “Of course you 
are. He’s your friend after all,” she said cautiously. Bianca nodded. “He put 
a lot on the line to protect you and your brother. I’d imagine you would 
want to return the favor.” 


Bianca’s eyes flashed. 


“Absolutely,” she gritted out and stood up, snapping up her bow that had 
been laid beside them. “I’m going to warn Chiron about Vera. We can talk 


about Thanatos later. You three,” she added and pointed at Piper. “Vera 
Bates. Stay far away from her.” 


Piper nodded and watched as she marched away. In the distance, she could 
see other hunters all gathered around - almost like a perimeter sweep as 
Bianca left. Silena said nothing. 


“I’m sure it’s fine,” Grover said. Silena took a long breath. 
“If she knows where he is....” 
“Bianca wouldn’t put Percy in danger.” 


“I don’t care what reason she has. If she’s kept him from me, then I will 
never forgive her,” Silena muttered and stood up, looking Reyna up and 
down critically. “How long have they been fighting?” she asked. Piper 
glanced over. 


“About thirty minutes?” 


“Really?” Silena asked, crossing her arms over her chest. “Against 
Clarisse?” she asked. Piper nodded before glancing over at the fight. 
Clarisse looked torn between anger and entertained as she ducked and 
swung. She turned to Grover, whose brows furrowed. “She’s been trained.” 


“She’s never shown up at this camp before,” Grover murmured and 
wrinkled his nose. “She also smells...” he trailed off and then shook his 
head. “She could be a garden kid,” he suggested. Silena hummed. Piper 
cleared her throat, giving both of them questioning looks. “One of the 
children was released from the Olympus garden. I don’t know of any who 
lost their memories, but... it would explain why she is such a skilled fighter. 
Maybe a child of Zeus?” he suggested and then looked over her shoulder. 
“Or Hades,” he added thoughtfully, looking in the direction Bianca went. 


“No,” Piper said, and both turned to her. “I- I’ve known-” she began and 
then cut herself off. She wanted to say she’d known Reyna long enough to 
call bullshit, but the truth is that she wasn’t sure of that anymore. Sighing, 


she got off and walked away. This was just too much. All of it. Reyna. Her 
claiming. Percy freaking Jackson. She needed a break. 


Honestly, what the Hell? She got a girlfriend - an awesome girlfriend - and 
suddenly, without any warning... it was gone. No memory of her, their 
relationship, their anything. It stung. It hurt. Ignoring Leo’s call for her, she 
marched out of the arena and kicked a wall. What had she even been 
expecting? 


A beating interrupted her thoughts. Piper almost jumped at it - feeling the 
air shift at the pounding. She looked up, feeling the thrum around her match 
her own emotions. She wasn’t sure how Troy’s powers worked, but part of 
her wondered if this rush of emotion was what triggered it. She walked 
over... following the pounding until she reached a wooden fence. 


“What?” she muttered and put her hand on the wood. There it was again. 
The feeling of a pounding heart under her fingers. She clutched at it, but it 
kept slipping from her. Part of her almost gave up after a few more tries, but 
she finally managed to turn and see two figures beside her. 


“You’re going to fall,” Percy Jackson said, looking amused by that blonde 
boy again. He was standing on top of the fence, walking across it like a 
tightrope. Castor held out his arms to keep his balance. They both looked 
younger than Piper had last seen them. Maybe thirteen? 


“Then catch me,” Castor said simply, and part of Piper wanted to sigh and 
move away. However, Percy’s expression softened slightly as he watched 
Castor carefully. “Now, let me practice,” he said and jumped a bit over a 
pole between the lengths of wood. 


“Ah, yes, give me your Shakespearan quotes and prove your Dionysus 
heritage,” Percy snorted. Castor stuck out his tongue. “What’s this play 
about? Another love story?” he asked. Castor rolled her eyes. 


“I hope not. They’re all so... cliché with their death and their soulmates.” 


“You don’t believe in soulmates?” 


Castor paused in his tightrope walking to instead turn and sit down on the 
fence, looking down at Percy thoughtfully. 


“I don’t know about that,” he said, and Percy tilted his head as he took a 
step closer. “I don’t really know if they exist or not, but... I don’t know. I’m 
not into the idea, I guess,” he said. Percy blinked. “Sorry if that offends 
your Aphrodite sensibilities,” he added lightly and swung a leg playfully at 
him. Percy shrugged. 


“I never gave it much thought,” he admitted and pulled his brows together. 
“But... most people like the idea, you know.” 


Castor shrugged. 


“T guess,” he said, and ran a hand through blonde hair. “Just... it’s kind of 
selfish of me if I’m honest,” he said, and Percy waited. “I mean... I kind 
of... I kind of like the idea of someone choosing me. Not because they’re 
supposed to, or the Fates have matched us, or there’s some sort of pull. I 
just like that there is someone out there who will meet me, like me, and 
choose me without any cosmic intervention,” he said and swung his legs 
again. Percy looked thoughtful as he pushed his foot back. 


“So... the hard way?” he asked. A grin slowly spread over Castor’s face. 


“Yeah, I guess I like things the hard way,” he said with a laugh. “It just is 
nice to think it’s a choice to love. And that someone might look at me and 
think I’m worth that.” 


Piper flinched as if she had been physically hit. She hadn’t expected that to 
resonate as much as it did. Percy only looked at him before stepping back, 
smiling a little to himself. 


“I don’t think that will be too difficult for you to find,” he said and pulled 
Castor’s hand, so he fell off of the fence. “But I do pity the poor fool who 
ends up having to deal with your dad and brother,” he said. Castor snorted. 
“Come on. I have to pack. Help me, and II] go over more of your lines with 
you,” he said, and the scene faded away until Piper was alone once more. 
She took a long breath. Right. Okay. She stepped back, turning back to the 


cabins. The sun had set, leaving the night to obscure everything. Curfew 
was around the corner, so she really should be getting to the Aphrodite 
cabin before the Harpies came from her. 


The thought of spending her first night there was a little terrifying, but she 
pushed it down. Maybe she could find Leo and Reyna before she went to 
bed? Or had they already headed back? She looked around the u-shape of 
various cabins alongside the new ones under construction behind them only 
to notice a lone figure standing near where the campfire normally was. 
Piper paused - debating on whether it was worth investigating. Curiosity 
won out, and she walked over. 


“Um, hello?” she called, and a puff of smoke from the person followed. 
“Are you lost?” she asked. It occurred to her that everyone must be at the 
dining pavilion. Chiron had mentioned some sort of surprise dessert that 
would take place instead of their normal song and campfire activities. The 
person turned, and Piper could make out a girl in the darkness, smoking a 
cigarette. 


“Not particularly,’ she answered and took another drag. “Just... 
reminiscing,” she said, and Piper stepped a little closer, realizing they were 
in front of Zeus’ cabin. She frowned before looking over at the girl again. 


“You know, they say those things will kill you,” Piper said. There was dim 
lighting around camp, so she couldn’t make her out as well as she could, but 
Piper could tell she was wearing ripped jeans and a jacket with the hood up. 
There was a soft laugh following her assertion. 


“Oh? Since when?” 


“T don’t know,” Piper shrugged. She had always heard smoking was bad for 
you growing up. It wasn’t a new thing. “Since the 1960s?” she guessed. The 
girl blew another puff of smoke. 


“Hm,” she said and tilted her head, smirking a little. “I’m a little, uh, out of 
date,” she said and snorted. “Apparently, most things are bad for you now,” 
she mused. Piper tilted her head. Um, sure? “Who are you?” she asked. 


“I’m Piper. The new... Yeah,” she said, shrugging. “Piper.” 


“Ah,” the girl said and pushed back her hood. “You’re one of the new kids. 
I was hoping to catch one of you,” she said and flicked some of the 
cigarette ashes to the ground. Piper jumped as they sparked. “Oh, don’t 
worry,” the girl told her, following Piper’s movements. “The cabin is made 
of marble. Smart, given that Zeus’ kids were always throwing lightning 
around. If it was made of anything else, the place might have burned 
down,” she snorted. Right. Piper shifted back, feeling a little nervous 
suddenly. 


“Oh,” she said and glanced over towards the Aphrodite cabin. “Yeah. 
Smart,” she agreed. The girl flicked more ashes to the ground. More sparks 
followed. 


“But,” the girl continued casually. “Just because it won’t burn doesn’t mean 
you can’t douse it in gasoline and watch the flames,” she said with a click 
of her tongue. Before Piper could even think of a response, she threw the 
cigarette and the entire cabin shot up in hot flames. Piper jumped back at 
the suddenness of it. The marble remained unscathed, but the gasoline on 
top of it burst high into the air - crackling. Piper could also see the girl more 
clearly now. Her hair was long and dark brown, with her eyes a sharp blue. 


“Pm Vera, by the way,” she said, and Piper felt her heart drop. Stupid. 
Bianca had said... she had warned her... “Mind if I ask you a few 
questions?” she asked, and Piper almost tripped as she stumbled back. 
Alarm bells were ringing loudly in her head as she looked around for a 
weapon. She hadn’t even visited the armory yet. All she had used were 
training weapons. 


“Um,” Piper began and swallowed. “Actually-” 


Vera hummed a cheery tune, and an arrow shot from nowhere, pinning the 
bottom of her jeans to the ground. She yelped, moving to yank it up, but 
Vera pulled out a knife and held it to Piper’s throat. 


“You came with two other people. Who are they?” she asked. Piper didn’t 
speak. “Now.” She warned. Piper’s heart thudded loudly, and Vera rolled 


her eyes, hooking her foot around Piper’s ankles, so she hit the ground. 
“Tell me or I’m dragging you into that fire,” she whispered, and Piper 
finally managed to ground herself. She tried to yank free from Vera’s grip. 


“Let me go!” she ordered, praying that the note of power her voice held 
before came back. “Let me go!” she shouted when the only result was her 
wrists getting pinned down. Vera paused - grip suddenly loosening as her 
eyes glazed over. Quickly, Piper squirmed out of her grasp and went to 
move away, but her jeans were still held by the arrow. A sharp jolt of pain 
went through her as something cold hit her head. 


“Damn Aphrodite kids,” Vera muttered, and Piper took a deep breath to 
scream, but a hand clamped over her mouth as she was knocked down and 
Vera sat on her stomach to keep her from moving. “Speak again or make a 
sound and Ill cut out your tongue,” she growled. Piper whimpered, still 
struggling. “The girl’s name is Reyna, correct? Nod or shake your head,” 
she said. Piper stubbornly remained still. “Christ,” Vera muttered and took 
out something from her pocket. “I hear Aphrodite kids don’t like to lose 
their nails. Should we test that?” she asked. 


Oh, gods. Piper felt tears of fear well up. No. No, please... please... 


“The boy’s name is Leo?” she asked. Piper nodded, hating herself for it. 
“Atta girl. Leo. Right. Reyna doesn’t have her memories?” she asked. Piper 
shook her head. “Does Leo?” she asked, and Piper nodded. “Interesting. But 
someone tampered with your memories, right?” she asked. Honestly, that 
was something that Troy said, but she wasn’t sure. Still, Piper nodded 
again. There had to be some way out of this. Please. “Hm. Leo... he got 
claimed, right?” Piper nodded. “By whom?” she asked and let go of Piper’s 
mouth. “You have three seconds to give me a name, and no other noise 
should come out of you,” she warned. 


Piper dearly would have loved to spit in her face, but there was the feeling 
of cool metal still on her finger that told her to keep herself in check. 


“Piper?” someone called, and they both froze. Frank. Reaching for 
whatever bravery she had left, Piper tried to knock Vera off of her. 


“OVER HERE!” she screamed. “HELP! SHE’S HERE!” she yelled, 
praying he could be fast enough to get someone in time. Vera whistled, and 
the arrow left the ground, shooting out in the darkness. “No-” she managed, 
and Vera’s hand went down to Piper’s throat, clamping down hard. 


“Bad move, sweetheart,” she muttered and took a pair of handcuffs from 
her coat and slapped them onto Piper’s wrist. They tightened uncomfortably 
as Vera got up, leaving her on the ground to go off to where Frank’s voice 
had come from. Piper went to scramble to her feet, but the cuffs tightened 
some more, causing her to cry out in pain. 


“Yeah, I wouldn’t suggest running with those on,” Vera called and circled 
back around, yanking her by the chains to where Frank was now pinned 
with a knife on the ground a few feet away. Vera kicked Piper’s leg, so she 
crumbled down next to him. “Right. I don’t have a lot of time for a super in- 
depth interrogation,” she admitted and reached over to grab Piper’s throat 
again. “So, Frank, right? You can’t charmspeak,” she smiled and squeezed. 
Piper felt her entire body twitch in revolt. “So talk fast before she runs out 
of air. Tell me everything you know about Leo,” she said. Frank swore 
lowly. 


“T don’t even know that much-” 


Vera squeezed harder, and Piper made a grunting sound as she struggled 
against her hold. 


“T did say talk fast, right? I know you’re new at this, but come on,” she 
scolded. Frank opened his mouth just as Piper’s vision was going dark. 
Then, the fire behind them went out. Piper felt the handcuffs on her wrists 
fall off as Vera turned. Leo? Please let it be Leo- 


The grip on her throat disappeared. 


Piper gasped for air, rolling over as Vera paused. Frank was still on the 
ground next to her - looking equally as shaken by the flames suddenly 
vanishing. Silence enveloped them for a moment, and Piper prayed to any 
god who might be listening that it was Leo who was nearby. Or Reyna or 
even Drew or- 


“Show yourself-” Vera began and yelped when something golden twisted 
around her hands, binding her in place. She cursed loudly as she looked 
down and suddenly went very still. “....no way,” she breathed out, and a 
dangerous smile touched her lips. She turned to Piper. “What does this look 
like to you?” she asked and held out her wrists. Piper almost flinched away 
but instead glowered. 


“Me...?” Piper asked suspiciously - voice raspy. Vera raised an eyebrow. “I 
don’t know. Thread?” 


Vera grinned and stood up, raising her bound hands above her head. 


“Who the Hell let you out of Ogygia?” she called, and there was the 
strangest sound of... singing? Piper strained to try and look around. The 
thread on Vera’s hands fell away. There was a soft thump, and Vera’s eyes 
flicked behind her shoulder before she let out a low whistle, and the arrow 
on the ground zipped back to her. 


“A few friends,” a voice answered. “You’ve met Percy Jackson, right?” 


Despite the situation... Piper almost gagged at Percy’s name. This guy was 
seriously everywhere. Vera snorted as she grabbed a sword from seemingly 
nowhere and held it out. 


“And you decided to use your newfound freedom to visit little ‘ole me?” 
she asked and fanned herself with her free hand. “You sure know how to 
make a girl feel special, Cal. Admit it. I was your favorite to ever wash up 
on that island.” 


Piper really should have gotten up and left (no, sprinted), but she was 
frozen by the soft wind that picked up around them. Frank was the smarter 
one between them. He crawled towards the fallen knife just as a sort of hum 
went through the air, and Vera suddenly swung her sword down - but when 
it landed, it was only a bunch of flowers. A girl stood in front of her, 
plucking them from her hands. 


“For me?” she sang - literally sang - and Vera scowled. “Aw, you shouldn’t 
have.” 


Vera narrowed her eyes and grabbed a knife - slicing upwards as she kicked 
out with her legs. The second girl vanished in thin air, still humming. Vera 
stumbled forward and bit, and the girl reappeared behind her and pushed 
her in the back. Vera spun, hooking her foot around, so they both ended up 
falling. The other girl merely disappeared again and stood in front of her, 
looking down as Vera yanked out an axe from freaking thin air and went to 
move it. The other girl snapped her fingers, and it turned to thread, falling 
into a pile on Vera’s face. 


“I heard you robbed Hepheastus’ forges,” the girl said, looking down at her. 
“A bit uncouth, is it not? Most heroes stick to one weapon. Not a whole 
armory,” she frowned. Vera took a long breath and closed her eyes. 


“Give me... my sword... back....” Vera growled. The girl sang something 
again and flicked her hands. The flowers on the ground turned back to a 
sword. When Vera sat up, she snapped her fingers again, and the sword 
disappeared. “Calypso!” she said and reached into her pocket. Calypso 
whistled, and whatever Vera was reaching for must have also disappeared. 
“Pve changed my mind,” she muttered coldly. “I wish you hadn’t visited 
me,” she said and went to grab something else. Shackles appeared around 
her wrists. Vera looked down, deadpan. “I really wish you hadn’t visited 
me.” 


“Bianca and Nico sent me,” Calypso said, standing up. “Apparently, you 
were being... how did Nico put it? A pain in the ass?” she asked. Vera 
sneered. “Bianca worried you were coming to bother her next, so she asked 
me to help out,” she shrugged. 


What was happening? Piper shifted a little bit, but she got the feeling she 
was forgotten about. Vera yanked against the chains, glowering a bit. 
Calypso ignored her as she went to scoop up Vera’s newly transformed axe. 
There was another whistle - though this time it came from Vera herself. 
Calypso stiffened and then whirled around, barely missing an arrow flying 
through the air directly at her. Vera smiled smugly. 


“I’ve dealt with things much more dangerous than you,” she said and jutted 
her chin out. “Pl figure out how to get free. You should remember that.” 


Calypso’s eyes flashed. She sang something else - something in a language 
that Piper was pretty sure was older than ancient Greek, and the arrow went 
flying to her hand. Calypso looked down at it and snapped in half. 


“T am the daughter of Tethys and Atlas. A Titaness, and I’ve been practicing 
magic since before your mortal ancestors even existed,” she said and knelt 
in front of her. Vera glowered. “You should remember that,” she said and 
waved the broken arrow between her fingers. “And you should remember 
who gave you this. Do not treat it like another trinket you’ve stolen from 
the gods.” 


Vera looked at Calypso and then the arrow. 


“Well, you broke it, so...” she said, and Calypso sighed, dropping it to the 
ground. “I don’t remember you being quite so vindictive!” she called after 
her. 


“Vindictive is a strong word,” Calypso said calmly and stood back up. She 
glanced down at Piper and smiled, walking over to gently kneel down and 
examine the wounds she had gotten. “Call it... justifiably displeased,” she 
said, and Piper kept frozen. Calypso let her hand roam over her throat. She 
hummed, and the bruises healed themselves almost instantly as warmth 
spread over Piper’s neck. 


“T was hardly the first person who left you on that island.” 

“Yes,” Calypso said, voice growing cold. “But you were the last.” 

“It wasn’t my choice-” 

“Tt was your choice to leave in the middle of the night without saying 
goodbye,” she said and helped Piper stand up. Vera sighed as if this point 
was somehow irritating to her. “Come now. We must alert Chiron of your 
presence here. I feel he may need to... prepare,” she said slowly. 

“Tm confused,” Piper finally said, and both looked at her. “Um, did you 


two...?” she said and looked pointedly back and forth. Both stared at her. 
“You know, date or something?” she asked. Piper wasn’t sure who would 


date anyone like... you know. That. But maybe Calypso liked torturous 
psychopaths. They both looked at Piper and then at each other. 


“Pretty much.” 
“Absolutely not.” 


“I- excuse me?” Vera spluttered and turned to look at Calypso, who crossed 
her arms. “The rule was that I couldn’t leave until you fell in love with me,” 
she said, and Calypso sighed. “What the Hell? That was the rule! And I 
left!” 


“That hardly means much, Vera. Besides, your stay was... unorthodox,” 
Calypso pointed out. “You were ordered to leave.” 


“Then why are you mad at me for leaving?!” 


“Justifiably displeased,” Calypso corrected as she pulled Vera up from the 
ground. “And I just found it interesting you took orders so seriously... 
especially after all your complaining on how you were left behind by 
others,” she said, and Vera’s mouth dropped. 


“Oh, that’s a load of malolly!” Vera hissed, which was not a word Piper was 
used to hearing. “I - let me go!” she muttered, and electricity crackled off of 
her. Piper jumped at the sight of it. Calypso hardly seemed fazed. “I’m 
going to break your neck the second I get out of these-” 


“I believe those were the first words you said to me,” Calypso said 
distastefully. “Good to know you haven’t changed.” 


“You haven’t changed.” 


“Disappointing. Usually, your taunts are more original than playground 
insults,” Calypso said loftily, and Piper watched as Vera went three different 
shades of red. 


“Yeah, well, I didn’t think your garden was that nice,” she muttered, “How 
do you know what a freaking playground is?” she added under his breath. 
Right... Piper looked around, bewildered. She wasn’t entirely sure she 


wanted to be included in this, but if Calypso was who she said she was... 
some Titaness with insane powers... well, Piper wasn’t going to mess 
around with that. 


Calypso looked Vera over curiously as she pulled her along. 


“Why did you ever think that...?” she began, and Vera raised an eyebrow. 
“You tried to burn down my island!” 


“What’s that have to do with anything?” 
Calypso looked fairly at a loss for words. 


“Let’s just get to the Big House,” she finally said after a couple minutes of 
silence. Vera rolled her eyes. 


“Oh, sure, you complain that you were stuck on this island that is a prison, 
but when I try to burn it down, I’m the bad guy,” she said and sighed before 
turning to Frank. “Can you believe this?” she asked. Frank blinked a few 
times. 


It was an odd sort of switch to have the girl who was just about to brutally 
murder you suddenly turn to you for validation. 


“Were... um, you in love with her?” he asked. Vera snorted. 
“No ” 


“Debatable,” Calypso murmured. Vera made a face and yanked at the 
chains. “What? We both know you had no intention of leaving until you 
were forced out,” she said. Vera paused - going bright red for a moment 
before grumbling. 


“T had an intention of leaving,” she muttered and glowered at the ground. “I 
just felt bad given that you were so helplessly in love with me.” 


“I think she said she wasn’t....” Frank said, and Vera whipped around. He 
stepped back. “Or maybe she was. I don’t know you guys,” he said quickly. 


Calypso shook her head. Piper didn’t know what the Hell this was and 
wasn’t about to get involved with it. 


“You two! Come along!” Calypso called, which was the last thing she 
wanted to do. Piper didn’t want to be within a thousand miles of Vera. But 
something about just going to the Aphrodite cabin seemed... somehow 
equally as intimidating. Shakily, she walked over, gripping Frank’s arm as 
she did so. 


“Are you okay?” he asked as they walked a good distance behind them. 
Piper nodded shakily. Calypso had healed her pretty well, considering. She 
kept an eye on the pair as they went towards the Big House. Vera laughed 
when she saw it, which felt just plain creepy. 


“CHIRON!” she called as the door swung open. “PM BACK!” 


“..do you know if our cabin doors lock?” Frank asked, and Piper felt a stab 
of alarm as she remembered that Frank was staying in the Poseidon cabin 
alone. Before she could answer, the door behind them swung shut, and 
thundering footsteps greeted them. 


“Piper? Piper!” Reyna’s voice called, panicked. “Where have you been? I-” 
she started but stopped when she rushed down the stairs. Leo and Bianca 
were with her, both staring blankly at everyone before Chiron joined them. 


“Vera,” he said evenly, and Bianca’s breath caught. Vera licked her lips. 


“Look at that,” she said and jerked against Calypso’s grip on her. “It’s been 
what? Sixty? Seventy years? And I’ve still left one Hell of an impression,” 
she grinned and raised an eyebrow. “I had the pleasure of meeting your 
campers,” she said and looked back at Frank and Piper. “Your security is 
still shit.” 


“She also set Zeus’ cabin on fire,” Calypso added. Bianca’s expression 
darkened as she walked over and pulled her hand back. It took Piper a 
second to realize what was happening until a smacking sound followed. It 
wasn’t every day you saw a tween slap what looked to be an older teenager 
or even a young adult. 


“What was that for?” Vera asked calmly, and a small smile tugged at her 
lips. “Do you know something I’ve done?” she asked and raised an 
eyebrow. Bianca’s chest rose in anger. “Go on. Tell me... if you can,” she 
said. Bianca’s fingers twitched. Silence. “Thought so,” Vera whispered and 
leaned forward. “Tell your brother I said hi.” 


Bianca looked like she wanted to stab her. 


“What is this?” Reyna asked and stepped over to Frank and Piper. “Did 
someone hurt you again?” she asked and glanced at Chiron. “How many 
times is this going to happen? You need to get these campers under 
control-” she began, voice rising in anger, but Chiron whispered something 
to Bianca, who nodded curtly. 


“Calypso, there’s a room we can lock her up in,” she snapped, and Chiron 
smiled tightly as Calypso pushed Vera forward. 


“Bye, everyone,” she said and looked over her shoulder to blink prettily at 
them. “Pll see you soon,” she said, and her eyes landed on Leo. “I’m 
coming for you,” she said. Leo’s eyes widened. Unfortunately, Piper had no 
doubt that was true as Bianca shoved her. Chiron grimaced as she went 
before running a hand over his face. 


“Well?” Reyna asked him. Chiron closed his eyes. 


“We do have another issue,” he admitted with a sigh. Um, bigger than that? 
Piper waited. “Another camper has shown up without any memory,” he 
said. Reyna straightened up. “I was hoping you all may shed some light on 
the subject,” he said. Piper liked Chiron plenty, but she was pretty sure that 
was a dumbass hope considering Frank and Reyna had no memory. 


However, whatever comment Piper was about to lead with faltered as the 
door opened to reveal - Piper assumed - the new camper in question. 
Everyone collectively seemed to break at once. Leo completely shut down 
for a moment before looking directly at the new camper and then Reyna, 
and then back at the new camper. 


“Um,” he finally said and tilted his head. “Right. Uh, am I the only one 
seeing double?” he asked. Piper wasn’t sure that was a fair assessment, 
given they weren’t identical. This new girl looked even older than Reyna, 
but... wow. 


“Everyone,” Chiron said calmly and swished his tail. “Meet Hylla.” 
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The ground was absolutely drenched in blood. 


It made Frank a little queasy, if he was honest. The smell of copper made 
him want to gag as well as the squishing feeling under his feet. He looked 
around what appeared to be a plot of farmland. Directly in front of him was 
a group, all standing silent with their weapons in hand as they watched two 
figures staring one another down from opposite ends of the circle. 


“You disappoint me,” the one said. Frank stepped closer. She was older than 
most of the group - maybe in her thirties with a large blade by her side. “I 
recommended you join the Amazons because I believed you to be willing to 
fight.” 


The girl in front of her breathed out, looking merely irritated by the insult as 
she wiped droplets of blood from her face. She had a knife in each hand, 
breath rising and falling. 


“I don’t think you know the meaning of the word,” the other girl said 
calmly. “This,” she hissed out, voice growing raw and angry. “Is not a 


fight.” 


Frank stepped a little closer. A younger girl was on the ground between 
them, holding a bruised cheek as she warily looked between the two 
women. 


“She was weak, Hylla,” the older one sneered and raised her blade. “You 
think you can lead while coddling weaklings?” 


“She is not yours to punish... and she will grow up strong, mark my words,” 
Hylla said coolly. “But hear me when I speak - you will not touch her 
again.” 


Whispers flew. The girl between them stood up, lowering her hand from her 
face. Someone grabbed her arm. The image shuddered - almost like a 
screen losing connection and the girl’s face cleared. Frank’s mouth dropped. 


“Reyna?” he muttered. It was definitely the new girl who had come with 
Piper and Leo. She was younger here - maybe only twelve. Her eyes were 
flaring with anger while her hand gripped the ground as if using it to keep 
herself from launching forward. The older girl put a hand on her shoulder, 
keeping her down. 


“If you wish to fight me, Hylla, then-” the first woman began but was 
promptly cut off by a quick slicing sound through the air. Frank jumped. 
One second the woman had been standing there, and the next... well. He 
stood in horror as the woman choked, clutching her bleeding throat before 
falling to her knees. Hylla looked down at her solemnly. 


“I warned this would not be a fight,” she said simply. A few spectators 
gasped - a few raising their weapons while others quickly moved behind 
Hylla. Reyna looked around, eyes wide as she tried to move away. 


“What’s happening?” she asked. One of the women who moved towards 
Hylla grabbed her arm, pulling her back. 


“Your sister just killed the queen,” she murmured. “Now, we must choose 
sides.” 


Frank didn’t know quite what that meant. Neither did Reyna, apparently. 
She remained frozen as a few people fell beside the old queen, who was still 
somehow alive. She got up - which was absolutely horrifying considering 
blood was still pooling from her throat - and clumsily raised a blade 
towards Hylla. She wouldn’t win... but Frank supposed there was 
something to say about her persistence. 


“Incredible, aren’t they?” 


Frank turned. A man was beside him, looking with veiled approval at the 
scene in front of them. 


“They have hearts of lions,” he said and watched as the tension rose. Hylla 
struck through the other queen again, and there was a sharp battle cry as the 
two groups ran towards one another. “Artemis claims her group of misfits 
are their equals,” he chuckled lowly and gestured to the bloodshed around 
them. “I don’t see it. There is a difference between a hunter and a warrior. 
They... they are warriors...” he mused, lips twitching. 


“This is a dream,” Frank said. The man glanced at him. “Then that makes 
you a god, right?” he said. The man turned to him, looking Frank up and 
down with critical eyes. He reached out suddenly, grasping Frank’s chin 
with such a firm grip that Frank doubted he could pull away. Instead, he just 
let his face turn slightly, swallowing as he was examined like some sort of 
animal for auction. 


“You look like your mother,” the man grunted and let go before wrinkling 
his nose. “And, unfortunately, I see some of your grandmother in you as 
well,” he muttered. Frank blinked. His what? He hadn’t considered he had a 
family beyond his parents before. Perhaps learning you had a grandparent 
shouldn’t be too surprising after learning you were a child of the gods, but 
somehow it still seemed insane. 


“Why would that be bad?” 


The man scowled. 


“T’ve never been a fan of anything Poseidon’s,” he said, and Frank frowned 
a little at that. “Though, perhaps, Emily was an exception,” he said and 
looked at Frank. “...and maybe, in time, you,” he added. 


“So Poseidon is my father?” 


“T am your father,” the man snapped, irritated. “My brain may be fried, my 
forms in tatters, but I can at least tell who my child is,” he said darkly. 
Frank blinked. He wasn’t sure what that meant, but he could believe that 
this guy’s brain was fried. “Poseidon has never done well with balancing his 
aspects. He feels his blood in your veins and assumes he has the right to 
claim you despite his water-logged mind,” he grumbled and spun away 
suddenly, walking. The colors swished away, leaving them in darkness 
before swirling around. 


“You’re Ares,” Frank said slowly and watched as the dream began to form 
again. There was a soft snort. 


“Over here,” another voice said, and Frank turned to find a different man 
beside him. He looked eerily like the first, though there were some 
differences. His hair was longer, and he was wearing a leather jacket and 
black jeans over the military uniform his so-called father was wearing. 
“Dreams are one of the few places we can be properly split,” he mused. 
Frank frowned. 


“What?” 


“I am Mars,” the other said, shooting an irritated look at the other. “You 
must be patient if you hope to understand,” he tacked on. Frank raised an 
eyebrow. Um. Sure? 


“Then explain it to me. Why was I claimed by Poseidon? Or Ares if I’m a 
son of yours?” he asked. Who even was Mars? Mars didn’t answer and 
instead merely pointed in front of them where two girls were sitting by the 
edge of the very lake Frank was almost drowned at. 


“Strange,” one of the girls frowned. She was maybe around fifteen with 
short black hair and dark green eyes. “You have a tie to water... and you’re 


stronger around saltwater over freshwater,” she said, shaking her head. 
“That usually is a sign of my father. He hasn’t claimed you?” she asked. 
The other girl shook her head. She looked... oddly familiar in a way. Frank 
couldn’t put his finger on it, though. “Remind me how you got here?” 


“Oh,” the other girl said, twisting her hands. “My father. He was sent a 
vision from our ancestors and told to send me here,” she explained. 


“Did he say who the ancestors were?” 


“No,” she said and tucked her foot under her leg. “I was just told I couldn’t 
stay long. He only wants me to learn to defend myself.” 


“T see...” the first girl said, and there was a shriek from somewhere behind 
them. They both stood up, concern crossing over their faces as Ares 
scoffed. 


“I should have seen it,” he said venomously. Frank looked around. Seen... 
what? “She was a Poseidon whelp after all,” he grumbled as the scene burst 
like sand in the wind. “Or, even worse, maybe even a Neptune, brat....” 


“Respect your superiors,” Mars said haughtily, and Ares’ eyes flashed. 
“That was your grandmother,” he added to Frank. He did a double take. 
That was her? “A descendant of Neptune and daughter of a man who knew 
our greatest secret,” he said cautiously. Oh. That didn’t sound good. 


“Greatest secret?” Frank repeated. Mars hummed and waved his hand 
again. More colors formed, but he couldn’t make sense of whatever was 
forming. 


“Greeks and Romans,” Ares said snidely. “Your grandpappy got kicked out 
of the Roman camp,” he rolled his eyes. “Typical Poseidon kids.” Frank 
scowled, but before he could say anything, he saw the girl - his 
grandmother apparently - surrounded by a group of people as two sickles 
shone over her head. A claiming. 


“Isn’t that... Ceres’ symbol?” he asked, bewildered. 


“Demeter,” Ares muttered, wrinkling his nose. “Traitorous bitch,” he added 
under his breath. Mars said nothing as he watched with pursed lips. “In 
retrospect, she always was scheming behind everyone’s backs-” 


“She did what needed to be done,” Mars snapped and sighed. More images 
swam past them. One was of Silena Beauregard walking with a little boy 
that Frank had never seen before. 


“Sometimes for really promising heroes, they just claim them by accident 
without realizing it isn’t their kid. Kind of wishful thinking on their part. 
Usually, whenever the real parent steps forward, it gets fixed up real fast,” 
she was saying, and the wind whisked the scene away again. 


“Greeks and Romans could not be combined,” Mars said simply. “Demeter 
knew this and claimed the girl before anyone could realize she was a 
descendent over a demigod,” he explained and shook his head. “Neptune 
and Poseidon possibly realized but knew better than to make an ordeal of 
it... besides, Demeter is said to be a foolish goddess. Most people assumed 
it was a mistake,” he said. 


“Demeter is kind of a ditz,” Ares agreed, and Frank turned with an air of 
exasperation. “Well, we all thought so until the second war,” he added with 
a shrug. A new image formed. It was his grandmother again... and Frank 
recognized who she was with this time. 


“Stop,” Vera laughed as she stumbled towards the edge of the woods. “I 
have a gift for you!” she objected and sat down on the ground, pulling the 
other girl down with her. “Ruth, please,” she said, face flushed and eyes 
bright as she dug into her bag. 


“T cannot believe you brought me a souvenir from your illegal quest,” his 
grandmother scoffed, pulling her knees to her chest. Vera rolled her eyes. 


“Tt wasn’t illegal.” 


“Oh, it should have been,” Ruth grumbled, and Vera pouted. “Not that it 
wasn’t impressive, darling. It was, but I think almost everyone was 
questioning your wisdom on the matter-” 


“Tt’s a good thing I’m not a daughter of Athena, then,” Vera said and pulled 
out a stick. Ruth looked down. 


“My goodness,” she said, and her lips twitched. “Just what I wanted. How 
did you know?” 


“You’re rude,” Vera sniffed and lightly whacked her with the stick. “I got it 
from the Fates’ lair,” she whispered and nudged it to Ruth. “It’s from the 
Tree of Life.” Ruth froze. 


“You stole something else from the Fates?” she asked, horrified. Frank felt 
equally as panicked. He turned to Mars - hoping for a further explanation. 
What else did she steal? What even was this quest they were talking about? 


“Tt’s just a tiny piece,” Vera said with a roll of her eyes. “They won’t even 
notice.” Frank watched as Ruth hesitated, hand curling around it 
uncertainly. Ares clicked his tongue. 


“Foolish, child,” he said, almost sadly. Frank looked between him and 
Mars. 


“Why? What is that?” he asked, but Mars only held up a hand. The world 
swirled around, and this time, Ruth was running, tripping slightly as 
something exploded. From behind her, bodies were on the ground alongside 
screams and demigods, all holding various injuries while fighting with 
guttural battle cries. 


“Go - go!” Vera yelled as she yanked out a sword, breathing heavily as she 
got into a fighting stance. There was smoke and debris everywhere. Frank 
couldn’t be sure where they were with all the destruction surrounding them. 
Ruth stumbled forward again, and vines grew to catch her. 


“I thought she wasn’t a child of Demeter?” Frank asked, and Mars 
wordlessly pointed across the battlefield. A blonde woman was standing in 
the midst of chaos - watching with dark eyes and hands spread out. 


“Demeter always prioritized her own children above all others... even if 
they didn’t start out as hers,” he said. Demeter flicked her wrist, and Ruth 


was put upright by the vines once more as Vera held out a sword - eyes 
narrowed. There was a boy in front of her, wildly lunging at them. Vera 
jerked forward, and his throat was slashed - falling to the ground with a 
gush of blood. 


“What is this?” Frank asked, shaken. Mars grimaced. 


“Kataras,” Ares answered, and a boy landed in front of them when Vera 
turned back to help Ruth. Frank almost jumped at the sight of him. He 
looked slightly older than Frank himself with red hair and wild eyes. He 
had a scythe in his hand and was trembling as he dropped the weapon and 
grabbed his arm. 


“Vera...” the boy breathed and showed her his arm. There was a dark mark 
in the center of it, spiraling black bits like poison. Vera stared - eyes wide as 
she looked at him and then his arm. 


“Where’s Evelyn?” she asked, voice taut as she walked forward to grab 
something from her pocket. “Here. Take some centaur blood-” 


“Won’t do much good for longer,” the boy said and choked out. “She... 
she’s trying...” he managed and coughed, rubbing the side of his face. 
“Vera, please. Please... please...” he whispered and swallowed. Realization 
flickered across Vera’s face. “Please... I don’t want... Evelyn...” he 
breathed out, and Vera stood frozen. 


“No,” Vera said and stepped back, sheathing her sword. “Don’t ask that of 
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me. 
“Why not?” the boy asked and coughed a bit. “We both know you could.” 
“Hugo-” 


“You’ve killed so many other people,” he cut her off. “Please. It’s an act of 
mercy with me. I don’t know what I’ll become,” he said. Frank watched as 
Vera’s hand hovered over her sword. She breathed for a moment and then 
looked at where Ruth was standing - holding out a blade of her own. 


“Tm not going to kill you,” Vera snapped and shoved the bottle of centaur 
blood in his hand. “Drink this. I need to get Ruth somewhere safe-” 


“Vera,” Hugo said desperately and grabbed her arm. His fingers dug into 
her, and she whirled around, kicking his feet out almost on instinct so he 
was on the ground and her sword was at his throat. “You’ve seen 
them...please...” he whispered. Vera swallowed. 


“I can’t,” she said, but her voice shook this time. “Evelyn would never 
forgive me,” she said and went to get up again. Ruth was watching with 
wide eyes, hovering closely. For a second, Frank wondered if she might kill 
Hugo herself. 


“You can,” he rasped back. Vera licked her lips, the blade pressing a bit 
further into his throat, so beads of blood formed. “If I go... if it spreads,” he 
managed, and his voice caught. “And I hurt someone... it’s on your hands, 
too,” he said. Vera opened her mouth. For a second, rage flashed over 
Hugo’s face. “Are you that much of a monster?!” he hissed, shoving back. 
Vera kept him pinned. “The one time you can kill for the greater good, you 
don’t?” 


“Stop.” 


“This is our fault! You know it’s our fault, deep down! It’s because of what 
we did-” 


“Stop it.” 
“And you won’t even try to make it right-” 
“Hugo-” 


“Evelyn didn’t do anything wrong. You’re going to let her suffer too, aren’t 
you?” he asked, voice hysterical and almost crazed. “Just fucking do it. Do 
it, or their blood is on your hands. I can feel it. I can feel what I’ll be. You-” 
he started, and Vera slammed the hilt of her sword down, silencing him. Her 
face had gone white - eyes wide as she clumsily picked up the bottle she 


had dropped and poured it in his mouth. He choked a little, but she closed 
his mouth to make sure he swallowed. 


“Vera?” Ruth asked, and she stumbled back. 


“You were right,” Vera said, voice breaking as she swallowed. “I should 
have never gone on that quest,” she said and looked around, breathing 
rapidly. “I... I didn’t...” she tried and shook her head. “I need to find 
Evelyn,” she managed and shook her head. “We need to get you somewhere 
safe. Back to Canada-” 


“Go,” Ruth interrupted. Vera glanced over at her in surprise. “Find Evelyn. 
He took the centaur blood. I can help him get somewhere safe,” she said. 
Vera shook her head, though she did grab Hugo’s arm, hauling him up. The 
mark on his arm grew darker. 


“Pm not leaving you.” 

“It’s okay, Vera,” Ruth said and walked over to Hugo’s other side. She 
pulled out the stick Frank had seen earlier. “I have our good luck charm, 
remember?” she asked. Vera blinked. 

“You kept it?” 

“Tt was a gift, was it not?” she asked, lips twitching. Vera smiled weakly 
before looking up towards the sky. Something blasted, and there was 


another cry of pain. 


“James, no!” someone shouted. Vera gently let go of Hugo, eyes filled with 
regret as she lightly touched his face. Ruth nodded. 


“Take care of him,” she said and put a hand on Ruth’s arm. “And yourself.” 
Frank got a really bad feeling about this. 


“A shame,” Ares said, lounging on what looked to be a throne floating 
nearby. “The brat had her faults, but she always did well in her bloodlust. 
Too bad it gave out when it mattered.” 


“She was never a good soldier,” Mars said icily and shook his head. “Look 
at the cost for such pride,” he added, and Frank felt his mouth go dry at 
Ruth, now injured and scared as she backed away. 


“Hugo, please. Please. No-” she cried out. Her eyes were wide and pleading 
as she crawled over a body with trembling hands. She had a sword in her 
left hand, raising the blade in useless defense as Hugo stepped forward. 


“How?” Frank said and shook his head. He tried to ignore the other bodies 
surrounding them. “Was my mother already born?” he asked. Mars 
grimaced. 


“She had a good luck charm,” he said simply. Frank didn’t quite believe 
that as he watched Ruth wipe blood from her eyes - tears streaming down 
her face. 


“Hugo... Hugo....” she breathed out. He didn’t answer. “VERA!” she 
screamed. Frank wasn’t sure he could keep watching. 


Ruth slashed at him with her sword, but he knocked it away easily. He 
grabbed the sword and slammed the point of it into her foot. Ruth screamed 
again, and the plants all withered around her. Vines snapped at him, and he 
whipped them away with his scythe. Right. Demeter. Frank glanced up to 
see the goddess some feet away, but her form was weak. He wondered how 
many others she was trying to protect at this moment. 


“Stop... Hugo...please....” Ruth breathed out heavily. 
“Please....please...stop....” she said, and Hugo held out his scythe. It 
glimmered only the light, already dripping with blood. Ruth shivered at the 
sight of it, looking up at the sky as if hoping something - someone - would 
appear to save her. 


“She’s with Evelyn,” Hugo said, voice hard and cool. He looked terrifying. 
Doused in blood. Some red. Some black. Some questionable substances that 
Frank didn’t even want to identify. He licked his lips. “Scream for her all 
you want...you know she won’t come.” 


“She would if she heard,” Ruth managed, and Frank had never felt so 
helpless in his life. “She isn’t the monster the rest of you make her out to 
be.” 


Hugo’s expression faltered for a moment, but whatever thought crossed his 
mind was gone a second later. 


“Well,” he responded. “Either way. She isn’t here to save you now.” 


He sliced down, and there was a split second where it almost looked as if 
nothing had changed. Then her head fell back with a spurt of blood 
spraying everywhere, and a cold burst of air went over them. Frank saw her 
eyes flash white, and the scythe glimmered. 


“No,” Frank gasped and reached as if to grab her, but something else 
happened. Well, several things happened. He saw a glimmer of color and 
Ruth’s body crumble. Another voice spoke from beside them. 


“Put it down.” 


“Artemis,” Ares said helpfully. Frank could not have cared less. He turned 
to Mars - furious. 


“You said she survived!” 


“Patience,” Mars informed him coolly. Then grimaced. “Perhaps... survived 
was the wrong term,” he admitted. Frank could have hit him. Whatever else 
he might have said was interrupted by Demeter appearing by Ruth’s body. 
“Stygian iron traps souls,” Mars told him quietly, “but I did say she had a 
good luck charm.” 


Frank scowled, but before he could hit back with a response, he noticed the 
stick Vera had given Ruth was glowing. Demeter grimaced and pressed a 
hand against Ruth’s face. With a gasp, she jerked up. 


Frank jumped - having not expected a girl covered in that much blood to 
even move. Demeter placed her hands on either side of Ruth’s arm, lightly 
shaking her. 


“You must go.” 


Ruth blinked a few times. She looked around - Hugo was gone. Frank 
hadn’t even noticed him and Artemis disappear. Ruth shivered, shaking her 
head in confusion. 


“Hugo-” 


“Has stolen your soul,” Demeter said simply and reached over to tap the 
glowing stick. “But not your life. As long as this is not burned,” she 
promised. Ruth looked at her - bewilderment touching her expression. 


“But... if I... if I don’t have a soul...” she trailed off. Her hand drifted to 
her throat. When her hand pulled away, the blood was still wet. “I don’t 
understand what’s happening,” she said, voice breaking. “What’s happening 
to me? I don’t-” she asked. Demeter shushed her, taking in the dead bodies 
around them. 


“You have a soul. It merely belongs to you no longer,” she said, voice quiet. 
“Life and souls are separate things. For now, it belongs to Hugo. If you 
were to die, you would not enter the Underworld. For now... there will be 
side-effects of living separately from your soul, but what matters is your 
alive.” 


“And how am I alive?” Ruth asked with her voice hollow. Demeter pushed 
Ruth’s hair from her eyes. 


“That is a stick from the tree of life. It was given to you, and so your life is 
now bound to it. If it burns. You die. Protect it until it is time.” 


“Time?” 


Demeter rose, offering Ruth a hand up. Her voice was gentle when she said, 
“my love, one day your soul will be free... and then you will wish more 
than anything to move on from this life. When the time is right, you will 
give it to someone new. Someone who will bear this curse for you,” she 
said. Ruth stared at her - eyes wide. “For now, let them think you are dead-” 


“Vera-” 


“If Hugo realizes you live and he has control of your soul... you do not 
want that. Go. Run. Do not tell anyone this truth. Live your life, Ruth. The 
best you still can.” 


Frank could feel the tension crackling. The colors around him flickered - 
the ground shaking. There was a sharp scream, and everything around them 
changed for a moment. Hugo was stood with his scythe out, a flame burning 
with ghosts surrounding him in a land of ice. The image only lasted a 
moment before sinking away. For a moment, a boy with sea-green eyes 
caught his eye, and everything went dark, leaving Frank alone in silence. 


Mars turned to him. 


“Hugo Brandt released her soul weeks ago,” he said. Frank stared. How? 
This was forever ago. That boy should be long dead... Vera should be long 
dead. “He released all the souls he had stolen. Now, it is your turn.” 


“My turn to what?” 
Mars scoffed. The stick Ruth had been holding materialized in his hand. 


“You need to retrieve this from your grandmother. Now that her soul is 
back, it is time for her to move on. It is tied to you,” he said, voice not quite 
softening, but there was a hint of an apology there. Frank stared. His... life. 
He stared down at it. His life was tied to a stick? His breath, his heartbeat, 
the blood rushing through his veins... it was all confined to this piece of a 
magical tree. 


Um. No? He did not like that at all? 


“This... but this has nothing to do with me,” Frank said, gesturing around 
them. Mars laughed. “No, I wasn’t even born yet! I don’t even remember 
my last name. It isn’t my responsibility to-” 


Mars was gone. Which was really rather rude. Frank stood there - 
momentarily stunned before turning back to look around the dream. Except 


when he blinked, he was awake. Not in his bed. Not even in his cabin, but 
lying in the middle of the arena with Clarisse’s spear at his chest. 


“Not bad, newbie,” she greeted and nudged him with his foot. “But not 
good enough. Let’s go again.” 


How typical. Groaning, he rolled over, wincing as he rubbed his side. He 
glanced over at Clarisse, checking to make sure she wasn’t hurt. He doubted 
he could hurt her, but he might have just been possessed by a god, so it was 
probably best to be sure. 


“What?” she snapped. Frank reached over and grabbed her wrist. There was 
a nasty scar in the center of it. She tensed at the touch but didn’t argue as he 
looked down at it. 


“What did that?” 


Clarisse shrugged out of his grip. He hadn’t really gotten a good look at her 
before, given that he was always looking over his shoulder for the next 
attack. She was shorter than him, though it certainly didn’t feel like it. They 
were both built the same with broad shoulders and padded frames that 
Frank had quickly discovered were useful when fighting. Unlike Frank, she 
was riddled with scars. The one on her arm was the worst, but definitely not 
the only one. 


She jutted out her chin - showing off one silver scar across her face as she 
did so - and glowered, blowing a piece of pale brown hair from her eyes 
before moving to readjust the bandana around her head. 


“She’s like kintsugi,” Drew had told him yesterday when he peeked around 
the Aphrodite cabin to try and find Piper. Frank had hesitantly asked her 
about Clarisse when he saw Silena with her - arguing over him. Again. 
“When you mend pots with gold.” 


Frank hadn’t quite understood the analogy then, but looking at Clarisse 
now, it felt obvious. The scars were noticeable, sure, but pretty in a way. A 
sign of stories and strength. He wondered if someone had told Clarisse that 
or if anyone was too afraid that she would gut them if they did. 


“It came from when Herca-bitch tried to drive me insane,” Clarisse said, 
covering her arm with her hand. “It didn’t work. I drank plenty of centaur 
blood and poured the rest over my arm. He almost got me, but I was better,” 
she said simply. Frank had a lot of questions. Now didn’t seem like the time 
to ask. 


“Oh,” he said instead. She raised a spear to his throat. 
“Now, let’s go. Again.” 


Frank grimly wondered if this was better than being a kdtara. The answer 
was yes, of course. It had almost been a relief when Mars told him he was 
Poseidon’s ancestor over his kid. No offense to this Percy Jackson kid, but 
that was not a shadow he wanted to live in. Plus, there was a sort of... 
angry buzz around camp when Big Three kids were brought up. Even 
outside of the attempted murder. He wanted to stand up and should ‘HEY! 
MARS CAME AND TOLD ME PM GOOD! YOU CAN LEAVE ME 
ALONE NOW!’ but wasn’t sure if the Roman thing was potentially worse. 


Clarisse knocked him on his back about ten minutes later and sighed. 


“Let’s just go back to the cabin,” she said and shook her head. A few of his 
siblings - boy, did that feel weird - were watching with exasperation. Ellis 
was the only one who offered a smile... though it felt a little pitying. 


Frank was actually in the process of moving to the Ares Cabin. Frank’s 
sleeping situation had been... not great since his claiming. The Aphrodite 
kids didn’t like him in Cabin Three. That was Percy’s cabin, apparently, and 
he was not welcomed. Frank wasn’t always a fan either. The place felt 
haunted with all the little remnants of him. Old clothes and moisturizer and 
photos on the walls... Frank felt like he was living with a ghost. 


...but the Ares cabin also seemed pretty adamant about Frank not joining 
them. Silena had finally worn Clarisse down to allow Frank to move in. 
Though he would need to watch his back to make sure he wouldn’t get 
stabbed in his sleep. Yay. 


“Sure,” he sighed and got up to follow. They only made it about ten feet 
before Clarisse picked a fight. Which, well, okay. Perhaps a bit unfair. 
Technically, the Athena kid picked the fight. Malcolm? Yeah, Frank was 
pretty sure that was his name. Frank actually liked Malcolm. He was one of 
the people who had actually been nice to him. Unfortunately, after Vera’s 
visit... well... people were reminded why they didn’t like Big Three kids - 
and Poseidon’s trident had been burning over his head not too long ago. 


“He is in my cabin, which means I decide if he dies,” Clarisse snarled when 
Malcolm had gotten a smidge too close. With a quick swipe of her spear, 
Malcolm hit the ground. Hard. Frank only had a second to process before a 
flash of lightning struck. There was a scream of anger, and Frank hit the 
ground hard. Fear shot through him. Vera. She had been taken to the Big 
House and restrained, but Frank had been waiting for her to try and make an 
escape. Clarisse groaned, rolling over. It was then that Frank realized she 
had been the one to knock him out of the way. 


“Holy Hera,” Ellis said as Sherman raced over, Malcolm completely 
forgotten. “HEY!” he shouted and looked around. “Who is supposed to be 
keeping the damn kdtara on a leash?” he growled. Calypso, Frank thought 
with a sigh. Was she still here? He hoped she was. There was a low hiss, 
and he turned to see Hylla walking over, dark hair braided back. His mind 
jumped to the dream. She didn’t have her memories, and Reyna... 


He was so confused. Did Reyna know that she knew Hylla? She apparently 
didn’t remember anything either - but Piper knew her. So did Leo. They 
said Reyna had been with them for a year. The whole thing was a mess. 
Either way, it felt obvious that the two were somehow related. The 
resemblance was striking. 


“Where is she?” Hylla asked as she walked over. Clarisse glanced at her as 
she stood up, dusting herself off. “Where is it?” Hylla growled, fingers 
twitching. 


“Calm yourself, princess-” 


“The lightning came for you. Clearly, you’ve pissed her off. If so, you know 
where she is. Tell me-” 


“What has she done to piss you off?” Sherman asked icily. Frank 
awkwardly shifted. Hylla hadn’t been treated with the same callousness 
Frank had... but nobody had been too kind, either. There was wariness that 
someone Hylla’s age could live this long in their world. The only other 
person known to reach their twenties in recent years was whoever that 
Hermes kid who disappeared was. Hylla’s dark eyes flared, and a sharp 
crack of thunder rang above. 


Muttering something under her breath, she stormed off. 
“Hades?” Ellis muttered, and Sherman shook his head. 
“Probably. I’ve never seen a katara that old, though.” 


“Because you kill them, Sheman,” Frank couldn’t help but point out. All 
three of them turned to stare at him. “I... I just feel like that should be 
pointed out,” he mumbled. Clarisse snorted. 


“He’s got a point, dumbass,” she murmured and stepped back towards the 
dining pavilion. “I’m going to find some food. You guys should try to figure 
out how not to look like jackasses when you throw a javelin,” she said. 
Sherman and Ellis both gave mocking salutes. The favor was returned by 
Clarisse flicking them off and heading down the hill towards the dining 
pavilion. Apparently, they were no longer heading to the cabin... 


Frank stared after Hylla. 


“Hey, Pll catch up with you later,” Frank said slowly and stepped away. 
Sherman shook his head. 


“Going to meet more of your kind?” he called. Frank tried not to flinch. 


“T’m not a katara,” he said, trying to keep his voice level. “I’m a son of M- 
Ares,” he said. As if on cue, Mars was there, leaning against a tree in the 
distance. He hummed at Frank’s slip-up. There was a warning fire in his 
eyes. 


“Whatever you say,” Ellis said and shoved him as he passed. “Just know 
that Ares kids don’t often need to be rescued,” he added snidely, nodding 
towards the scorched piece of grass that lightning had struck. Right. 
Sighing, he turned away. He needed to know what Hylla knew. Maybe she 
had a dream about him? They could trade information or something. 


Jogging up the Big House, he looked around, noticing the door where 
Chiron had introduced them all yesterday was still open. Frank walked over, 
peering inside to see Hylla had just entered herself. Leo and Reyna were 
sitting on one side of the room, lowly speaking Spanish as Piper paced 
behind where Vera was (thankfully) still confined to the chair Calypso had 
chained her in. 


“Frank,” Piper said and paused in her pacing to smile at him. “Finally. 
Someone reasonable,” she said with an irritated look towards Reyna and 
Leo. Both of them looked at her in confusion before Hylla chimed in with 
something - also in Spanish. 


“Oh, that’s a good point,” Leo said in English. Piper rubbed her temple. 
“What is?” she asked. “And we’re not killing her!” 

Leo frowned. 

“You know what we’re saying?” 


“No, but I know what this means,” Piper threw back, mimicking a knife 
cutting across someone’s throat. Vera cleared her throat. 


“Yes, I also understood that part.” 


“Nobody asked you,” Hylla muttered and crossed her arms over her chest. 
Frank took a few more steps inside, so he was near an old worn-out desk. 
“How did you do that?” she asked. Vera tilted her head. “The lightning. 
Outside. You’re trapped here. Explain.” 


Vera laughed. 


“No.” 


Hylla’s expression darkened. She walked over, kneeling in front of Vera, 
who, in turn, leaned forward as far as the chains would let her. 


“What if I told you... it wasn’t me?” Vera whispered. Her eyes flicked up. 
“Right, di Angelo?” she asked. Frank looked over. Bianca was standing in 
the doorway. She jutted out her chin in greeting, looking around the room. 


“What are you all doing here?” she asked. “She should be in isolation. I 
don’t want you near here,” Bianca began, but Hylla shook her head and 
stood up again. 


“Clearing Leo’s name,” Reyna answered. “She thinks he’s Zeus,” she said, 
gesturing to Vera. Leo raised his hand. 


“T am not, by the way.” 


“I found you once. I’ll find you again,” Vera snarled and yanked at her 
chains. “Stop cowering behind demigods-” 


“Pm not Zeus!” Leo shouted. “Look, I have three excellent reasons I’m not 
Zeus. Reason number one,” he began. Piper groaned, sitting down as she 
buried her face in her hands. “I hate to say it. I hope I don’t get roasted, but 
- I’ve never had sex.” 


“Um, what?” Reyna asked. Leo shrugged. 


“T’m surprised too. But I think Zeus has, like, a lot of sex, so there you go,” 
he said. Reyna blinked a few times before turning to Piper, who only 
screamed into her hands. “I mean, I could if I wanted to. Look at me,” Leo 
said, gesturing to himself. Frank raised an eyebrow. Leo reminded him of a 
fairy with his curly hair, small frame, and more delicate features. Attractive, 
yes. Not someone who radiated sex appeal. Then again, he was, what? 
Sixteen? Frank didn’t think anyone did at their age. 


“Reason number two,” Leo continued, clapping his hands together. 
“Hephaestus claimed me. Why would he claim me if I’m Zeus? Zeus threw 
him off a mountain, right?” 


“That was Hera.” 


“Bianca,” Leo said, holding out his hands. She mouthed ‘sorry’ before he 
turned back to Vera, who was watching him with a flat expression. “Reason 
number three - you are pretty,” he decided. Vera blinked. Reyna also gave 
Leo a strange look. 


“Excuse me?” 
“How can I be your dad if I’m attracted to you?” 


“um,” Vera began, looking a little disturbed. Which truly said something 
considering her level of craziness. Leo nodded. 


“Yeah. I would totally kiss you. So. Think about that.” 
“Ew.” 

“PI do it.” 

“Do not.” 

“Tf you need me to prove it-” 


“Keep him away from me,” Vera said, leaning away. “I will rip your tongue 
out-” 


“I won’t, but I could. I like girls. I could do it,” Leo said. Piper pinched the 
bridge of her nose. Hylla tilted her head in surprise. 


“You do?” she asked skeptically. Leo scowled at her. “Uh, sorry.” 
“T’m fighting for my life over here-” 


“You know my father married his sister, right?” Vera asked. Leo snapped 
his mouth shut. “And arguably Persephone, too. His own daughter.” 


“Arguably?” Frank asked. Vera shrugged. 


“Different versions of the myth. I never wanted to know which was true.” 


“And this man isn’t in Olympus jail?” Leo asked incredulously. Vera 
snorted. “Like, ew.” 


“His punishment is being turned mortal,” Vera said and looked Leo over. 
“Which says something about the kind of lives we’re expected to live.” 


“You can say that again,” Leo muttered. He walked over. “Look, I’m not 
your dad. I can pinky promise or whatever. What can I do to convince 
you?” 


Vera said nothing. Then turned to look at Bianca. 
“Get me, Calypso,” she ordered. Bianca shook her head. “Get her. Now.” 


“She’s not here,” Bianca said simply and ran a hand through her hair. There 
were dark circles under her eyes and her skin deathly pale. She looked too 
young for whatever stress she was under. 


Vera sneered. 


“Aren’t you queen bee with Artemis’ groupies?” she asked coolly. Bianca 
said nothing as she walked over to flip through a bookshelf of mythology 
anthologies near the door. “Get your damn army over and find her.” 


“What is Calypso going to do for you?” Bianca asked as she flipped one of 
the books open to skim. “It must really sting,” she added without looking 
up. “That not even someone who is required to fall in love with you is able 
to do it.” Vera’s expression flickered dangerously. 


“Remember what I know, di Angelo.” 
“I will slap you again.” 


“Oh, that’ll show me,” Vera scoffed, and a sarcastic pout touched her lips. 
“Tt really hurt my feelings when you hit me, Bianca. I was taught a very 
important lesson,” she said with feigned sadness. “Something like that has 


never happened to me before! Nobody has ever done something so awful! 
Pl do anything to keep it from happening again-” 


“Go to hell.” 


“T cried all last night about it! I thought to myself, ‘golly, I won’t make her 
mad again! That was even worse than getting drowned, stabbed, lit on fire, 
strangled, beaten, branded-’” 


“When did you get branded?” Leo asked, horrified. Vera waved him away. 
Her eyes were fixed on Bianca - an unrelenting burning in them. 


“Don’t think I won’t kill you,” Bianca said and stood up, eying her coldly. 
“Painfully.” 


Vera didn’t look the least bit bothered. 


“Oh?” she asked as she watched Bianca get up and head towards the door, 
clearly done with the conversation. “You know, I hear poison is one of the 
worst ways to go,” she called, and Bianca froze. “Well, depending on the 
poison, of course. Some are painless, but others... just... excruciating,” she 
said. Bianca didn’t move. “I can’t imagine what that must do to someone. 
Watching someone die like that. I hope your poor little brother keeps his 
innocence from such an awful thing,” she said. Bianca turned. 


“Were you always such a horrid bitch?” she asked. Vera hummed, looking 
contemplative. 


“Depends on who you ask,” she finally answered and propped her feet up 
on the table in front of her. “But, hey. We all grow up. Who did you used to 
be before all of this?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “Did you always lie to 
your friends? Hide things? Put your brother in danger?” she asked and then 
snorted. “I remember Evelyn and Hugo talking about you, darling. Shy and 
sweet Bianca. Who would have thought that all that time... you secretly 
wanted to pawn off that brother of yours to the first willing hands that 
would take him?” 


Bianca turned back around and slammed the door behind her, practically 
shaking the whole building. Vera scoffed. 


“Was it something I said?” she called and turned to the rest of them. “I think 
I might have hit a sore spot,” she whispered playfully. Frank honestly didn’t 
even know where to begin with any of this. He glanced at the others, hoping 
they would take the lead. 


“So... Hera. You think she’s been captured?” Piper finally started slowly, 
though her eyes worriedly flicked to where Bianca had left. Vera shrugged. 
“Why do you think that?” 


Hera was gone? That was news to Frank. He turned to Reyna in confusion. 
She walked over to whisper to him. 


“Vera said she would tell us where Hera was if we let her have Leo. I think 
she’s telling the truth,” she added with a nod to where her dogs were lying 
in the corner. Frank forgot their names. It was something long for the one. 
Most people in camp made up their own nicknames for them despite 
Reyna’s growing annoyance. Frank preferred Sunny and Moony because 
they were gold and silver. “They don’t like it when people lie,” Reyna 
explained. 


Oh... well... how nice. Frank was a little more concerned by the fact nobody 
cared that the Queen of gods was missing, but sure. 


“I visited her,” Vera said, answering Piper. “She was in a cage. In my 
experience, that means they’ve been caught.” 


A beat of silence followed. 


“Excuse me?” Reyna asked, voice laced with a hint of danger. “You... 
visited her? And didn’t free her?” she asked incredulously. Vera laughed as 
if she had somehow told a hilarious joke. When nobody joined her, she cut 
herself off. 


“Oh, wait. Seriously?” she asked and shook her head. “No, I did not free 
her. Why would I?” 


“Because she’s the Queen of the Gods?” 
At least someone noticed that. 


“She’s a bitch,” Vera rolled her eyes. “I only tracked her down because she 
stole my dad, and I needed him back. He has shit I need, and I’ve been 
reading some interesting medieval tortures I want to try,” she said, eyes 
fixing on Leo. He quickly made some kissing faces at her, and she wrinkled 
her nose. “But, once I found her, she was in the cage. I asked her where 
Zeus was, and she wouldn’t tell me. Then I offered to free her if she told 
me. She wouldn’t say, so I left,” she said simply. 


“I need some ambrosia,” Reyna muttered and stood up, moving towards the 
back of the room. Frank nervously picked up the book Bianca had left 
behind, moving to put it back. Except... he looked down. It had been a 
book, right? Because right now, he was holding a random shield. 


“And what about this Perseus Jackson?” Hylla asked, tapping her fingers on 
her crossed arms. “You know where he is?” 


Vera licked her lips. Frank couldn’t read her expression. Wordlessly, he 
stepped in front of her, meeting her eyes as he dropped the shield that had 
somehow gotten into his hands. She paused. Something he couldn’t quite 
read touched her expression, and Mars was suddenly next to him. 


“She recognizes your eyes,” he said helpfully. Nobody else reacted, so 
Frank could only assume Mars appeared to him and him alone. His form 
flickered, and Ares was back, cackling at the way Vera’s breath caught. 


“Do you know what happened to Percy Jackson?” he asked her. Vera licked 
her lips. She shifted, almost as if trying to lean away from him. A second 
later, her expression went blank. Frank moved closer. “Tell me.” Her eyes 
moved to the ground. “Tell me where he is. Tell me where Hera is. Help 
us.” 


The command in his voice jarred a reaction. Vera’s lip curled. 


“Fuck you,” she spat. Frank didn’t back down. At least he got her to be 
somewhat serious on the matter. He tilted his head, taking her in. Her 
fingers twitched, and a weak crackle of electricity moved over her skin. 
Frank stared down. Given how pissed off she was... it was strange that was 
all she could currently do. He thought back to the lightning strike that 
almost hit him earlier. 


Had she been telling the truth when she said it wasn’t her? 
“I think that’s my cue.” 


Frank looked up to find a boy standing in the doorway, arms crossed over 
his chest as he gazed lazily around the room. Reyna raised her spear. The 
stranger waved. Well, not stranger, he supposed. Frank knew this boy in 
passing. He was the Aphrodite boy who liked to lounge around and have 
everyone else frolic him. 


The group all paused at his appearance - clearly confused as he approached, 
collapsing into the remaining chair with a sigh. He looked older than Frank 
- maybe eighteen? His eyes were an unreal mint green, matching hair that 
should have been abhorrent, but was oddly complimentary on him. Unlike 
the rest of the campers wearing the brightly colored orange shirts, this boy 
somehow had a camp shirt that was gray with pastel lettering. Piper pursed 
her lips at his approach. 


“Mitchell,” she greeted, voice wary. He tilted his head at her. “What are you 
doing here?” 


Frank felt the tension rise slightly - Vera cursing lowly as she struggled 
against the hold of the ropes as Leo remained safely hidden behind Reyna. 
Mitchell rolled his eyes. 


“Normally, I am fine letting the people around me waffle in their own 
incompetence,” he said and looked Vera up and down for a moment. “But... 
if she knows where my brother is...” he trailed off. Frank got a strange knot 
in his stomach. Vera scoffed. 


“Are you going to charmspeak me, little dove?” she asked, voice thick with 
condescension. Mitchell smiled. It had no right being that pretty. Leo 
blushed, looking at his feet. Frank couldn’t blame him. Only Piper, Vera, 
and Reyna seemed unaffected. 


“No,” he answered and leaned forward so he could better meet her eyes. 
“Table.” 


Frank frowned at the randomness of the word, but before he could ask, Vera 
slumped over. Everyone froze. Frank watched as Vera slowly came back to 
life and blinked a few times - looking a little lost as she suddenly stared at 
the table beside them intently. Her breath caught. 


“whoa,” she murmured and leaned forward. “How is this made?” she 
asked. Mitchell snorted as she continued fixating on the table, eyes drawn 
to the shape, the color, the cut. It was the weirdest thing Frank had ever 
seen. 


“What?” Reyna asked, leaning back with horror. “What did you do?” 
Mitchell shrugged. 


”Get her to shut up for a few minutes,” he said and turned to Piper. “Rumor 
has it you charmspeak. Yes? Maybe?” he asked. Piper bit her lip. Leo 
resolutely nodded as an answer for her. 


“Maybe...” she said tentatively. Mitchell raised a brow. 


“Let’s put it to the test. I- hold on,” he said when he glanced back at where 
Vera was trying to move towards the table, breath shuddering slightly. 
Frank didn’t like that at all. He cringed away, only reaching for his own 
weapon when Mitchell leaned over to undo the knots around Vera’s wrists. 


“What are you doing?!” 


“Shh, give me a sec,” Mitchell muttered as Vera launched herself at the 
table, fingers running over the surface. “Vera...” he sang. She didn’t turn 


away. “Want to hear a fun fact about that table?” he asked. Her head jerked 
up, and once again, he met her eyes. “Sword.” 


Her eyes went blank. Within seconds, she was in front of Mitchell, gently 
pulling the sword away from him. Reyna stepped back. 


“Tt’s pretty, isn’t it?” Mitchell asked. Vera nodded, fingers running over the 
tip. “It would look much better shiny and sharpened, right?” That seemed to 
be all the motivation Vera needed. She was on the ground, wiping away 
smudges and sharpening the ends of the blade. 


“What...” Frank finally asked, voice unsteady. “Are you doing?” 
At first, all he got was a long-suffering sight in return. 


“Obsession,” Mitchell said, leaning back in his chair. “Everyone wants to 
complain, but in truth, they should be grateful I don’t take after my 
mother’s work ethic. It would be all too easy to take over,” he grinned. 
Frank was suitably horrified. “I mean, the possibilities are endless. What 
would you like to focus on for the rest of your life? Drooling over your own 
reflection? Star-struck by a ferret? Utterly besotted by a bar soap?” 


Mitchell laughed. Reyna’s brows came together as she gave an uncertain 
look towards Piper. “But it has its uses. Piper, all I need you to do is get 
Vera to talk. I can make her obsess over Percy, or I can make her obsess 
over talking. Both are tricky. I need you to get her to talk so we can see 
what she knows.” 


Frank wrung his hands together, about to suggest leaving Piper out of it 
when the shadows moved again. He snapped his mouth shut. Burning eyes 
of fire were watching him. Ares. 


“T-” Piper said and looked around. “Do people... know you... can do that?” 
Her eyes moved down, looking slightly disturbed by Vera sighing contently 
as she continued polishing the hilt of the sword. Mitchell smiled coyly at 
her. 


“Does it matter? I’m a mere helpless Aphrodite boy,” he said, placing a 
theatrical hand to his forehead. “All I care about is how pretty I am and 
flirting! Tis’ impossible for me to be a danger with such power.” 


Piper crossed her arms over her chest. Mitchell snorted and lowered his 
hand. 


“Yes, most of my cabin knows. Silena keeps it hush-hush, though. I don’t 
like to advertise it. People can be... a little weird about it. Granted, I have 
the ability to make them do highly questionable things. My mother once 
used this to make Pasiphaé have a kid with a bull. I don’t think I could go 
that far, but I’m also not willing to test it.” 


“Plus,” Silena’s voice came from the doorway, making everyone jump. 
Frank shot his spear forward instinctively (where did it come from? He had 
been holding a pencil), but Silena merely raised her sword to block it. “If 
people know, they could try and blame you for anything stupid they do.” 


Mitchell beamed at her. 


“Ah, look, the voice of reason has arrived,” he said. Leo waved. “I’m about 
to be your favorite person and find your favorite sibling.” His voice was 
light and sing-songy, but underneath the teasing, Frank heard something 
else. Silena shook her head. 


“Lacy is my favorite,” she murmured and glanced down at Vera. “I can 
charmspeak her-” 


“Piper is doing that part,” Mitchell cut in. Silena blinked. Then looked at 
Piper. Then Vera. Then once again, at Mitchell. “If she helps get intel on 
Percy, people will like her,” he added knowledgeably. 

“I don’t care-” 


“Val says we should give her a chance.” 


Piper rubbed the side of her arm, glaring at the ground. Frank wanted to hug 
her. They were too hard on her, he decided. At the end of the day, she was a 


kid thrust into all these different roles without any say. He supposed if there 
was one nice thing about not having your memory... it was that there were 
no expectations on who or what you had to be. 


Silena closed her eyes. 


“I - fine,” she sighed. “Ten minutes. Then I’m the one who is using 
charmspeak.” 


“Piper will do fine,” Reyna jumped in, placing a hand on Piper’s shoulder. 
Leo also gave similar words of encouragement as Piper looked like she had 
been punched in the face repeatedly... which, well, Frank was pretty sure he 
just watched the verbal equivalent of it. He almost interjected again but was 
still wary of Ares being around whatever corner he was hiding out in... 
whispering secrets. The last thing he wanted was to be the crazy guy who 
saw two gods who were somehow the same person... that might be the only 
thing worse than a kdtara around these parts. 


Mitchell grinned and stood in front of Vera, lightly placing his hand on the 
sword. Vera froze. 


“Alrighty, gorgeous,” he said and snapped his fingers. Vera jerked back as if 
shocked back to life. “How are we doing?” Vera scrambled away - thunder 
cracking somewhere above. Frank wondered why he even let her get in the 
right frame of mind, given she might just lash out and murder someone. 
Mitchell didn’t seem too concerned, though. 


“T- stop, stay away-” Vera hissed, reaching wildly for Mitchell’s sword. He 
raised an eyebrow. “What the hell are-” she began and then met Frank’s 
eyes. He felt a sudden stab of guilt. As if he should be helping her. He had 
no idea why, though. She had caused nothing but pain since her brief 
arrival. 


“Obsessing over someone isn’t fun, is it?” Mitchell asked her quietly. Vera 
swallowed. “I think, secretly, you’ve already dealt with that. You wouldn’t 
want to again, would you, kdtara?” 


Silence. 


“Would you?” he repeated and reached out. Vera flinched away. “Good. 
Now, I’m nice and patient, and I promised my mom long ago I wouldn’t 
cause too much trouble.... but...” he clicked his tongue and ran a finger up 
Vera’s arm. “I want my brother back. So start cooperating, or else I’m going 
to make sure you drool over the Bachelor for the rest of your life.” 


Reyna frowned. 


“T thought you said you were going to,” she began, but Mitchell put a finger 
to his lips. Vera’s fingers were itching towards something in her pocket but 
froze when Mitchell looked at her. 


“You know,” he said and flicked a strand of hair from Vera’s face. “I spent a 
long, long time hating kdtaras. Finding out I had one as a brother was a... 
shock,” he said with a slight grimace. Then shrugged. “But I’ve given it 
some thought. It isn’t the power that bothers me so much. I have a lot of 
power. I’ve met plenty of powerful demigods. It’s the lack of control. 
Obviously, that’s proven to be a myth. Percy has plenty of control. That 
friend of yours... Evelyn...” he said slowly. Vera said nothing. “She seemed 
to be well in control. You, though?” he shook his head. “As far as I can see, 
you’re not even very powerful. Just... indecently unstable. It’s a little 
embarrassing for you. Throwing temper tantrums, burning cabins, trying to 
bully people into submission. Not so fun now, is it?” 


Vera jutted out her chin, eyes glimmering. 


“Get on with it,” she said quietly. “We both know you’re going to do it. So 
do it.” 


Mitchell gave a soft laugh. 
“No begging?” 


Vera considered before leaning forward. Frank reached for his spear again, 
but Vera didn’t attack. Instead, she pointedly met his eyes. 


“Please,” she said and grabbed the front of his shirt. To Frank’s surprise, 
Piper moved forward, putting her knife to the back of her neck. Nobody 


moved. Mitchell didn’t even look afraid. “I beg you to give me one more 
reason to kill you.” 


Mitchell scoffed and gently pried her fingers off of him. 


“Percy Jackson,” he said. Vera’s expression went blank. He looked up to 
Piper. “Alright, sis,” he said and stood up, dusting himself off. “It’s your 
time to shine.” 


Frank wanted to stay. He did. But Mitchell insisted that Piper needed space 
to work. The others joined him, each shaken by Mitchell’s earlier display. 
Hylla led the charge, spinning her sword in her hand as she did so. Reyna 
was watching her with dark eyes. Frank hesitated. He should say 
something. Definitely... right? 


“Do... you recognize her?” Frank asked quietly with a nod towards Hylla. 
Reyna glanced at him. 


“No.” 


“I mean,” he said and winced. “I know you don’t remember anything, but... 
you know. Is there something-” 


“T don’t know why we look alike,” Reyna cut in flatly. Frank bit his lip. “I 
don’t know. And it doesn’t matter,” she said, smoothing out her shirt. Huh. 


“Really?” he asked skeptically. She didn’t meet his eyes. “You don’t even 
feel something... like, subconsciously?” he asked. Reyna closed her eyes. 
At once, she stopped walking. Leo also stopped - concern touching his 
features. 


“Rey?” he asked and then said something to her in Spanish. She smiled 
weakly at him. From in front of them, Hylla moved towards the arena. 


“T see her and... I feel angry,” Reyna said, voice uncertain. Frank hadn’t 
quite expected that. Hylla had defended her in the dream. What was he 
missing? Reyna took a breath. “I don’t know, okay? I just... don’t. My 


feelings are-” she began and cut herself off. Frank was about to apologize 
but went quiet as Drew fluttered by, tossing her hair over her shoulder. 


“Well, well, well,” Drew said and smiled at Reyna. “Where's Piper? Did we 
finally ditch the dead weight?” she asked. Leo crossed his arms over his 
chest, narrowing his eyes. 


“She is actually helping Mitchell figure out where Percy is with her 
charmspeak,” he said loftily. Drew blinked. “Because obviously, she is 
more helpful than you.” 


Frank smiled a little. Leo had only just arrived at camp... but he would do 
well here. Frank had never seen someone who so vehemently stood by his 
friends. There was a tug in his chest that wished he had someone like that 
here. The closest he could think of was Piper, and she had only just arrived 
herself. 


“You don’t think I’ve been looking for my brother?” Drew asked him 
sharply. Leo shrugged. 


“Pm just saying. She’s the one with Vera right now. You’re not.” 
Drew bristled. Leaning forward, she flicked a curl from his eyes. 


“You should maybe stick to your tinkering instead of talking, love,” she told 
him. Reyna slapped her hand down. 


“Don’t touch him.” 

Drew grabbed Reyna’s wrist. 

“You’re pathetic,” she said. “It is so obvious you don’t even like Piper. Not 
the way she wants you to. And yet... you’re what? Stringing her along?” 
she asked and clicked her tongue, shaking her head tauntingly. “Not nice.” 


“I like Piper.” 


Drew laughed, and Reyna’s face hardened. 


“I like Piper,” she repeated more forcefully. “You have your stupid 
Aphrodite power. Look yourself,” she snapped. Drew raised a brow. “Isn’t 
that what you do? Touch people’s hands and see who they love?” she asked. 


“That’s Troy. Not me. The most I can do is read your palm,” she said. 
Reyna twisted her wrist, so her palm was facing up in Drew’s grip. There 
was a pause. “Um,” Drew began, clearly taken aback. “This is... very 
personal. I was joking. You don’t have to-” 


“Read it.” 


“Tt won’t tell me if you- okay,” Drew said when Reyna’s nostrils flared. 
“You know, just because you like girls doesn’t mean you like Piper. It 
doesn’t prove-” she began and then paused when she looked down. “Oh.” 


Leo peered over at Reyna’s palm. Frank also looked down, but no magic 
seemed to be happening. It was just her palm. Clearly, Drew had seen 
something. She slowly let go, taking in Reyna for a few minutes. 


“Well?” Reyna asked, crossing her arms over her chest. Drew pursed her 
lips. “Well?” 


“Don’t do this to yourself,” Drew said quietly. Reyna narrowed her eyes. 
“Tm not humoring you. If you want me to sit here and tell you that you’re 
utterly enamored with my so-called sister... you’re out of luck. Figure out 
how you feel yourself,” she said and shifted the quiver of arrows on her 
shoulder. “And... if you need anything after that. Feel free to talk.” 


Frank didn’t know what to make of that. He got the feeling she was 
purposely keeping her words vague because Leo and Frank were there. 
Reyna looked down at her palm, running her thumb over the center of it. 


“Ignore her,” Leo said, grabbing her hand. He said something in Spanish, 
and Reyna tilted her head, seemingly baffled by whatever he just said. Leo 
laughed. “I think our dialects are different,” he said and squeezed her hand. 
Reyna smiled weakly. 


“You do speak awfully slow.” 


“You say your Rs weird.” 
Frank felt like he was forgotten in this conversation. 


“T think you and Piper are a cute couple,” he offered. Reyna held her hand 
closer to her chest and nodded, looking a little relieved by the comment. 


“Yes. We are. I like her,” Reyna nodded. Leo and Frank both nodded. 
“She’s pretty and smart and funny. She saved your life!” she added, 
gesturing to Frank. He nodded. She did. “What’s not to like? Yeah, she had 
that slip-up with her siblings, but what do they expect? Look at how she 
grew up!” Reyna continued. Leo kept nodding, but Frank couldn’t help but 
notice a note of desperation in her voice. “I don’t know Hylla. I’m in love 
with Piper.” 


“Right...” Frank said. From the shadows, Argentum popped out. Frank 
didn’t know where the other was. Frank nervously shifted away now that he 
wasn't innocently sleeping in the back of a room near Vera. The metal dogs 
had come with Reyna when she got to camp. Well, not come with exactly. 
Nobody knows exactly what happened. A monster attacked, and the dogs 
came from nowhere to defend her. Her entrance, in general, had been 
terrifying as it was, but the automatons were the icing on the cake. 


Reyna hadn’t remembered anything, but... apparently, she remembered 
their names. Not that anyone used them. The camp’s consensus was that 
they were too long... and Latin. Holy shit. Frank knew after his dream that 
Reyna and Hylla might be Roman as he was, but... now that he thought 
about it... the dogs were a clue to that. 


“Hello, Derek,” Leo said, patting the dog’s head. “Can I take you apart 
now?” he asked. Reyna scowled. 


“You’re not taking them apart! And don’t call him Derek. His name is 
Arg-” 


“PII put him back together!” Leo argued, and Derek whimpered, hiding 
behind Reyna’s leg. “Oh, don’t be like that!” he gasped. Frank snorted. 
They were passing the bathrooms where the other... uh, Aurum? Something 


like that. Leo called him Jeremy. Either way, Jeremy was waiting around 
the corner, eyes fixed on Reyna as he barked. Frank’s amusement was cut 
short by a sob. 


...not good. He turned, looking around to hear it again. 


“Hello?” he asked, stepping to the side. Reyna and Leo didn’t seem to 
notice and kept walking as Leo begged Reyna to let him experiment on her 
pets. “Reyna-” Frank began, feeling a sense of dread that the noise was 
coming from the girl’s bathroom, but Reyna was already gone. Okay. Well. 
Um. He could go in. It wasn’t creepy if he was coming to help, right? It 
definitely wasn’t creepy unless he was doing creepy things. And he wasn’t. 
He was being nice and making sure someone wasn’t sad. 


Right? Right. Nodding to himself, he stepped inside, peering in to see a 
lone figure in a truly immaculate bathroom. The place looked newly 
cleaned, with the only thing out of place being the distraught Aphrodite kid 
near the mirror. 


“Silena?” Frank asked, cautiously moving towards her. She was shaking. 
Frank couldn’t claim to know Silena well, but he knew enough to know she 
was usually more composed than this. Her hair was a mess, face free of 
makeup, and dressed in a simple t-shirt and jeans. More importantly, she 
was bent over a sink hyperventilating. “Oh, shi- um, okay,” he said and 
stepped beside her. “I can get-” 
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Frank grimaced. 


“Sam?” he suggested tentatively. “They can do the emotional manipulation 
stuff? Not the, uh, messed up kind, but... you know,” he said and wiggled 
his fingers. Silena kept trying to breathe. “I’m going to go get them-” 
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“Silena, I don’t know what to do,” he told her gently. She didn’t answer. 
Her knuckles were white as she gripped the edges of the sink. Her hands 


were bleeding. He guessed it had something to do with the fact the mirror 
was shattered in front of her, leaving fractured pieces of her face across the 
frame and floor. 


“Nothing. Nothing. I have... I have this...” she gulped the air desperately 
and tried again. “I have this... under... control...” she whispered. Frank 
wasn’t sure he believed her. From outside, he saw Clarisse walking by. 
Thank gods. Wordlessly, he stepped out. Silena may not want help, but 
also... he was not qualified for this. 


“Clarisse!” he called. There was an awkward pause as she turned to stare at 
him blankly. What? He wasn’t doing - 


“What are you doing in the girls’ bathroom, Frank?” 
Oh. 


“Silena is in there,” he said. Clarisse’s brows raised. “No! No, I mean- shit. 
No, she’s upset-” 


“T would be too if I saw your dumbass in there.” 


“No, something is wrong,” he said desperately. At that, Clarisse’s 
expression sharpened. Thank gods. He moved aside as she stomped in - 
eyes narrowing as she shoved an Apollo girl walking over. 


“Go to the other bathrooms,” she said and walked in. Frank awkwardly 
helped the Apollo girl up before peering inside. Clarisse and Silena were 
friends, right? She could handle this? He was suddenly worried she might 
just yell at her. 


To his surprise, Clarisse was kneeling beside the sink, voice soft. 


“ „get Mitchell?” she was saying. Silena shook her head again. “Lina, we 
can’t fix it if-” 


“Fix it?” Silena asked, voice rising almost hysterically. Clarisse paused. 
“No. No, they don’t fix it. I fix it. I always fix it. That’s my job, right?” Her 
voice was shaking, and even Clarisse seemed a little nervous as she held out 


her hands as if trying to push the pain away. “A kdtara who is literally 
twelve appears in camp? I cover for him. I help him get claimed. I help him 
hide. I train him. I lie to my siblings. I lie to the gods. I turn my back on my 
mother. I join the titans,” she said and straightened up, though she still 
looked like she might burst at any second. “I follow Percy when he sneaks 
off on that quest. I protect Mitchell from people finding out about his 
power. I free unclaimed children from Olympus. I keep Lacy from seeing 
all the bad stuff in the cabin. I free Evelyn Laurent. I switched sides. Again. 
For Percy. For my cabin. I stay at the titan camp - away from my father - to 
keep him safe. I dress in your armor to lead your cabin into battle.” Frank 
swallowed. Clarisse was quiet, too, but Silena wasn’t done. “I forgive my 
mother for being so absent. I forgive her because I thought she was better. 
She was better with Percy, right?” she asked, voice breaking. 


“Silena-” 


“T forgave her after she made me do her fucking job for years,” she spat. “It 
was me who took care of Drew back when she hated herself. It was me who 
helped Troy figure out his powers. It was me who helped Jaime out when 
she couldn't control her temper. I forgave my mother for it - but where is 
she now? Her son is missing, and it’s me - me again - taking care of it. 
Except I can’t. I don’t know how to fix this, everything is falling apart, and 
she isn't here.” 


With a sharp snap, she whirled around, yanking her sword out of its 
scabbard to slam it into the wall, and screamed. Frank jumped. It reminded 
him of something a banshee might sound like in a horror movie. Sharp and 
loud and painful. Silena threw the sword down. 


“What did I do this for?!” 

Nobody spoke. Silena sank to her knees, crying. 

Clarisse swallowed. 

“I can’t fix it,” Silena whispered. “I- I don’t know how this time.” Her 


breaths turned into short gasps. “I was a kid when this started. I was a kid, 
too,” she stuttered out. Clarisse wordlessly pulled her into a hug. Frank 


stepped back. He shouldn’t be here. He shouldn’t. Couldn’t. It felt too 
personal. 


Stepping out of the bathroom, he ran. Straight into Piper. 


“Ow,” she yelped, flung back onto the ground with a yelp. Frank tripped 
over her. “...hi, Frank,” she breathed out when they both ended up on the 
ground near the edge of the lake. He scrambled away from it, thinking of 
the water pulling him down yesterday - the cold tendrils moving into his 
nose, his throat, his- 


Ugh. Some descendant of Poseidon. 


“Piper,” he breathed out and looked around. “You... are you done 
charmspeaking already?” 


Piper’s expression withered. 


“I couldn’t do it,’ she muttered. Oh. Frank sat next to her. “I don’t 
understand! I know I have it. I use it accidentally all the time. But... I just 
couldn't do it for some reason,” she said, bringing her knees up to her chest. 
She groaned. “They’re going to hate me more.” 


Frank grimaced. 


“You did try,” he said gently. “Mitchell knows that.” Panic suddenly 
touched his chest. “Um, but don’t get Silena, okay? I don’t think she can do 
it right now.” Piper frowned at that but didn’t press. Instead, she sighed. 


“Drew will probably do it,” she said miserably and dug her hand into the 
ground. “I just keep looking for love spots. You know, to at least pretend I 
can use my powers,” she said. Frank tilted his head. “It’s like hotspots for 
emotions. There’s a lot of Castor and Percy around here,” she said, rolling 
her eyes. Absently, she tugged at a choppy strand of hair. “And others, too. 
It’s interesting. You wouldn’t think so many people fell in love in a place 
like this.” 


Frank thought back to his dream. He wasn't so sure himself. 


“HEY! LOSER!” 
Sherman was back. Frank turned with a weary sigh. 


“Clarisse told me to walk you back to the cabin so that you don’t get your 
ass drowned again!” 


.... ow sweet. Flushing, he ignored Piper scowling at his brother to get up. 
Sherman was watching her with equal wariness. Was there some sort of 
Ares versus Aphrodite thing he didn't know about? 


“Are you an idiot?” Sherman asked as soon as Frank reached him. Frank 
paused. 


“Uh.... no?” 


“Why did you go back to the lake you almost died at then?” Sherman asked, 
shaking his head. Frank tilted his head. Sherman looked around Frank’s 
age. Maybe a year younger. He was probably the coolest looking of them, 
with his black hair falling from a bun on the back of his head onto his neck 
and fingerless leather gloves. He looked like he belonged in a rock band... 
he actually looked a lot like Ares now that he had seen them both. 


“Piper was there,” he said. Sherman groaned. 


“Don’t trust that dweeb, Frankenstein,” he said. Frank shook his head. He 
liked Piper. More than anyone else here, probably. “I’m being serious. 
You’re going to get trained soon. Don't trust her.” 


Trained? Wasn't that why they were all here? 
“So?” he asked, confused. Sherman closed his eyes. 


“Lord,” he muttered and turned, putting his hands on Frank’s shoulders. 
“Look. I’m going to give you one piece of advice, and then we’re moving 
on, okay?” he asked. Frank nodded. He half expected him to throw 
something out about his form or grip on the spear when fighting, but 
instead, what he said was: 


“You have to say no.” 
Frank blinked. 
“Say... no?” he repeated. Sherman nodded. “To what?” 


Sherman tilted his head, looking him over for a few seconds before jerking 
his head towards the cabins. Frank uncertainly followed him. 


“Gods represent different aspects of the world,” Sherman told him. He 
gestured to the marble cabin with ash on it. “The sky.” He pointed to the 
familiar stone cabin Frank had been sleeping in. “The sea.” And finally, a 
black mausoleum-looking building. “Death.” 


“Right...” Frank said. Sherman jerked his head to their cabin. Mark and 
Ellis were sparring in front of it, though Frank noticed a few people stopped 
to watch. 


“Our father - if he really is your father - represents war. What do you know 
about war, Frank?” he asked. Frank shook his head. Not much, admittedly. 
“Hm. Battle strategy? That’s Athena. But Ares is war....” There was almost 
a note of bitterness to his words. Frank waited for him to get to the point. 
“People don’t like war, typically. But they use it. And they’ll use us. 
Because what are we, really? Other than soldiers for them to send to battle? 
It’s the only good we are to them. Weapons who can breathe...” he trailed 
off. The wind picked up, and Frank could see Mars watching in the 
distance. It was hard to read his expression, but he was staring at Sherman 
with an intensity Frank wasn’t sure he liked. “I mean, even in the mortal 
world. Look at their soldiers. How do they treat them?” he asked. Frank 
didn’t respond. He got the feeling ‘badly’ was the answer, but he didn’t 
have any memory to back that up. “I’m just saying. Jackson got the camp to 
see Aphrodite kids as full, well-rounded people. Maybe even kdtaras...but 
we’re still Ares kids. So be careful when they try to use us for that.” 


Frank nodded. When he looked back up, Mars was gone. He wasn’t if that 
was foreboding or not. 


“You’re going to get trained, and when you do... If you really are Ares and 
not Poseidon... You’re going to be good. Really good. Clarisse doesn’t deal 
with slackers in our cabin. You might get some powers too. All I'm saying 
is to be prepared. You’ll be asked to fight, but if you’re not careful about 
who you fight for... You’ll be no different than a gun on a shelf.” 


Frank felt his skin prickle at that. In the distance, he saw Bianca again, 
sitting in the shadows as she watched Reyna sparring. Ares was there. 


“Well?” he asked. Frank clenched his jaw. “What kind of kid of mine are 
you?” he asked and went to poke his forehead. “You don't even know what 
you can do, can you?” he asked in disgust. “You've never pushed yourself.” 


Frank scowled. He had no memory. How was he supposed to know if he 
had? 


“Hey,” Sherman said and snapped his fingers in front of Frank’s face. 
“Dipshit. Go get the rest of your stuff from the kdtara cabin. I want to 
train,” he said impatiently. Right. He turned towards Cabin Three. Sherman 
didn't follow. 


“Aren’t you coming?” he asked. A coy laugh followed as Sherman shook 
his head. 


“Don’t you know? That’s the cabin everyone disappeared from. No thanks,” 
he said. 


Oh. That would have been nice to know before having slept there for a 
week. Frank tried not to shiver as he walked up to the cabin and forced 
himself through the door. 


He froze. Someone was already there. 


“How did you...?” he breathed as Vera turned. He stepped away. Not fast 
enough, in three quick strides, she pinned him to the wall. 


“You’re familiar to me,” she said, and Frank tried to latch onto what 
Clarisse had drilled into him the past few days. “Why?” 


Would she even believe him if he told the truth? 
“Answer.” 


Frank spit in her face. He wasn't sure what possessed him to do it, but Ares 
was suddenly there cheering him on as she did so. There was a tense pause 
where Vera went still - possibly digesting the fact some guy just spit on her 
- before letting go of him. 


...Qhuh. Was it that easy? All he had to do was-? 


Then she decked him. Which. Okay. Yeah. He should have seen that 
coming. A burst of pain went up the side of his face as he crumbled to the 
ground, seeing stars. Absently, he reached for the nearest thing next to him. 
He thought it was a shoe, but... it was an ax? He dropped it and moved 
away. 


“You’re lucky I can't kill you in here,” Vera said darkly. Frank coughed, this 
time spitting out blood, before looking up at her. 


“You can’t?” 


She walked over to some of the drawers and shoved away some of Percy’s 
things. After a few minutes, she rummaged enough so that she brought out a 
jacket. It didn't quite look Vera’s style, given it was a cross between a blazer 
and trench coat... and very, very old. 


“Believe it or not,” she murmured and slipped it on. Frank was surprised it 
didn't fall apart. “There are things sacred to me, too.” 


He wasn't sure what that meant. Vera turned to study him. Part of him was 
frozen. Unable to think clearly in the midst of whatever violent tendencies 
loomed over her. There was a slight jab in his chest. A twisting... 
something. Something that was grounding him. A sort of bravery he could 
reach for. 


“My ancestor is Poseidon,” he found himself saying. Vera shrugged. “And 
my grandmother was someone named Ruth.” 


A long pause followed. Vera had moved to leave- hand hovering over the 
handle. Frank's words kept her there. She lowered her hand. 


“What did you just say?” 


“She was... a descendent of Poseidon, I guess. Neptune? I don't know, but 
her family got kicked out of New Rome, and she found herself here.” 


Vera’s face reminded him of when she faced down Mitchell. Panic. 


“She was Demeter’s daughter. Not of Poseidon’s blood,” she said. Frank 
shook his head. 


“Demeter hid her so the Greeks wouldn't find out about the Romans.” 
“No.” 
“Yes.” 


“She didn't....” Vera started and closed her eyes. “Poseidon. Why is it 
always Poseidon?” she hissed and ran a hand through her hair. “Fuck,” she 
whispered. Frank stood there. Waiting for a sign on what to do next. Vera 
tapped her fingers on the door. Then shook her head. 


“Fine,” she decided and walked outside. Um. What? He followed. 
“Where are you going?” 
“To destroy everything.” 


“No!” Frank snapped and stormed after her. “What does that even mean? 
Vera!” he shouted, forgetting his fear. She ignored him. A few people 
scattered at their approach, whispers of kdtara following them. Frank 
ignored it as he jogged over to where Vera made her way to the dining 
pavilion. 


“T’m sick of this camp,” she muttered, and when Frank grabbed her arm, 
spun around to shove him. “You want to see what type of people are around 
you?” she asked him, and Frank grabbed a cup from the table to throw at 


her except - no, this was... a spear? How? Literally, how? “The people you 
think should have safety here? Let me show you their divinity,” Vera spat 
and turned away again. 


This wasn't good. 


To Frank’s horror, she skipped over to a table and hopped right up on top. 
From seemingly nowhere (how did she do it?), she pulled out a megaphone. 


“HELLO, CAMPERS!” she called, and Frank was tom between trying to 
find Calypso or maybe trying to fight her himself. He wasn’t sure which 
was more dangerous, if he was honest. “I AM HERE TO PLAY A FUN 
GAME OF LIAR, LIAR, YOUR CAMP IS ON FIRE!” she shouted, and 
lightning shot behind her. “I’ll be your host,” she added, amused when 
people yelped. 


“Who-?” 


“How do we feel about Romans?” Vera asked, hopping from the 
Hephaestus table to the Apollo table. “Because let me tell you, they are not 
fans of you,” she sang. A few people muttered. “Oh, that’s the first big 
secret. Roman gods? They exist!” she said in a loud whisper. “Chiron 
knows - ask him! HEY CHIRON! Aw, he looks busy. But don’t worry, I can 
explain!” she said happily. The campers all looked at one another nervously. 
Shit. Vera kicked someone’s drink over and hopped to the Poseidon table. 


“So, you see, it’s actually the same god, but in two different forms. That’s 
why our favorite Mr. D isn’t here. He’s off being Bacchus or whatever,” she 
explained and hopped to the Hermes table. “It’s a big secret to keep you 
both from fighting one another - or, well, from the Greeks from kicking the 
Romans’ ass!” 


“She’s a katara!” someone shouted. “She’s lying!” 
Except... nobody seemed sure. Vera knew it too. Frank turned, looking for 


someone who could handle this. Reyna stepped up next to him with Hylla 
beside her. They frowned at one another before moving up beside Frank. 


“What do we do?” he asked them. Hylla only shook her head. 


“And you want to know what’s even crazier?” Vera called. No, no, no, no- 
“That’s where your missing demigods are!” Everyone began shouting. “Oh, 
come now. Let’s think this through! Percy Jackson? Luke Castellan? 
Annabeth Chase? All in the Roman camp. Who knows what’s happening to 
them! Prisoners? Tortured? Killed? Or, perhaps,” Vera purred and hopped to 
the Aphrodite table where all of the occupants had frozen. “Their memories 
were wiped just... like... our Romans... here...” she said and turned her 
eyes to Frank, Reyna, and Hylla. “We sent them one of our kdtaras. I think 
it’s safe we have one of the Romans’,” she sang, and everyone unanimously 
turned to them. 


Not good. 


“I mean, we could ask Bianca di Angelo,” Vera said and turned to where 
Bianca had been loading her weapon - aiming it directly at Vera. She 
stopped when the entire camp turned to her. “I mean, you’ve known about 
this all along, right?” 


Oh, shit. Frank's own shock at the reveal was replaced with concern as 
Bianca’s eyes widened. A few people stepped forward, and she quickly 
moved back, aiming her arrows in front of her. Whispers flew across the 
camp, and Piper stood up, worriedly looking around as she moved to join 
Bianca. Before she had a chance, Silena grabbed Piper’s arm, stopping her. 


“Ts that true?” she asked. Bianca swallowed. 

“Silena-” 

“Is my brother with a bunch of fucking Romans?” she asked, voice rising. 
Bianca flinched. “And you knew?” she said. Bianca said nothing. Her eyes 


were so tired. Silena almost seemed to glow with fury, moving forward. 


At once, four girls dressed in silver were there - stopping Silena in her 
tracks as they leveled their weapons up. Bianca raised her hand. 


"Don't," she ordered, and the hunters all paused. 


Silena’s voice was soft when she spoke again, but somehow Frank still 
heard her murmur, “you knew.” 


“Let me explain-” 


Silena didn’t let her explain. Her sword was up in seconds, knocking the 
bow from Bianca’s grasp. A few Aphrodite kids scattered to their feet while 
more hunters suddenly appeared to get in position. 


“Wait,” Piper tried, and a few people around her stopped. Not soon enough. 
The crowd was getting antsy, and the first attack was all it took to spur 
everyone else on. Someone shouted something in Greek, and Hylla jerked 
back when an Apollo kid grabbed her arm. 


“Let go of her!” Reyna said sharply, but a few Athena kids had interjected. 
Frank felt hands on him, and he spun around, grabbing a fallen branch in 
quick defense. The yells around them rose as people started gathering 
around. When Frank looked down, he had a sword. 


“Romans-” 
“telling the truth!” 
“Jackson and Annabeth-” 


Everything exploded at once. A dozen lightning strikes went down at once. 
Tables caught on fire. Trees burned. The ground scorched. Seconds later, 
Frank saw a sword come down, and there was a scream. Pain shot through 
him - dragging down his chest to his stomach. He gasped, moving back. 
The wound was deep and... and... he wasn’t dead. 


He looked down, a little surprised. 


“Look at that,” Mars said, glancing at the blood slowly spilling onto his 
shirt. “You’ve taken after your grandmother after all.” 


What was happening to him? Frank stumbled back, ignoring the gaping 
stares. He needed to- to what? He wasn’t sure. Awkwardly moving through 
the masses of chaos, he saw Vera calmly walking through, dropping a 


match. The strawberry fields went up in flames. Her eyes found his in the 
crowd. 


“Its nice being home again,” she called to him, giving a mocking salute 
before disappearing into the crowd. Damnit. Leo. He needed to find Leo 
before Vera got to him. Trying to ignore the blood still coming out of his 
wound, he ran forward, only pausing to see a body on the ground. Dead. 
Was that person dead? Is... had he seen a dead body before? He couldn’t 
remember. He didn’t remember. Gods, what the hell else did he not 
remember? He- 


“MITCHELL!” 


The scream jolted Frank into action as he saw a figure reaching out, pinned 
under the debris of whatever statue had been there before. Frank rushed 
over to see it was Piper’s sister - or one of them. Her hair was flicking 
between bright blue and dirty blonde as she tried to pull herself free, panic 
wild in her eyes. 


“Mitchell, please,” she begged, ignoring Frank completely. Her voice 
caught, and he knelt down to start moving the rocks. “Please. Please help 
me,” she tried. There were tears on her face, and Frank turned to see 
Mitchell himself was lying on the ground, eyes fixed on the clouds as if 


everything wasn’t descending into chaos. 


What was that about? Frank growled under his breath and continued 
digging the girl out. She had seemingly given up on calling out to her 
brother, instead wiping her face and focusing on escaping. The ground 
trembled, and another rock came towards them. Frank threw himself on top 
of her - sharp pain shooting through him. He struggled to find his breath 
again, but at least the girl wasn’t smashed. 


“Jaime,” Piper’s voice said, and Frank felt a wave of relief as she appeared, 
shoving over some debris herself to dig the girl out. “Are you okay?” 


“T’m fine,” Jaime muttered, aggressively dusting herself off before focusing 
on yanking out her final leg. “Get off of me,” she snapped to her. Piper 
frowned but took a step back. 


“She was helping you-” Frank began but was ignored as Jaime shoved her 
way past them without so much as a thank you and fell to her knees to 
where Mitchell was still gazing at the sky. 


“Hm?” he responded loftily when she shook his arm. Frank felt annoyance 
swell in his chest. 


“What is wrong with you?” he asked in disgust. Jaime gave him an 
outraged look. “She was calling for you-” 


“Tt isn’t his fault. Fuck off,” Jaime hissed and tried shaking him again. 
Before Frank could complain, Piper put a hand on his shoulder, slowly 
shaking her head. A strange look was on her face. “....can't help it,” Jaime 
was saying, and he realized she was still crying. “It isn’t his fault. You don’t 
know anything.” 

Piper hesitated. 


“Jaime-” 


“Just go away!” she snapped and shook Mitchell harder. “Mitch, come on,” 
she tried. Mitchell finally turned, facing her with an air of boredom. 


“Yeah?” 
“We...are you hurt?” she asked. Mitchell shrugged. 
“Does it matter?” 


“Yes, you idiot,” Jaime sighed and tugged at his shirt. Frank blanched a 
large cut moving up his side. Jaime swallowed. “You need ambrosia.” 


“Sure.” 


“Mitchell,” Jaime tried and reached around wildly until she found a baby 
blue bag and reached inside. “Eat this, okay?” 


“Jaime,” Piper said, voice soft. “We need to go.” 


“Pm trying! Nobody asked you!” 
“Let us help-” 


“I can handle this!” Jaime shouted, though her voice cracked at the end. 
“He just gets like this after he uses his power. It isn’t his fault. Don’t blame 
him like you him everyone else for your stupid problems,” she said and 
dropped the ambrosia a few times. Mitchell watched her with slight 
curiosity. He propped himself on his elbows and looked around. 


“We should get ice cream later,” he decided. Jaime hid her face behind her 
hand. 


Frank looked at Piper. He had a feeling the solution was going to be one 
nobody liked. Piper swallowed. Then gave one, terse nod. 


Yikes. Frank took a deep breath and grabbed Jaime. 


It went just as well as you might think it would. There was only a brief 
moment of shock before she screamed - thrashing against his hold as he 
dragged her away from where Mitchell had started chatting about swords as 
Piper took over trying to get him to move. 


“Let me-” 


“He’s not listening to you,” Frank pointed out and threw her towards the 
woods. Jaime’s hair turned blue again- brighter and angrier. 


“He doesn’t listen to anyone! He doesn’t care!” she yelled and stood up. 
Before she could walk back, Piper reappeared, wiping her brow. Jaime 
froze. “Where’s my brother?” 


“With Chiron. He’s safe. I just needed to let him take the lead,” Piper said, 
and Jaime flinched. “Oh, I didn’t mean-” 


“I don’t care,” Jaime snapped. Piper held up her hands. “You- you don’t 
even-” her voice trembled. In the distance, Frank saw Sherman walking 
towards them, smoke rising behind him as tendrils of black. “Don’t act like 
you know better than me! You didn’t have to deal with it before we got to 


camp,” Jaime continued, almost hysterical now. “Just- one moment having 
someone care about you and the next-” she cut herself off, taking heaving 
breaths. 


Piper’s expression softened. 


“Pm sorry,” she said gently. Jaime glared at her. “I don’t know what that’s 
like. Sometimes I felt with my dad...” she trailed off. Jaime was staring at 
her. “It isn’t the same, though.” 


“Sometimes what?” Jaime asked aggressively. Like she might punch Piper 
if she didn’t continue. From the corner of his eye, Frank saw Sherman jump 
over the debris Jaime had been trapped under to get to them. Piper 
hesitated. 


“He would just be super present one second and then gone from my life the 
next, leaving me to deal with some of the hard stuff alone,” she said slowly. 
Jaime pursed her lips. “I mean, it wasn’t his fault. He was busy and had 
other stuff outside of me, but I... am still learning to deal with- oh,” she cut 
herself when Jaime threw her arms around her, burying her face into Piper’s 
shoulder. There was an awkward pause as Piper rubbed her back. “Hey... 
it’s okay....” 


“I know,” Jaime sniffed and squeezed tighter. “You’re so dumb.” 
Piper nodded. 

“Alright.” 

“I don’t like you.” 

“Sure.” 

“You’re supposed to hug back, idiot.” 


“Oh. Right,” Piper said and squeezed. From beside him, Sherman slid up 
next to Frank and stared. 


“what the fuck is this shit?” he muttered and turned to Frank. “Clarisse is 
looking for you.” He looked him up and down. “And you’re alive, so let’s 


go.” 


Piper’s eyes widened - a pleading stare towards Frank not to leave her so 
out of her depth. Frank smiled, giving her two thumbs up before following 
his brother. 


“Hey,” he called, jogging to catch up to Sherman. He tilted his head in 
acknowledgment. “Are you okay?” he asked. Sherman frowned at him. “I 
mean, you’re not hurt, right?” 


It seemed like a reasonable question given the destruction currently around 
them. Frank could make out pieces of the Poseidon cabin shattered in the 
rubble. Among them was a bag with the tag sticking and the name Percy 
Jackson hastily scrawled on it. Frank tried not to take it as an omen. 


“Am I hurt?” Sherman repeated and shook his head. “What do I look like to 
you? Some dainty like damsel? Fuck off,” he said. Frank pouted. Okay 
then. “....are you hurt?” 


Frank grinned. 
“Aw-” 


“Holy Hera, shut up - CLARISSE! Your walking sob story is being a priss!” 
he shouted, shoving Frank away. “I don’t need this. The absolute audacity-” 


“I need to find Leo,” Frank said, looking around. Another boom sounded, 
and the entire camp shook. There was a low growl behind him and 
something gold moved by him. 


“Aurum!” Reyna’s voice shouted. “Now!” 


Frank was a little incredulous at that. Now? As if she and the dog formed a 
little huddle session where they discussed a plan that was ready for 
activation. He couldn't argue with the results, though. Aurum jumped, 
soaring above several campers to where Vera had been slipping away. 


“YES, GREG!” someone screamed. “GOOD DOG!” 


Reyna stormed up beside Frank with a muttered, “he isn’t Greg,” before 
bringing out her spear and throwing it. Ellis paused in stabbing someone to 
Stare at her. 


“That was beautiful form,” he mused. Slowly, he lowered his sword. 
“You’re Roman?” he asked. Frank stepped back, raising his own weapon. 
Reyna stared Ellis down. 


“It appears so,” she said. Ellis nodded. 


“And you threw that? We’re cool,” he decided. Frank spluttered. Was that 
all it took? Apparently. Ellis cupped his hands around his mouth and 
whistled. “THE ROMANS ARE KIND OF DOPE!” he shouted. A few 
Ares kids paused. 


“WHAT DO YOU MEAN?!” 


As an answer, Hylla appeared, disarming three campers seamlessly before 
sliding on her knees underneath some rubble, popping out the other side and 
punching someone square in the face. The Ares kids cheered. 


“HELL YEAH!” Ares himself shouted from beside Frank. “Oh, she’s cool. 
Where’s the Zeus brat?” he asked eagerly. This was answered by Aurum 
returning with a horrifying growl. Vera’s ankle was clutched in his jaw as 
he dragged her towards Reyna, leaving a trail of blood behind. Vera hissed 
in pain, pulling out her sword to stab it, but it bounced harmlessly off of the 
dog. Moony (er, Argumentum?) trotted by, snapping at Vera’s hand as he 
passed. Hylla straightened up. 


“You only cause problems, don’t you?” she asked darkly and flipped her 
sword up, so her grip was adjusted to stab down. Vera seemed practiced in 
this position, though. When Hylla struck, she managed to dodge - even with 
her leg still in Aurum’s mouth. 


“Off,” Reyna said, and the dog let go of her. Vera choked in pain but 
managed to drag herself back. Frank looked around. The fighting was 


slowly dissipating to instead watch as Hylla and Reyna circled Vera like 
lions around prey. They didn't say a word to one another. 


Then they all moved. 


Hylla struck first, lashing forward as Vera rolled out of the way, only to 
cross swords with Reyna. She ducked when Hylla struck behind her, and 
Reyna kicked out, knocking her to the ground. Hylla aided in stomping on 
her bitten ankle so that a loud cracking sound followed. Vera made a noise - 
not quite a scream, but close. She whistled, and her arrow flew back (didn't 
Calypso snap that?), though a bit shaky. Reyna caught it. 


Sherman gasped. 


“Oh my gods, she’s beautiful,” he whispered. Frank frowned at him. “Do 
you think she would fall for a Greek?” 


“She’s dating Piper.” 
“I will murder Piper with my bare hands.” 


“Dude,” Frank said, outraged. Sherman only shrugged. The fight in front of 
them was getting a little concerning. Vera was impressively still holding her 
own but between Hylla and Reyna... there wasn’t a chance. Frank bit his 
lip. Should he-? 


“Stop!” 

Leo stormed into the circle and shoved Reyna’s arms down. Everyone 
turned to him in surprise. Ellis booed him. Nobody looked more surprised 
than Vera. 

“What are you-?” Hylla began but went quiet when Leo knelt. 


“Are you okay?” he asked. Vera stared at him. 


“What?” 


“What are you doing?” Bianca asked, wiping blood from her mouth. She 
glared at Vera. “Get away before she hurts you, Leo-” 


“Weren’t any of you listening?” he asked. Nobody spoke. “She was telling 
the truth. Why would you want her dead? Why are we even fighting? It 
looks like you’re the one who lied,” Leo added to Bianca. Her mouth 
dropped, and the hunters all huddled closer to her as if this might spur 
another attack. “Right? Is it true?” he asked. Vera blinked. “Are they 
Romans?” 


“Yes,” Drew answered before Vera could. “We got her to say it using 
charmspeak. She’s being honest.” 


“Aurum and Argumtem didn't eat her when she said it,” Reyna admitted 
begrudgingly. “And I don't think they like liars.” 


“Who is that?” someone whispered. Reyna narrowed her eyes. Another 
whisper followed. 


“That’s Amy and Sandra.” 
Reyna threw her hands up. 
“Stop renaming my dogs!” 


“So why are we killing her?” Leo asked impatiently. He looked around. 
“Do you know why?” he asked, pointing to a random kid. “Do you? You?” 
he tried. Nobody answered. “I don't want to call anyone out- but I think you 
guys got in trouble for killing people without proper information before.” 
Frank raised his hand. Leo brightened. “Yes! Senor Hottie!” 


Frank wasn't sure how to respond to that, so he just ignored it. 


“Um,” he said and gestured around. “She did try to kill us. And wants to 
kill you-” 


“You’re not Zeus,” Vera cut in, voice growing almost disappointed. Leo 
laughed, though he looked more relieved than anything. 


“T told you that forever ago.” 

Vera pursed her lips. 

“....0h,” she finally said. Then looked around. “Um, okay.” 
Something casually blew up by the lake. Nobody moved. 


“We should still lock her up,” Reyna said. “She incited a riot and-” before 
she could finish, Vera had moved with lightning speed - plunging a knife 
into Hylla’s side before bursting into a sprint towards the forest. “No-” 


Thus, the second round of chaos broke out. Most people went to Hylla, 
who, thankfully, still seemed alive, but Frank sprinted forward. He wasn't 
sure what was possessing him to race after the girl that just stabbed 
someone unprovoked, but sure. 


“Let’s go!” Mars called. “Go!” 


“FRANK!” Ellis shouted after him. “What are you doing?” he demanded, 
but Frank didn't respond. Adrenaline was beating through him. Something 
was pulsing in his veins. She couldn't have gotten that far could she? Her 
ankle was ruined. 


“Don’t slow down,” Ares warned. Frank's mind felt like it was being 
stretched. He took another breath. “I’ve never liked Poseidon, but this is a 
little cool,” he tacked on. What was? 


It didn't particularly matter. Frank felt like he was flying. Like his arms 
were somehow doing more work than his legs. He could see Vera clearly 
now. Sort of. He felt her? Whatever it was, it was strong. 


And then he hit the ground. 


Weird, considering he hadn't remembered leaving it, but sure. He was also 
in front of Vera now? And she was... Not happy to see him. Swearing, she 
brought out her sword. 


“I should have known,” she hissed. Frank brought out his spear from... 
what was going on? Where did he get this? Mars’ laughter boomed behind 
him. 


“Anything you touch becomes a weapon, boy. That had been a twig seconds 
ago.” 


What was going on? 


“The second you brought up Ruth’s name, I should have known,” Vera 
hissed and swung her sword down. Frank blocked, running purely off 
adrenaline and Clarisse's relentless training she forced him through. 


“What-?” Frank began and ducked from another hit. “What are you talking 
about?” 


“T didn't suspect you because they said you’d been here for weeks,” Vera 
spat. “But Hera gave you more of your powers back, didn't she?!” 


Oh, come on. 


Frank kicked out, making her go on her bad ankle. She winced at the 
movement but didn't back down. 


“You think I'm Zeus now?!" 


“How are you going to pretend you aren't?!” Vera shrieked and pointed at 
the sky. “You were a bird ten seconds ago!” 


....huh. That was new. Frank glanced up at the sky. That wasn't possible. 
“Very possible,” Ares grinned. “Kick her ass!” 


Frank did not have confidence in this going well for him. He tried to plant 
his feet on the ground, holding up the spear but not yet striking. 


“I wasn’t a bird-” 


“Yes, you were!” 


“No!” 


“Wha-? Do I look insane to you?” Vera asked. Frank held out his 
weaponless hands. “Don’t answer that,” Vera muttered. She tried to move 
again, but Frank could see her ankle was making it hard. Part of him wanted 
to feel bad, but Hylla’s blood dripping off of her knife kept him from setting 
down his own weapon. Just as Frank was about to throw the spear, a sharp 
whistle came. Vera’s eyes widened just in time for Calypso to materialize 
behind her, putting a dagger to her neck. 


“Causing problems again, are we?” she asked. Vera sighed. “Drop it.” 


“Fuck you, you- ah,” Vera gave a sharp intake when Calypso pressed her 
foot against her bad ankle. Vera’s knees buckled slightly, so she leaned back 
on her, trying to take even breaths. “Let. Me. Go. You-” 


“T said, drop it,” Calypso repeated. Vera hissed, fingers twitching. Her eyes 
moved to Frank with hatred brimming underneath. “He’s not your father,” 
she added. Vera shook her head. 


“Liar.” 


“No. I have never lied to you, Vera Bates,” Calypso said to her shortly. 
“Now drop your weapon.” 


Three seconds passed. Frank could see Vera’s eyes flying - desperation 
rising as she tried to find yet another escape. Part of him wanted to let her 
go. Let her leave and stay far, far away from them. Finally, a clatter 
sounded as Vera dropped her knife. Calypso stepped back. From the 
shadows, Bianca emerged, yanking up the fallen weapon with a withering 
glare. 


“Where have you been?” Vera asked with a note of accusation. Calypso 
raised a brow. “You just trap me in this hellhole and leave?” she asked. 
Calypso scoffed. Frank awkwardly lowered his weapon. A bird? Had he 
turned into a bird? 


He knew he wasn’t Zeus. At least Mars’ appearance had assured him of 
that. But how had he tumed into a bird? 


“Yeah, being left behind in a hellhole is not something I could ever 
understand,” Calypso drawled and snapped her fingers. Chains fell on 
Vera’s wrists once more. She looked down at them for a few seconds and 
then up at the sky before yelling something in Greek. 


“Now, let’s not get dramatic,” Calypso muttered and turned to Bianca. “Are 
you alright?” she asked. Frank paused in his bird thoughts to see Bianca 
was on the ground, head between her knees and fingers tangled in hair. She 
looked up tiredly. 


“What... have you done?” she whispered. Vera tilted her head. “You have 
destroyed everything. The plan was to wait for the Greeks and Romans to 
know about one another!” she said and stood up. Vera only tilted her head. 
“You have no idea how much danger you have put the world in-” 


“Tt can’t be more than I’ve done in the past,” Vera said and rolled her 
shoulders back. “Don’t blame me for sucking at your job. Some of that stuff 
was coerced out of me. Did I really hurt your feelings so badly that you left 
me long enough to let them force answers out of me? That's on you, di 
Angelo. If you were any good at this, you would have killed me before I 
had a chance to open my mouth,” Vera said. Calypso snapped her fingers, 
and duct tape appeared over her mouth. 


“_..1 should have thought of that earlier,” she said. Bianca groaned. 


“Fuck,” she hissed, which was weird for someone who looked thirteen to 
yell, but sure. A snapping sound followed, and Frank raised his spear again. 
Campers were coming out of the fold, peering at Frank as if he had grown a 
second head... or, uh, wings? He swallowed, suddenly aware that nobody 
was even looking at Vera. Leo raised a hand. 


“did anyone else see...?” he began, looking around. Piper solemnly 
nodded. As did a few others. Frank nervously looked around. Was this bad? 
“Dude, you were a hawk,” Leo whispered. Frank bit his lip. 


“Oh,” Frank said and nodded. “That’s nice.” 

Reyna cleared her throat. 

“Have... you always been able to turn into a hawk?” 
“Um, no,” Frank told her. “This is very new to me.” 


“Right, sure,” she murmured and then caught sight of Vera. “I’m killing her, 
by the way,” she added and stepped forward. Calypso waved her hand, and 
both her and Vera vanished before reappearing on the other side of Frank. 
Reyna spun around. “She almost killed Hylla!” 


“Let me deal with this,” Calypso said. Reyna threw a hand up. 
“But you havent been dealing with it-” 


“I will now,” Calypso said evenly. “Trust me. You’ll need her. Right, 
Bianca?” she asked. Bianca took a long breath. She gave a terse nod. 
“See?” she asked, tossing a long, caramel braid over her shoulder. 


“I don’t see,” a new voice sounded. Hylla emerged, holding her side where 
Vera had stabbed her. A few people parted for her, with Sherman practically 
shoving people out of her way. “These secrets you keep... I don’t care for 
their bigger picture. Hera is apparently missing. I belong to the Romans. So 
do they,” she said, nodding towards Reyna and Frank. “And your Greeks 
are there. The obvious thing to do is return us to where we belong and 
release the goddess.” 


There was a murmur. 


“But... why did they switch you? Who has Hera? And why?” Piper asked, 
crossing her arms over her chest. Bianca bit her lip. She glanced at Calypso 
and then at Frank. Well... perhaps it was now or never. 


“I don’t care who has Hera or why,” he decided. Everyone turned to him. 
“T’ve seen my father. Mars. He came to me in a dream,” he told them. A 
few people gasped. No doubt any sign from a god these days was exciting 


news. “I need to find my grandmother... she has something I need,” he 
explained, trying to stay as vague as possible. 


“Grandmother?” someone whispered. Piper looked around. 
“Pll go with you,” she said, stepping up next to Frank. He blinked. 
“You will?” he asked. Piper smiled. 


“Yeah. An adventure seems fun,” she said, though something sad was in her 
eyes. He couldn’t figure out what it was. Leo cleared his throat. 


“Um, I mean, if you want help...?” he said and glanced at the smoldering 
remains of the camp. “I think my bed is gone anyways.” There was a mutter 
at that. “Might as well find someone’s grandmother.” 


“If Piper is going, so am I,” Reyna said. Hylla gave a noise of reproach. 


“You are going for a social call?” she asked incredulously. Piper shrugged. 
“No, I must go free Jun- Hera,” she corrected herself with a shake of her 
head. “Do what you wish for your quest, but I cannot be around these 
children while nothing gets done,” she sighed, tucking her sword away. 
“You say I'll need the girl?” she asked, jutting her chin at Vera. Calypso 
nodded. “Good. Then both of you are with me.” 


Bianca opened her mouth - eyes moving from Vera to Reyna. She pursed 
her lips. 


“Pll join Frank,” she said slowly. It wasn’t a question. Frank was pretty sure 
she would be coming even if he didn’t want her there. “But we should 
travel together while we can. I- no,” he said sharply when Malcolm stepped 
forward. 


“My sister is missing,” Malcolm said and shook his head. “I can’t sit there 
while that happens. Hylla, if you’re going to free Hera and find the 
Romans... I will also join you,” he said. Bianca took a long breath. Frank 
was surprised nobody was attacking her. Then again, if someone dared try 


to actually hurt Bianca... the hunters would definitely appear with a 
vengeance. Hylla looked Malcolm over for a moment. 


“Can you fight?” she asked. Malcolm nodded. “Well?” she asked. Malcolm 
nodded again. “...very well,” she said. “Just make sure you remember your 
place,” she said. So. This was happening. Frank looked down at his hands. 
A bird? What did that mean? Was everyone going to move on from that so 
quickly? 


“I want to go too!” Oh, boy. Frank turned to see Drew walking over, 
shoving Piper to the side as she notched her crossbow. Hylla tilted her head. 
“My brother is apparently at this Roman camp,” she said with a cool look at 
Bianca. “I’ll free Hera or whatever, but I’m with Malcolm. I want him 
back,” she told them all. Jaime quietly reached out to touch Drew’s arm. 


“Maybe Silena should...?” 


“T can handle this,” Drew said, though her eyes flicked to where Clarisse 
was leaning against a tree. Did Drew know about her sister’s breakdown? It 
appeared so. “And more importantly, Mitchell and I already got her to talk,” 
she said with a nod towards Vera. Hylla crossed her arms over her chest - 
burning eyes studying her intently. 


“Did you?” Hylla asked carefully. Drew jutted out her chin, hair blowing 
slightly behind her as she stepped from the smoldering remains of the camp. 


“T did,” she said loftily and met her eyes. “I know where Hera is. And, more 
importantly, I know where Percy is.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Anddddd yeah! I would say chapter 8 is around the corner but tbh we'll 
see how fast I can get these out. For those who don't know, I have 
encountered some broken bones so typing is a smidge hard at the 
moment but slow and steady wins the race I hear lol. 


See ya soon! 


8. Part 2 - Reyna 


Notes for the Chapter: 


shoutout to achillesmonochrome for being awesome and helping with 
the Spanish in this chapter!!! 


Also, the usual warnings: a little extra violence (I wonder who I could 
possibly be thinking of) and ungodly length. We're all going to have to 
accept 18,000 words per a chapter. You would think I got paid by the 
word smh. 


Rachel Elizabeth Dare was a small girl with curly, unkempt red hair, 
freckles, and glowing green eyes...Quite literally, sometimes. Reyna wasn’t 
quite sure what to make of her. She lived in a cave at the edge of camp, 
which was... An interesting choice. 


Granted, it was a very nice cave, but still. 


Not that Reyna got to see much of it. Since Hylla was leading the quest, she 
got the prophecy. In all honesty, Reyna wasn't sure one was needed. Her 
understanding was that prophecies couldn't be changed, so what was even 
the point of knowing them? 


“Thank you for....” Hylla walked out behind the curtain and looked at 
Rachel for a moment. “That.” 


Rachel offered a wry grin in return. 


“Sorry, I know I look, um, weird with the green smoke and stuff,” she said. 
A boy with blonde hair was behind her, giving her crackers and Gatorade as 
he rattled something off about energy exertion - Will, she was pretty sure. 
Rachel merely nodded at his rant, though it didn't seem as if she was 
listening too much. “Also, I want to apologize if something goes off-script,” 
she added. Hylla tilted her head. “My prophecies have been... weird.” 


“The gods are missing,” Will shrugged, placing a granola bar in her hand. 
“That probably has something to do with it.” 


“Maybe...” Rachel murmured. “I don’t know. Sometimes they just... don’t 
work. Maybe I’m a bad oracle,” she sighed. Will flicked the side of her 
head. 


“You survived without going crazy. You’re a good oracle,” he said. Rachel 
gave a weak smile in return. Reyna pursed her lips. Interesting... she made 
a note of that to ponder over later. Hylla nodded again. 


“Thank you,” she repeated, firmer this time, and then met Reyna’s eyes 
from where she was patiently waiting by the mouth of the cave. Her lips 
thinned, and Reyna returned to look with the barest hint of a frown. 


“Hello,” she greeted. Hylla gave a terse nod as she brushed by her. “I was 
hoping to speak to you.” 


Hylla grabbed her sword that had been leaning against a rock. 
“Then speak.” 


Ooh, Reyna wanted to stab her. She wasn’t sure what it was about Hylla 
that pissed her off so badly. Given Leo’s inability to focus on anything for 
more than two seconds, the chaos of Piper’s claiming, and the fact the camp 
was burnt down in pieces...she felt like she had remained relatively level- 
headed. 


Until Hylla walked by her. 

Then Reyna wanted to blow up the world. 

“Tt would help if you stopped walking away from me,” Reyna said, keeping 
her voice even. It was easy to pretend to be composed...sort of. Hylla turned 


with equal stoicism and looked at her - pointedly waiting. 


Ugh. 


“We should address how this is going to work,” Reyna said, trying to sound 
as professional as possible. “You are leading your quest, and I will be 
joining Frank to find his grandmother. While we travel, I would like us to 
have an understanding.” 


Hylla’s lips quirked. 


“Do we not have an understanding?” she asked. Her hand twitched to her 
side, where Vera had stabbed her. Reyna felt a swell of concern but quickly 
pushed it away to scowl instead. 


“I think it's clear we are related,” she said, trying not to sound bitter by that 
fact. She had denied it profusely, but, in truth, Reyna knew. She also knew 
that Hylla knew too. It was just a feeling. No memories needed. Like how a 
dog might recognize a long-lost littermate. 


“That seems a bit presumptuous,” Hylla said simply. Reyna was going to 
beat her to death with a stick. “Plenty of people look alike. Besides, we 
don't seem so similar. Your technique while fighting is much sloppier than 
mine.” 


Holy shit. Reyna was going to combust. 
And she might have if Hylla didn't start laughing. 


“You look like a coqui with your face like that,” she mused. Right. She tried 
to school her expression, but Hylla’s face merely turned even more amused. 
“Pobrecita. I think you made it worse.” 


“Knock it off,’ Reyna snapped. Hylla laughed again. Damn her. “I’m being 
serious-” 


“I know you are,” Hylla cut in, still chuckling. “What are you even looking 
for? I know just as much as you do - which is nothing. Even if we are 
related, so what? It doesn't change our goals.” 


Reyna hesitated. Did it? She wasn’t sure. A ball was bouncing in her 
stomach. Something about Hylla’s nonchalant quips bothered her in a way 


she couldn't really articulate. They were familiar...and somewhat 
unwelcomed despite a strange underlying fondness underneath. 


It was almost too much for her to feel at once. 


“T,..suppose it doesn't,” Reyna said slowly. “But it feels uncomfortable.” 
Hylla raised an eyebrow. “I don’t like you,” she said bluntly. At that, 
Hylla’s expression went blank. 


“Tonterías,” Hylla muttered. Reyna frowned at her. Perhaps it was silly not 
to think of Hylla also knowing Spanish, but the thought hadn't crossed her 
mind. The few words hadn't been enough to get a good gauge of an accent, 
but it almost sounded like.... well, her. The way Leo talked was different. 


“T don’t,” Reyna insisted. Hylla sighed. “What do you feel when you look at 
me?” she challenged. Hylla tilted her head a bit at that. The smile slipped 
off her face, and for a second, Reyna felt unbelievably guilty. Why was she 
picking fights with someone she couldn't even remember? “Nevermind,” 
she said hastily. Hylla opened her mouth. “I should go pack.” 


Ha. Reyna had packed three hours ago. Still, she left before Hylla had a 
chance to respond. Her mind drifted as she walked by the shambles of the 
camp as Hephaestus kids ran about to try and fix what they could. 
Smoldering fires still blew up billows of black smoke, and there was an 
occasional crack of something else breaking. 


Reyna stared at the hill beyond the camp, remembering her entrance across 
the boundary line with a sharp sense of dread. 


They had been chased in by wind spirits or something. Venti. Most had 
followed them from the Grand Canyon despite Bianca and the hunters 
arriving to get them to safety. Nobody had been hurt, but... 


Her eyes drifted to the remainder of the burnt tree. Honestly, the demigod 
thing hadn't shaken her as much as it had Piper and Leo. She took it in 
stride - warding off the monsters alongside the hunters almost felt natural. 
She had only panicked when the tree caught on fire. 


The venti had lunged at Leo, making him crawl back and raise his hand in 
defense only for bright flames to appear seconds later. Reyna remembered 
meeting his eyes and seeing pure panic. Whatever he had just done...he had 
done it before. And didn't know how to stop it. 


Luckily, the venti blew some of it down as it got closer. Unluckily, Leo 
didn't try to defend himself again. 


“LEO!” Reyna screamed, rushing towards him. Perhaps the fire should 
have been more shocking. Normal people couldn't do that. For whatever 
reason, Reyna barely registered a reaction other than why wasn‘ he trying 
to do it again? 


She had run - pure panic settling in her stomach at the idea she might not 
make it in time. At once, there had been a low growl quickly followed by 
another. Reyna spun to see gold and silver darting in their direction. One 
sped up to her, barking wildly while the other lunged at a venti like a bullet. 
Reyna stood - completely shocked for a moment before she pointed at 
another venti. 


“Go,” she ordered, and the dog attacked. She turned back to Leo, but he 
hadn't moved - frozen as more monsters gathered. A bull was snorting, 
pawing at the ground as it gave ugly snorts of smoke. Minotaur, a voice 
supplied her. Reyna didn’t give herself much time to ponder over the name 
as she raced over fallen trees and dodging monsters as if she had done it her 
whole life - jumping on the bull’s back and locking her legs around its head, 
twisting hard. Leo was still moving away - further away from her as he felt 
around on the ground as if trying to find a weapon. The bull wailed as she 
swung her body around so the bull’s neck snapped. “Aurum!” she gasped as 
she hit the ground. The dog growled, launching itself at the monster as the 
second dog joined in. 


“Aurum?” Leo spluttered as Reyna scrambled up, pulling his arm to get 
them away. “You’re going to call that dog Aurum?” he asked. Before Reyna 
could throw back a retort, another venti roared in front of them, throwing 
both back towards the ground. The air momentarily left Reyna’s lungs as 
she tried to gasp. The dogs were still mauling the one monster but the others 
were closing in. Piper screamed. 


Before she could figure out a faster way to get to her, there was warmth in 
Reyna’s hand. Not fire. No. Something else. It was a subtle glow as she felt 
some innate sense awaken. Shrugging the bag off of her shoulder, she 
ripped the top open. She hadn't thought to look and see what was in it since 
waking up. There had been too much happening to see what homework she 
had for the weekend. 


Except...now... 


Small vials were all dumped inside of varying colors. Reyna had no idea 
what they were or what they did, but she supposed now she was going to 
find out. Reaching for whatever instinct she had, Reyna grabbed one of the 
vials and stood up. 


“BIANCA!” she shouted, managing to find her voice again, and threw the 
vial in the air. “SHOOT!” 


Bianca didn't ask questions. A second later, the glass shattered, and 
something blue settled over them. Nothing happened. The monsters only 
paused - looking vaguely confused as to why they were just doused with 
glitter. Reyna didn't panic, though. She glanced over to where Leo was still 
trying to crawl away. She met the venti's eyes. 


“Die.” 


The word had been said with way too much confidence for a 16-year-old 
with no memory. She wasn’t scared, though. Reyna had done this before... 
her hubris appeared to be warranted. Almost immediately, the venti turned 
into golden dust. So did the other venti. And the remaining piece of the bull. 
And every other monster surrounding them. 


They were alone. 


“What...?” someone whispered, and Reyna turned to find a group had 
gathered by the entrance of the camp, gaping. The two dogs trotted up to 
her nonchalantly, both wagging their metal tails happily as they nudged her 
with their noses. Leo coughed some golden monster dust as Piper raced to 


his side. Her eyes were fixed on Reyna with confusion and even a bit of... 
well. No. She was just confused. This was confusing. 


“We should get inside before more come,” Reyna said, ignoring the panic 
pricking in the back of her neck. People scrambled away. Even Bianca 
seemed shocked. Perhaps that should make her nervous, but all she cared 
about was getting her friends to safety. Grabbing her bag, she flung it over 
her shoulder. 


“How?” a camper asked, and the group all backed away from her. When 
someone else approached, the gold dog growled in warning. 


Reyna got the feeling her entrance was unique. 


At any rate, she hadn't confronted Leo about the fire. Everyone assumed she 
or the monsters had something to do with it, and there was no reason to 
correct them if Leo was trying to keep a low profile for whatever reason. 


Her real question centered around the vials. Reyna strained to remember 
where they had come from - how she knew even to use one. The order had 
left her lips as if she had been born for that very moment. Her voice hadn't 
even felt like her own. 


Turning away from the charred remains of the tree, she kept walking 
through the smoldering remains of the camp. Most campers were 
attempting to rebuild the cabins or whatever else had been ruined from 
Vera’s riot. The Hephaestus kids were done - moving on to help other 
cabins, and the Athena campers tried to take advantage of the situation to 
upgrade theirs. She stopped in front of Cabin 10. 


Deep breaths. 


Reyna would admit she had some trepidation with the Aphrodite kids 
currently. They were the worst kind of threats. A group of unsuspectingly 
sweet campers who could actually do an ungodly amount of damage. 


Still, she needed to do this before she left. Taking another deep breath, she 
walked inside. 


The cabin itself was in one piece, though terribly messed up. Cracks were 
along the walls, and paint chipped. Everyone was in a flurry to redecorate 
aside from a few figures in bed. Silena was asleep, seemingly oblivious to 
the chaos around her, as Mitchell sat in the opposite bed with a book on his 
lap. 


“Mitchell Harris?” she asked as if she wasn’t painfully aware of who he 
was. Mint green eyes moved up to look at her. 


“Hello, there,” he greeted and flipped a page in his book. “Piper isn’t here.” 
Reyna tried her best to give a polite smile. 


“T’m not here for Piper,” she said, trying to ignore something twisting in her 
chest. “I’m here for you.” 


Mitchell poked his head up from his bed to look at her. Valentina groaned. 


“Look at what you’ve done!” she scolded and whacked his head as she 
passed. “You flirted once, and now you have a 16-year-old in love with 
you.” 


“Everyone is in love with me,” Mitchell dismissed. He smiled 
apologetically to Reyna. “I’m sorry for the confusion, beautiful. I am a 
taken man.” 


The cabin unanimously stopped working to groan. 


“Are you?” Reyna asked dryly. This felt like the setup to a bad joke, but 
she’d humor him if need be. “By who?” 


“Taken for granted-” 
“Shut the fuck up, Mitchell.” 


“See?” he grinned and sat up in the bed, giving Reyna a dazzling smile. “At 
any rate, my one great love is not in this cabin...and older than you. Sorry.” 


Wow. 


“Pll keep that in mind,” she said and clasped her hands behind her back. 
Mitchell winked at her as he got up to stretch, tossing his book to the side. 
“Tm actually looking to see if you can help me with my memories.” 
Mitchell paused at that - expression growing wary within seconds. 


“T’m not sure how I can do that,” he said, even if it was a lie. Reyna could 
tell he knew what she was asking. She schooled her expression. 


“I have tiny bits and pieces,” she hinted. Mitchell narrowed his eyes. “If I 
could just focus on them-” 


“Forget it.” 


“Why not?” Reyna asked. Mitchell slipped out of his bed and started 
walking away, leaving Reyna to hurry after him in long strides. 


“T just used my power. I'm still recovering from it.” The reply was terse, but 
Reyna refused to back down. “And there is no guarantee that getting you to 
obsess over a fractured piece of memory would do anything. Plus, and I 
don't know if you know this, I don't know you to be doing any favors.” 


“I’m dating your sister,” Reyna pointed out. Mitchell snorted. “I thought 
you were giving her a chance.” 


“I am,” Mitchell agreed as he moved towards a dresser. “And, look, I can 
tell Piper is going to do great here after a while. She’s a smart girl and has 
some internalized hatred-” 


“A lot of it!” Sam called from their bunk. “I felt it before she was even fully 
in camp!” 


That was a concern, but Reyna didn't have time to get into that. Mitchell 
was trying to escape to the back of the cabin, grabbing a box of decorations 
as he went. 


“My point is that she might feel more welcomed if she knew you were 
helping me,” Reyna tried. Mitchell turned to look at her with a ‘stop the 
bullshit’ roll of his eyes. “I need my memories,” Reyna said flatly. 


“I wish I could care more, but....” he gestured vaguely. Reyna scowled in 
return. Ass. “Still recovering.” 


“But-” 


“Tt wouldn't even be as effective. I'm depleted. That Vera chick has some 
serious willpower. It wasn’t as effortless as I made it look,” Mitchell told 
her. Reyna tried to cling to her patience. Especially when Mitchell’s eyes 
flicked to where the little blue-haired girl was watching them with wary 
eyes. 


“T- wait,” Reyna said when he turned away again. The last note in her voice 
held a stern command, hiding the desperation underneath. Mitchell paused. 
“T know what I'm asking of you. And I'm sorry I’m asking it.” Licking her 
lips, she looked to the ground. “But I need to know exactly what I’m 
heading towards,” she said. Mitchell shook his head. “Drew will be on this 
quest with me. She would be in better hands if I knew what was going on.” 


“Remind me of your name?” 
“Reyna.” 


“Pretty name. Goodbye, Reyna.” With that, he turned away. Reyna growled 
under her breath. Tyrant. She ducked under Valentina blow-drying her hair 
to persistently keep after him. Mitchell ignored her, weaving easily through 
the masses of siblings he was getting through. Just as she went to speak 
again, a woman stopped her short. She was standing among the bustling 
Aphrodite kids - though clearly not really there given everyone was walking 
through her. She met Reyna’s eyes and smiled. 


“Hello, darling,” she smiled. Reyna stared. The woman was wearing a 
white dress - much like what you’d imagine a Greek goddess to wear. Dark 
hair hung to her shoulders, and her eyes were a green that wasn’t too 
dissimilar to Rachel Dare’s. “It looks as if my tricks were useful for you.” 


Reyna felt her skin prickle. Quickly, she turned to follow Mitchell. 


“I need to-” she began, and when Mitchell went to leave her behind again, 
reached into her pocket to pull out another vial. Everyone froze. Reyna 
hadn’t used another once since that day on the hill. A few people tried to 
ask her - one Hecate girl whispered it was magic - but nobody had dared to 
try to take them from her. Mitchell’s eyes flicked to the vial and then to her. 


“Ts this the right move for you?” he asked darkly and stepped towards her. 
Reyna didn’t back away. “To threaten me into using my very dangerous 
power on you?” Reyna said nothing. She didn’t need to. He wouldn’t hurt 
her without reason. “I have people I need to care about, Roman,” he spat at 
her, voice lowering into something so dangerous she barely heard. “You are 
certainly not one of them.” 


Reyna flicked open the vial. It was a bold move, considering she was in a 
cabin with people who had powers that Reyna barely understood. She went 
to prove how serious she was with her threat when a hand touched her arm. 


“Enough.” Drew’s voice was stern enough that she didn’t need charmspeak. 
Mitchell was glaring as Reyna looked evenly back at him. “Reyna-” 


“What about the other one? Piper mentioned he could do things with 
memories,” she said, and Drew stiffened. “Troy?” 


Mitchell nodded. 
“Fine. Go ask-” 


“No,” Drew cut in, and there was a note of trepidation there. Reyna bristled. 
“Troy sees...other things, too. We should respect Piper’s privacy,” she said 
evenly. Reyna frowned. Something told her that Drew didn't actually have 
Piper’s best interests at heart. Mitchell seemed equally skeptical as he 
looked at her incredulously. 


“Then you’re out of luck-” Mitchell began but was cut off by Drew saying 
something in French. Mitchell bit something else back, clearly irritated. 
After several minutes of this, he threw up his hands. 


“Fine!” he snapped, leaving Reyna to wonder how Drew managed to 
convince her and why she was helping in the first place. A slamming sound 
followed. Reyna turned to see the blue-haired girl storm out, slamming the 
already shaky door so hard that it fell off its hinges. Mitchell closed his 
eyes. 


“You both suck,” he whispered. Reyna felt a stab of empathy but forced it 
down to make room for her own priorities. “Just sit,’ he said bitterly, 
gesturing Reyna towards a plush armchair. “If this doesn't work, I am never 
doing a favor for you again,” he added darkly to Drew. She only sniffed as 
she tossed hair over her shoulder. “Alright, what do you have to work 
with?” he asked. Reyna bit her lip. 


“A...woman,” she began slowly. “With dark hair and green eyes.” 
“Give me more than that.” 


Reyna didn’t have more than that. So, instead, she tried to think of literally 
anything else. Her mind drifted between the whispers of information she 
had before landing on one thing. 


“These,” she said and pulled out the vial again. Mitchell looked at it a 
moment before nodding slowly. He knelt to meet her eyes, and Reyna felt 
her first jab of nerves as she looked back at him. 


Was this a good idea? 
“Magic.” 
Too late. 


It started out as a buzz. Persistent. A fly that couldn't be swatted. Magic. A 
thousand fairytales entered her mind. Princes and dragons and witches with 
green skin and warts hovering over a cauldron- 


Cauldron. 


That was important, but her mind didn't stay focused on it for long. It was 
Swept away in images of bright lights and films and a woman with green 


eyes and dark hair- 


Reyna was suddenly clutching the hand of an older girl, listening to low 
whispers and hums. A woman knelt in front of her, and Reyna narrowed her 
eyes at her. 


“Don’t touch my sister,” Reyna said coldly, gripping the hand tighter. The 
woman’s smile widened. 


“You were right. Look at her,” she said and tapped Reyna’s nose. “You’|l do 
well here, darling,” she said. Reyna frowned. There was too much warmth 
in her voice to be trusting. “PIl teach you all you need to know.” 


Magic. It was everywhere. Her hands. Her eyes. She couldn't focus on 
anything else. The color - colors - were gripping alongside the subtle sound 
of power singing in the wind. 


“Who are you?” she asked suspiciously, and the woman didn't even get the 
chance to answer before a chip in her mind broke to scream out the answer. 


“Circe,” Reyna gasped, and there was a brief release before she heard 
Michell’s voice again. She couldn’t quite make out the word, but suddenly 
her mind was fixated once again. Circe. Circe. Circe. Circe. Circe. 


“Come here, darling,” a woman’s voice called. Reyna turned. Circe was 
standing over a huge pot with her arms crossed over her chest. “I need your 
help.” 


“No, you don’t,” Reyna muttered but marched towards her. There was a 
table of plants in front of her - sliced bits of toads and things she couldn’t 
name. Reyna peered in the cauldron and saw a bubbling blue inside. Circe 
smiled at her. 


“This,” she told her, “is a healing potion. It is one of my hardest.” Reyna 
pursed her lips. “Does it not please you?” she asked, wiping her hands off. 
“T thought you would like a challenge. If you want, you can go visit your 
sister instead. She’s in the front of the spa.” 


Reyna shook her head. 


cc 


I... why don’t you teach me any spells?” she burst out. Circe paused. “All 
you do is teach me potions. Hylla knows spells!” she said. Circe looked at 
her curiously. In truth, Reyna didn’t care all that much. The idea that Hylla 
knew something she didn’t did bother her, though. 


“You are a thinker, Reyna,” Circe said simply. “Spells are beneath you. 
Your talent lies in creation.” 


That sounded like a lie, but Reyna would admit there was something 
satisfying about Hylla’s skillset being below hers...even if she didn't quite 
believe it to be true. 


Before she could object, everything snapped. 


cc 


....50,” Mitchell’s voice cut through. Reyna was on the ground, gasping. 
“How are we doing?” 


She was shaking, and her brain felt numb. Even now...the remnants of 
magic still gripped her. She wanted to think about nothing else. Her hands 
were clenched around the vial. Breathing deeply, she nodded. 


“I... I didn’t get everything, but that did the trick,” she managed. Mitchell 
hardly seemed interested in the news. He just looked...tired. Wordlessly, he 
fell back on another chair and stared blankly at his hands. 


Reyna waited for a response but...nothing. Drew cleared her throat. 


“He isn’t going to respond to you anymore,” she said and jerked her head 
towards the door. “You got what you wanted. Get out.” 


“Where’s your sister?” she asked, getting up. “I want to apologize-” 


“Jaime will absolutely cut your throat if you go near her right now. Leave it 
alone,” Drew advised. Right. Reyna could understand that. Together, they 
walked towards the front of the cabin. Reyna was still mulling over it all. 
Circe. She had known Circe. How...? And why? They looked like they 
lived together. How did that even work? Was Circe her mother? 


“Why did you help me?” Reyna asked when they exited the cabin, and 
Drew went to turn away. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear - 
faltering as she looked back at Reyna. 


“It was better than you going to Troy. He would have realized you weren’t 
in love with Piper, and that isn’t his business,” she said. Reyna felt a sharp 
jab of irritation. 


“Who are you to tell me who I am in love with?” she spat out. Drew sighed, 
crossing her arms over her chest. Something touched her eyes - it was hard 
to read. 


“Tm not Piper’s biggest fan,” she said quietly. Reyna wanted to hit her. 
Nobody even gave Piper a chance. “I’m not saying you don’t care about 
her. I’m sure you do. But... you don’t even know her. You woke up, and she 
said she was your girlfriend. Am I understanding that correctly?” she asked. 
Reyna clenched her jaw. “So why on earth would you be in love with her?” 
The words weren’t said like an attack, but Reyna felt like she needed to be 
on the defense nevertheless. “You are going to hurt her,” Drew said simply. 


“Leave me alone.” 
“Tt’s the truth.” 


Reyna began to walk away when Drew called her back. She didn’t turn, but 
Drew’s voice carried the short distance between them. 


“We’re not that different,” Drew said. Reyna’s hands clenched. “If you are 
to ever fall in love with her... you have a very long time before that 
happens.” 


Reyna didn’t know what that meant. She didn’t care. Ignoring her, she 
marched off towards the Hermes cabin to get the rest of her things, trying to 
ignore the thudding in her chest and the way the vial seemed to burn in her 
hand. 


The next day, they began their quest. It was decided they should all travel 
together in the beginning as an awkward conversation ensued about who 


was going where. 


“Where exactly is your grandmother?” Malcolm asked as he flipped his 
spear over his wrist. Frank rubbed the back of his neck. “...you do know 
where your grandmother is, right?” 


“Obviously,” Frank said and then paused. “She... is....” he began and 
looked over an empty space beside him. “In Canada.” 


Vera looked up at that. Reyna had almost forgotten about her. She was in 
chains once again, attached to Calypso like a wayward pet. It would have 
been amusing if she didn’t look so awful. There were dark circles under her 
eyes, and her hair was hastily pulled back in a messy ponytail with blood 
caught in it. Reyna wondered what had happened to her within the past 24- 
hours to look like that. 


“How do you know that?” she asked suspiciously. Frank glanced again at 
the empty space beside him. Could he see someone? Like how Reyna saw 
Circe? 


“Where in Canada?” Hylla asked, ignoring Vera completely. She looked up 
at the sky. “If it’s on the West Coast, we could all take a plane,” she mused. 
Reyna snorted. They had a big group. If they all went on a plane together, 
they would surely attract enough monsters to bring it all down. “¿Qué 
propones, sabelotodo?” she snapped at Reyna. 


“We have a literal titaness,” Reyna pointed out with a nod towards Calypso. 
“I suggest we use her powers to get us there.” 


Calypso cleared her throat, giving a slight shake of her head. 


“Unfortunately, I cannot,” she said and glared at Vera. “My consciousness 
is currently split between here and - some other places,” she said with a 
wary look towards where Bianca was lounging on a branch in a tree above 
them. “The rest of my power needs to be focused on keeping her under 
control,” she said snidely and poked Vera’s cheek. Vera responded by trying 
to bite her finger. 


The debate continued as they exited camp. Piper skipped up to her, 
interlacing their fingers. The action made her jump - mind skipping back to 
Drew’s words before quickly forcing a warm smile. Piper tilted her head, 
looking concerned before slowly letting go. 


“I don’t mind,” Reyna said and quickly grabbed her hand again... and she 
didn’t. It wasn’t uncomfortable - it was nice. But... she suddenly wasn’t 
sure it was nice in the same way to Piper. Shaking her head, she dragged 
them both over to where Leo was trying to build something as he walked. 
Reyna had to keep reaching out to keep him from tripping. 


“Jeez, Rey. I know it’s hard to keep your hands off of me, but you don’t 
need to squeeze so hard,” he grinned when Reyna grabbed his bicep to 
move him out of the way of a passing car by the highway... because 
apparently, they were just walking to California. She glared at where Hylla 
was speaking to Bianca upfront. Moron. 


Frank looked equally concerned as he whispered back and forth with 
Malcolm. This was going to be an issue. Reyna had at least had some 
confidence that Hylla knew what she was doing. Perhaps she was wrong. 
Leaving Piper to look after Leo, she whistled sharply, so her dogs raced 
upfront. They had taken a sharp turn - moving towards the woods into a 
clearing. Were they stopping? They were only like... two miles away from 
camp. 


“Hylla,” she called, slipping upfront. Argentum cut Bianca off - stopping 
the group from moving forward. Hylla sighed. 


“Yes?” she asked. Reyna gestured around. Hylla smiled a little - giving an 
infuriating tilt of her head. “Don’t worry. We’re almost there.” 


“Almost where?” 
“You don’t need to worry about it.” 
It was like she was specifically made to annoy her. Bianca looked between 


them warily as Reyna reached for a very special pocket of patience she 
wondered had always been reserved for Hylla. 


“Except, I do. We’re in the middle of nowhere, and monsters are bound to 
start sniffing out the very large group of demigods to which we have no 
safety in the direction we are supposed to be going, and it would be a little 
embarrassing to run back to the place we just left,” she pointed out. Hylla 
crossed her arms over her chest. 


“That does sound like a problem, doesn’t it?” she told her with feigned 
concern. 


“What are you doing?” Reyna finally burst. Hylla laughed. “How are we 
getting to California? Because we can’t-” she began but was silenced by a 
group of girls stepping out from the woods. The Hunters. Bianca whistled 
as she stood upon a tree trunk, waving a hand. 


“Set up camp! We’re here tonight and tomorrow getting them to 
California!” she called. Hylla leaned against the tree, looking a little smug. 


“You were saying?” 


“That doesn’t answer the question of how we’re getting there tomorrow,” 
Reyna said evenly. Hylla hummed and brushed by, not answering because 
she was the worst. Taking an even breath, she turned. Her friends had all 
Started moving towards where hunters were all setting up tents for them. 
Piper was talking to one girl eagerly, glancing around the group with clear 
interest while Drew brightened at the sight of a few of them. 


“You’re wearing the new uniform!” she said, bounding over with more 
excitement than Reyna had ever seen on her. “I told you it was too much 
silver-” she began as a few of the hunters showed off what Reyna was 
assuming was their new clothes. 


Not knowing what else to do, Reyna walked over to one of the tents she had 
seen Leo walk into and slipped inside. The tent was actually huge on the 
inside - reminding Reyna of a small apartment. It was equipped with a 
whole kitchen, to which Leo was already bringing out various pots and pans 
while singing a jaunty tune under his breath. 


“3 Tienes hambre?” he asked without turning around. Reyna sat down. She 
could eat. A sharp smell followed as Leo put some eggs on with spices that 
made her stomach churn. 


“Huele bien. ¿Qué estas cocinando?” she asked. Leo grinned over his 
shoulder at her but didn’t answer. Perhaps the meal was a surprise then. 
Reyna was a little surprised he could cook if she were honest. He was so 
easily distracted. A few seconds later, the answer to this became clear when 
he started making small gadgets out of kitchen appliances that would do 
most of the cooking for him. “....you know,” she began, eyes flicking over 
him slowly. “You could just use your hand to heat some of it.” 


Leo froze. 


“I know it was you who lit the tree of fire,” she said. Leo closed his eyes. 
“Tt’s okay. You don’t have to-” 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Leo cut in coolly and went back 
to the meal. “I’m not that hot, though thank you for the vote of confidence.” 


“Leo.” 


“Alright, alright. Maybe I am. Still, that was all you and your, uh, vial 
things,” he said with a shrug. Reyna sighed. Fine. He wasn’t ready. She 
didn’t get why he wouldn’t just admit it. She looked around the kitchen, 
closing her eyes at the sound of chopping. All of it almost made her sleepy. 
She lost track of how long she sat there, basking in the warmth and the 
sound of Leo murmuring to himself. It was interrupted by a subtle rustling 
at the entrance of the tent. Reyna turned, surprised to find Vera alone. 


Well, perhaps not alone. The shackles were still on her wrists. Calypso 
probably could keep her handled as long as those were on her. Leo turned 
and smiled. 


“Vera,” he greeted, brightening a bit at her appearance. “We’re about to eat. 
Come sit,’ he said. Vera said nothing. She remained completely still - 
almost as if not moving would make them go away. Leo took a step back 


and then grabbed another plate, carefully putting it at the opposite end of 
the counter as Reyna. 


Vera still didn’t move. 


“¿Qué haces?” Reyna asked him suspiciously. Leo slid a plate in front of 
her before adding food to the empty plate that was clearly meant for Vera. 


“Pm making dinner, cariño,” he said lightly. “Let’s talk in English,” he 
added to her quietly as he passed. Reyna frowned before noticing Vera was 
still watching them. Her eyes curiously looked at the plate of food Leo had 
offered and then to where Leo was still cooking. 


“What... is it?” she asked uncertainly. Leo grinned at her. 


“Chilaquiles!” he said. Vera frowned. “Have you tried it before?” he asked. 
Vera narrowed her eyes. She took a step forward and then hesitated. “My 
mama used to make the best chilaquiles. It’s supposed to be for breakfast, 
but I won’t tell if you don’t,” he winked at her. Reyna watched in 
fascination as Vera took a quick step back. Leo bit his lip. 


“Do you want to take it and go?” he offered and pushed the plate towards 
her. Vera didn’t even wait for him to finish. The plate was gone with her out 
the door in seconds. Leo blinked for a few seconds before nodding. 


“What are you doing?” Reyna asked again, pointedly in English. He 
glanced at her. “Leo, she’s not trying to kill you anymore.” 


“I know that,” Leo said and took his own plate. Reyna stared at him. Leo 
wouldn’t meet her eyes... so she kept looking at him. Finally, he sighed, 
putting his fork down and reaching over to grab her hand. “Yes, mi amor? 
My beautiful tamale? I think you want to say how sexy I look cooking for 
you, right?” he asked. Reyna rolled her eyes. 


“Did you just call me a tamale?” 


“Tt’s to show my truest love for you.” 


“Why are you trying to win Vera over?” Reyna asked him flatly. Leo let go 
of her. “Seriously, she is a monster and-” 


“She’s not a monster.” 


“Leo,” Reyna scolded. He threw up a hand. “She stabbed Hylla - and have 
you heard some of the other stuff she’s apparently done? Nothing we’ve 
heard about her is good. You’re going to cause yourself a lot of pain getting 
involved in any of that.” 


Leo shook his head. Reyna wanted to shake him. How could he not see how 
dangerous she was? Sighing, she went back to her food. After a couple of 
minutes of silence, Leo spoke, voice very quiet. 


“You don’t remember anything from before the bus, right?” Reyna looked 
over at him. She didn’t. The first time she had ever seen Leo Valdez was 
when she woke up on that school trip. Leo took a long breath. “Then you 
don’t know that I’ve been in six foster homes,” he said. Reyna knew she 
wasn’t giving an outward action, but on the inside, her stomach twisted. “I 
ran away from most. Foster care wasn’t really my, uh, vibe,” he said with a 
quirked smile. It flickered. “But I’ve met a lot of kids while there. After a 
while, you get a good feel for them. What kind of hurt they’re going 
through. How to deal with them,” he glanced over his shoulder towards the 
door. “I’ve met Veras before. Granted, most haven’t tried to kill me, but 
still.” 


Reyna chewed her food slowly. She swallowed and said, “empathy won’t 
protect you when she decides she needs someone new to stab.” 


Leo shrugged. 


“Pm not going to defend anything she has done... but everyone here 
assumes the worst in her.” 


“Rightfully so.” 


“Tm still going to hope for the best. Everyone needs at least one person 
who won’t give up on them, right? She doesn’t seem to have one,” he said 


with a shrug. Reyna bit her lip. She didn’t want Leo near her. Whatever sob 
story Vera had - it wasn’t worth Leo’s life. Still, she sensed she would lose 
this argument. It was probably better just to monitor the situation for now. 
She would find a way to get someone to babysit them in case Leo got too 
comfortable. 


Dinner was, admittedly, delicious. Leo - or his endless gadgets - did the 
trick. Reyna was already half-asleep as she left the tent to find Aurum and 
Argentum getting cooed over by some huntresses. 


“Sweet little, Artemis Jr,” one cooed, and Reyna almost threw up her hands. 
She gave them names! Why did nobody like their names? She was about to 
say something when something obscured her vision - grabbing her hands 
and dragging her to the side. 


“Piper?” she asked, a little surprised - and panicked - by her appearance. 
Oh, gods. Were they about to make out or something? Reyna wasn’t ready 
for that. Drew’s words were still in her head - making her doubt everything 
and anything about herself. 


Because Reyna liked Piper. 


And maybe that part wasn’t hard to remember. She did. Piper was funny. 
She was smart. She was someone Reyna liked to be around. The part... the 
part that was harder was the other stuff. The holding hands and wanting to 
kiss her. Which. Reyna did want to do those things. Definitely. Completely. 
It was... Sometimes she forgot. That was all. 


Still, it was hard... because Piper never seemed to forget, and each time she 
saw that Reyna did... well, it made her want to die a little. Reyna didn’t like 
hurting people. Yet, it just felt that was all she could do with her sometimes. 


“Can you help me with something?” Piper asked. She looked nervous - 
going back and forth on her feet. Reyna gave one short nod. It didn’t seem 
to alleviate the nervousness, so she smiled. Piper’s shoulders relaxed 
slightly. She grabbed Reyna’s hand and led her to the tent she was sleeping 
in. 


“What’s this?” Reyna asked, trying not to feel panicked at the spread in 
front of her. Oils and - did she forget something? Was this a celebration? 
Sage was burning, and... oh, gods, what did Reyna forget? Piper sat down. 


“I’m going to try and grow my hair out.” 


Reyna blinked. Huh. Out of all the things she had expected Piper to say... it 
was not that. Perhaps she sensed the confusion because Piper laughed, head 
tipping back so that all the nervousness was erased. 


“Sorry, that probably sounds weird without context,” she said and patted the 
ground beside her. Reyna slowly sat down. “It’s something me and my 
Grandpa Tom used to do,” she explained, voice softening at the name. “He 
had long hair - mine used to be, too,” she said, tugging at the choppy 
strands. “It’s... a family thing. Well, Native American thing,” she corrected. 
Reyna nodded and crossed her legs as Piper seemed to search for the words. 
“Grandpa Tom used to tell me... our hair is like an extension of ourselves,” 
she said slowly. “You’re supposed to grow with your hair. It’s all your 
thoughts and feelings and... I don’t know. Your life,” she shrugged. “So 
you’re supposed to take good care of it.” 


Reyna looked at Piper’s massacred layers and nodded slowly. 


“I... see...” she began and then tried to find the nicest way to phrase ‘your 
poor grandfather must be turning in his grave’. The closest she got was, “it 
looks like you cut yours.” 


“Yep,” Piper agreed. “With safety scissors. I kept doing it too.” Her 
expression crumbled for a moment. “My grandfather also said we cut it 
when we’re grieving...” she sighed. “I did it for the first time after he died 
and then... I don’t know. It always felt like there was something to grieve 
after that,” she wrung her hands together. Reyna couldn’t remember her 
being so forthcoming before. Well, Reyna couldn’t remember anything, but 
still. Piper seemed to be forcing herself through the words, fidgeting the 
entire time. “I think... I’ve been frustrated for a long time,” she said, voice 
low. “That- I didn’t get to choose who I was. I was just sort of born into all 
these roles. As Tristan McLean’s daughter. Now as Aphrodite’s. And the 
fact that I had this whole culture that I was expected to understand all by 


myself after my grandpa died...” she sighed and shook her head. “I’ve been 
trying to figure myself out for a long time.” 


“That’s okay,” Reyna told her. Piper’s expression softened. “You can take 
your time with that.” 


Piper smiled wryly. 


“Thank you,” she said quietly and then licked her lips. “But, I’ve been 
thinking about it more and....” She squirmed. Reyna didn’t say anything, 
not wanting to rush her. Whatever this was, it was clearly difficult for her. 
Piper nodded. “I just want to try, I guess. To see if these parts of myself 
make sense with who I want to be. Valentina was saying how, like, makeup 
for her was an artistic thing. And I was thinking... maybe I need to rethink 
some of it. About how this stuff makes sense for me.” She groaned and 
flopped back. “Sorry, this probably all sounds really stupid.” 


“No, it doesn’t.” 
“No?” 
“No,” Reyna said and moved closer. “What do you need me to do?” 


Piper propped herself up on her elbows, looking so utterly relieved that 
Reyna could have hugged her. Kissed her. Yes. Right. That. On the mouth. 


“Well... It’s a social thing, a little. At least for my grandpa and me. I don’t 
know how other people do it,” she admitted and shrugged. “I thought 
maybe you can help me, since...you know... we’re dating...” she gestured 
awkwardly between them. Reyna felt her stomach sink a little. 


“That does make sense,” she said and forced herself to smile. This was 
important. No matter what, Reyna had to get it together. Moving closer, she 
walked on her knees, so she was behind Piper and touched her head. “Are 
you going to try and even out the layers?” she asked. Piper winced. 


“I should. Um, usually, when you cut your hair, you don’t just throw it 
away. You bury it or burn it with sage and stuff... I have not been doing 


that,” she admitted and then tilted her head back so she could see Reyna. 
“But I will this time!” 


All in all, it took three hours. Reyna managed to get most of the hair even 
so it sat at her chin and then helped Piper burn it. The rest of it was much 
less stressful now that Reyna wasn’t worried she would accidentally ruin it. 
Piper walked her through the rest. It really was a social thing - Piper talked 
about her father and grandfather and how she wondered if maybe Cherokee 
legends were true if Roman and Greek ones were. In turn, Reyna told her 
about Circe and the bits of memories she got access to from Mitchell. 


“huh,” Piper said when she had finished. “So, those vials are like magic 
potions?” she asked as Reyna put a few drops of oil in her hands and ran it 
over Piper’s hair. 


“T guess so,” she said and thought back to Leo’s cooking. It was funny to 
imagine herself working to make some magical potion as he continued to 
make chilaquiles. “I don’t know what any of them do, though... or where 
Hylla plays into any of this.” 


Piper bit her lip, tapping her knee thoughtfully. 


“Did you tell Hylla about this?” she asked. Reyna didn’t answer. “You’re 
being a little hard on her, you know,” Piper said. Reyna scowled down at 
her. “I’m serious. You’re not even sure why you’re angry with her-” 


“I never said I was.” 
“You totally are,” Piper chuckled. “She’s your sister, right? You can’t hate 
her forever... at least I hope not,” she added with a grimace. Reyna sighed 


and kissed the top of her head. 


“Uh-huh. Bold words from someone who can’t stand the name Percy 
Jackson.” 


Piper immediately made a face at the name. 


“don’t call me out right now,” she grumbled, and Reyna laughed. The 
sound suddenly brought something else to mind... a drifting memory that 
almost was whisked away as soon as it came. 


“Jason, come on,” her own voice echoed. “Let me just braid it or 
something. Octavian is already determined to cut your hair off as is-” 


“And my head.” 
“Well, there’s nothing we can do about that.” 


Her fingers froze. Piper looked up at her in confusion, but Reyna quickly 
shoved it away. It was fine. Just... just another fractured memory. Her mind 
drifted to the vials in her bag. Would one of them be able to get her memory 
back? She wasn’t sure... Aurum poked his head through the flap of the 
door, curiously sniffing around until he spotted Reyna and trotted over to 
nudge her side and splay across Piper’s lap. 


“Hey, AJ,” she said, and Reyna paused yet again. Piper looked up at her 
with a wince. “...sorry. It’s just catchy. You know, like, Apollo Jr? Because 
he’s gold?” she asked hesitantly. Reyna flicked her head. 


“How could you?” 
“T can explain-” 


Reyna ended up staying the night. Piper was only too eager to have a 
sleepover - finding a chest filled with old DVDs that they could watch as 
she insisted they could make this a ‘fun quest’. Reyna found she didn’t 
mind, though part of her did want to find Hylla and figure out what she was 
planning. Another part of her wanted to track down Frank to figure out how 
the grandmother thing would work. Another part of her want to - 


Well, either way, she stayed with Piper. The next morning she woke with 
sun streaming through the tent and Piper asleep on her shoulder. Gently, she 
extracted herself from her grip and silently made her way out the front of 
the tent. Piper sighed a little in her sleep but remained undisturbed as Reyna 
snuck out. 


“Ayyyyy!” Leo called almost immediately. “There she is! How’s the walk 
of shame treating you?” he asked as he cooked something over a fire. 
“Quiero cogerte, Piper,” he mimicked her, putting a hand to his forehead. 
Reyna gagged. 


“You’re so crass,” she told him, hitting his head as she passed. Calypso was 
back, talking to Frank with various nods as Vera watched Leo’s progress 
near the fire with interest. He caught her looking as she quickly narrowed 
her eyes, scowling as she yanked bitterly at the chains. “...Leo,” Reyna 
warned quietly, but Leo already put some food on a plate and wordlessly 
put it in front of her before walking back. “Calypso can feed her fine. She’s 
a titanness.” 


“And I have a nice butt. What of it?” he asked. Lord. Reyna sighed. She 
turned to see Drew brushing her hair by a pond that Reyna hadn’t noticed 
last night. She was humming to herself, bringing out a small bag and 
leaning towards the water to put on some lipstick. Hesitantly, Reyna walked 
over. 


“Sounds like you had fun last night,” Drew said without looking up. Reyna 
bristled. 


“We just watched a movie.” 


Drew hummed. Reyna inwardly groaned. What was she doing here? Before 
she could pull it together and find someone productive to talk to, she sat 
down. Drew glanced at her - just as surprised as Reyna, apparently. 


“can I help you?” Drew asked, raising a brow. 
“What’s wrong with me?” 

Drew blinked. 

“What are-” 


“Piper is amazing. I think she’s great. Why don’t I like her in the way I’m 
supposed to?” Reyna asked flatly. Drew slowly put down her makeup. “You 


saw something on my hand - I know that you have an answer. What is it?” 
she asked, voice rising a bit in frustration. “What am I doing wrong?” 


Drew looked at her for a moment before turning to face her fully. 


“Supposed to,” Drew said curiously. Reyna scowled at the ground in front 
of her. “That’s a strange way to put it. Why are you supposed to like her?” 
she asked. Reyna inwardly rolled her eyes. 


“She’s-” 


“This is not about her,” Drew cut in, and Reyna snapped her mouth shut. 
“Usually, when people say they’re supposed to like someone, it is talking 
about boys... or boys say that about girls. Because you’re supposed to get 
married and have kids and continue on the noble lineage or whatever,” she 
said and scoffed. “Only... you are dating a girl. So...?” she held up a hand. 
“What is the societal benefit you’re looking for here?” 


“I... well, I mean,” Reyna stumbled and felt a stab of defensiveness. 
“There’s nothing wrong with liking a girl.” She paused. “Do you think I like 
boys?” Somehow that seemed equally perplexing. Drew laughed. 


“Reyna, look, there’s....” she paused. “You know, I’ve never had to do this 
before.” 


“Do what?” 


“Explain it to someone else like this. I’ve always had to explain how it 
works for me. I don’t think it works the same way for you...” she mused. 
Reyna tilted her head. She didn’t understand that comment at all. Perhaps 
Drew realized this because she smiled and grabbed Reyna’s hand. “Okay. 
Let me try again,” she said, a little more confident this time. “I don’t want 
to fall in love.” 


Oh. Reyna blinked. 


“I thought I did. I really, really tried to a few times, but.... No. No interest,” 
she said with a slight shrug. “I don’t want to have sex either. I mean, it 


seems... fine, I guess. I don’t know. I think if I tried, I could do it, but I 
don’t think I would like it,” she said. Reyna made a face. If she was 
completely honest with herself... the mere idea of it made her a little 
grossed out. “Either way, I just don’t hold any interest in that stuff. I 
think...” she said slowly and tapped her finger on Reyna’s palm. “You are 
in a similar position.” 


Huh. Reyna pursed her lips. 


She wanted to deny it - a defense on the tip of her tongue - but something 
about Drew being in the same boat relaxed her. It wasn’t something unheard 
of. A small weight lifted off of her. 


“But... not the same?” she asked, reiterating Drew’s earlier point. She 
smiled weakly. 


“Let me put it this way - my older sister has liked boys her entire life. 
Except, she told me recently she liked a girl. Whatever. She was very open 
about it, though none of us know who the girl is...” she rolled her eyes, and 
Reyna got the feeling Drew had already guessed the identity. “And then you 
have someone like my brother who pretty much likes boys and girls 
equally,” she shrugged. “Similar, but not quite the same. As it should be. 
Everyone works a little differently.” 


Reyna bit her lip. 


“okay,” she agreed slowly. Drew smiled. It was probably the most 
genuine one she had seen on her. “So... I don’t... I mean, I like Piper-” she 
tried inside, and Drew sighed. 


“I know. But do you like her romantically?” she asked. Reyna winced. 
“Sexually?” she tried. Ugh. “That’s fine, Reyna. Look around you. There 
are plenty of people like that here,” she said with a nod towards the hunt. 
Reyna’s eyes flicked to the girls all gathering their stuff. “Not all of them 
feel that way, but there are plenty that do. It’s nice to have a big group of 
similar people like that,” she tacked on a little thoughtfully. 


“Why didn’t you join them?” Reyna asked. “If you're the same..?” Drew 
laughed. 


“Because I am not a huntress. I’m great with a crossbow, but... no,” she 
said and let go of Reyna to lean back on her elbows. “Besides, I don’t want 
to be able to just exist in one pocket of the world. I like that there’s a group 
of people like me out there, but... I don’t know. My cabin is also a group of 
people like me, just in a different way. I have lots of groups I belong to. I 
don’t have to be with them all the time. I exist wherever I want.” 


Reyna’s mouth felt a little dry. Sighing, she brought her hand to her chest. 
“And if I want to fall in love?” 
Drew picked up some lipstick. 


“T think you can. My palm reading isn’t the best, but I think if you really 
connect and know someone well enough, it’s possible,” she said. Well... 
that was kind of nice. “I think... oh, I know this one....Demi?” 


Reyna laughed. 
“I am a demigod, yes.” 
“No, demiromantic.” 


“Demiro- what?” Reyna asked, a little amused. “That’s the word for it?” she 
asked. Huh. Figures she would be two demis in one life. “What’s the other 
thing called? The sex part?” 


“Asexual. I did not see any potential for you there. You seemed... very, 
very disinterested,’ Drew snorted. Could anyone blame Reyna, though? 
During that school bus trip, someone in front of her had snuck porn on their 
phone, and it looked downright awful. In fairness, a snickering Piper had 
mentioned that real sex didn’t look like that (a Hollywood producer said it 
never did in movies), but still. Gross. 


“You said you weren’t?” Reyna wasn’t sure why she kept pressing the same 
questions over and over again. She just needed to be sure. Drew popped her 


lips out. 


“Eh. It isn’t gross to me. Like, whatever, I guess. If I wanted to try it, Pm 
sure I could. I would just rather go shopping.” 


Reyna relaxed. This was going better than she thought. There was only one 
question still looming over her. 


“So... nothing is wrong with me?” she asked. Drew shook her head. 


“Not according to my mother, and my mother is kind of the know-all of 
love, so...” she shrugged, looking a little pleased with herself. Reyna didn’t 
care too much about Aphrodite’s stamp of approval, but, well, she’d still 
take it. “But you have to tell Piper eventually. Not the demi or asexual thing 
if you don’t want to, but... it isn’t fair to her. She really likes you - or at 
least thinks she does,” Drew said with a shake of her head. “Whoever put 
those memories in her head is messed up.” 


“I thought you didn’t like Piper.” 


“T really, really don’t. But I do have a conscience,” Drew said and stood. 
“Don’t tell her I said that.” 


Reyna chuckled. Right. She got up, looking over her shoulder towards 
camp. Hylla was out. She should talk to her. 


“Thank you,” she said, voice softening. Drew tossed her hair over her 
shoulder. “This was... helpful.” 


Drew beamed. 


“Its what children of Aphrodite do,” she said, jutting out her chin. “Good 
ones, anyway,” she added with a slight glare towards Piper’s tent. At 
Reyna’s scowl, she held up her hands. “I’m sure she’s great deep down.” 


“She’s great all around,” Reyna insisted and started off towards Hylla. 
“Thank you!” she called again - then turned around and sprinted back to 
hug her. Drew yelped. 


“The fuck is wrong with you-?” Drew muttered but hugged her back. “Do 
something about your hands. They are so dry. Get lotion,” she added under 
her breath. Reyna ignored that as she whipped around to where Hylla was 
speaking to Bianca. 


“Good morning,” she greeted. Hylla nodded at her once and then turned to 
Bianca. “How are we getting to California?” she asked - for probably the 
thousandth time. Bianca paused in yelling orders over her shoulder to give a 
weak smile. 


“Don’t worry. Watch,” she said and stepped back, pulling out a drachma. 
“Stéthi, Ô hárma diabolés!" she yelled and dropped the drachma. Reyna 
watched it sink into the ground. A moment came by where nothing 
happened. Hylla and her both looked up at where Bianca awkwardly 
smiled. 


“sorry, they usually only operate in New York,” she began but was cut off 
by a car swerving through the trees, spraying up dirt everywhere. It looked 
as if it was made of gray smoke - making Reyna think Bianca had 
summoned them a ghost car. 


“THIS IS NOT NEW YORK!” A woman’s voice screeched. “We only work 
in New York! How hard is that to remember?” she hissed while two others 
gave similar wails of despair. Okay... Bianca tapped the window and 
started speaking lowly to what looked to be three old women in a car. 


“we are not going to fit in that,” Reyna murmured to Hylla, who pursed 
her lips. 


“Bianca knows what she’s doing,” she said simply. Reyna wasn’t sure she 
agreed. Why were they trusting her again? She had apparently lied to them 
about this Roman Camp. Who else knew what she was hiding? 


Before Reyna could point this out, the taxi expanded - forming a small bus. 
Hylla’s brows raised as Bianca stepped away. 


“Okay! These are the Gray Sisters,” she introduced as the three women 
mumbled to themselves. “They have very generously made an exception to 


their usual practices and will bring us to California,” she said and handed 
the women what looked to be handfuls of jewels. That wasn’t what 
concerned Reyna, though. The concern was the one eye and tooth between 
the three of them. 


“Are we sure about this?” Reyna murmured to Hylla. 


“Of course,” Hylla said, but Reyna didn’t think she looked too thrilled 
either. “Just make sure you wear your seatbelt - MALCOLM!” she snapped, 
looking over her shoulder. Reyna turned to see Malcolm stumble back from 
where he had been sparring with a hunter. “I brought you because you 
assured me you could fight. What is that form?” she asked him. Malcolm 
spluttered. “Figure out how to use that spear, or else I’m not letting you on 
this bus with us,” she snapped and turned away. 


“But I won!” 


“Okay, and? You can win and still have awful form,” Hylla told him loftily. 
“Honestly,” she added under her breath. “He’s almost as bad as you.” 


Reyna tried not to sneer at her. It felt like Hylla was purposely trying to get 
a rise out of her at this point. The joke was on her, though. Reyna was 
composed. She was mature. She was- 


“LEO!” she shouted and held out her hands. “Put the chainsaw down - and 
where did you get a chainsaw?” she tacked on, marching towards the 
disasters that some godly deity decided to pair her with. Piper was packing, 
humming as she beamed at one of the huntresses gifting her some of the 
tents they had used last night. Drew approached, watching the interaction 
carefully. 


“Yes?” Piper asked a little defensively when she caught Drew watching. 
Drew only twirled her fork on the plate of food Leo had made, eyes trailing 
over Piper for a moment. 


“Your hair doesn’t look terrible,” she said and then went back to her 
breakfast. Piper rolled her eyes, but there was a small smile as she touched 
her newly cut hair. Reyna smiled a little to herself. 


“Good luck!” one girl told Piper when she gathered her things. “Tell your 
brother we said hi when you find him,” she tacked on. Piper paused. 


“You know... Percy?” she asked. The hunters all nodded. 
“Oh, yeah.” 

“For sure.” 

“He was friends with our last lieutenant and then Bianca.” 
“He helped rescue Lady Artemis!” 


“I thought you didn’t like boys all that much,” Piper sighed and grabbed her 
bag. “Come on,” she muttered to herself. “Freaking everywhere, that boy... 
Percy Jackson,” she mimicked under her breath. “...gonna kick his ass 
when I meet him,” she grumbled. Reyna tried not to laugh at her antics. 


“Hurry,” she called instead. “We’re leaving! Aurum! Argentum!” 
The hunters all cooed. 

“Bye, Fido!” 

“Be a good boy, Whitney!” 


“Is she taking Luna and Puma with her?” someone else called. Dios mio. 
Scowling, she patted her dogs’ heads as they came sprinting towards her, 
wagging their tails. Bianca had walked over, giving one girl what looked to 
be orders before moving back towards the bus. Hm. It seemed as if she was 
still tagging along. That seemed important to note as she approached the 
bus herself. The inside was surprisingly nice - reminding her of a limo with 
a higher roof and more space. In fact, it was more like an RV with furniture 
and even a small stove. 


“Ts everyone here?” Hylla asked, counting. Malcolm was on the steps of the 
bus, glowering. “Can you use that thing?” she asked him specifically. 
Thunder rolled irritably outside. Reyna’s eyes moved to find Vera, but she 
wasn’t arguing with Calypso. She was just... sitting on the bus, asleep 


against the window. Curiously, Reyna moved to where Calypso was 
embroidering something. 


“How are things going?” Reyna asked, sitting across from her. Calypso 
looked up with a sigh. 


“She’s tried to escape four times, almost stabbed two hunters, has tried to 
kill Frank once, and spends most of her time trying to figure out how to get 
the handcuffs off,” Calypso said dryly. She stopped her sewing to grab an 
olive from a bowl next to her and pop it in her mouth. “I’m doing great.” 


Reyna almost replied, but Vera gave a shuddering breath, eyes fluttering 
open and closed again. Leo peered over from where he and Piper had been 
playing that game where you tried to slap the other person’s hand. His 
distraction earned him a sharp smack from Piper - not that he seemed to 
notice. 


“What’s happening to her?” he asked, staring over at where Vera jerked in 
her sleep. He turned to Calypso. “Aren’t you ultra-powerful? If she’s having 
nightmares-” 


“I’ve tried,” Calypso cut in. “They aren’t dreams. From what I can tell, 
they’re messages from the Fates. Showing her things. I can’t overrule 
them,” she sighed. Vera turned again, repeating something under her breath. 
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“Listen... listen... please... listen... 
Whatever. 


she murmured. Reyna shrugged. 


“The most I can do is this,” Calypso told them as she pressed her arm. 
Suddenly, a sound surrounded them. 


“VERA!” a girl screamed, backing up from a boy who was holding a huge 
scythe looming over her. The form flickered. “...stop... Hugo...please....” 
Calypso waved her hand, and the vision disappeared. Leo looked sick. 


“Is that what she’s seeing?” he asked. Calypso nodded. “Why are they 
doing that to her?” he asked. Malcolm snorted, apparently now allowed on 
the bus. 


“Because she’s awful,” he said darkly. Leo pursed his lips. 


The bus revved once and burst forward. No warning. No, ‘hey, we’re 
leaving now’ or ‘I’m about to blast this thing into full gear’. No. It just 
went, throwing everyone back with a scream. Frank slammed into the back 
of the bus with a yelp - the mug in his hand suddenly turning into an 
impressive hammer. Drew gasped as her hair blew out of place while Leo 
and Piper both raised their hands like they were on a roller coaster, giving 
delighted peals of laughter. Reyna ended up being thrown past Vera and 
Calypso to where Malcolm was cursing, and Hylla had rolled her eyes and 
shoved Reyna into the seat next to her. 


“Seatbelt,” she muttered and buckled her in like she was five. Reyna 
slapped her hand away. Bianca was hanging onto the seats the Gray Sisters 
were currently arguing in from the front. 


“Left, you fool!” 
“Give me the eye!” 
“-left last time. It’s definitely a right!” 


“Absolutely not-” 


“-why we stay in New York, little girl!” 

They were going to die. Reyna clutched her bag to her chest, cursing 
inwardly. One of them slammed on the breaks, and Reyna jerked forward, 
hitting her head for a moment on the seat in front of her. 


“We have to go,” a voice echoed. What? She blinked, and suddenly she was 
in a small room, watching in the corner as a girl poured gummies into a 
cage. “Come on, Luke. Which one are you?” she muttered. Reyna stared. 
Was that...? Was that Silena Beauregard? A much younger Silena, yes. She 
only looked fourteen here. Reyna looked around. She was back in that place 
in her memories - the spa - with Silena glancing nervously over her 
shoulder as guinea pigs popped into people like popcorn. 


“Silena?” a blonde boy asked, looking bewildered. “How-?” 


“T came after Percy,” Silena said, quickly helping him up. A few dazed 
pirates were looking around, but nobody paid them any mind. Especially 
not after Silena took one look at them and gave a sharp sit down, to which 
they all listened. “I just fought Circe. She’ll be coming back soon, but I 
need to go. Can you get back to your ship alright?” she asked. The blonde 
boy - Luke apparently - nodded blankly. 


“How did you know I was here?” he asked. Silena hesitated. 


“The receptionist told me. Her name was Hylla?” she asked, and Reyna’s 
eyes widened. “I don’t have time to ask how you were caught and why one 
of Circe’s little lackeys decided to help you. I need to go. Percy and 
Annabeth are in the other room, and they still want to find Grover on 
Polyphemus’ island,” she said and patted his cheek. “Be safe, okay?” 


She dashed away before he could respond. Luke ran a hand over his face, 
looking around at the pirates, who were slowly coming to their senses 
before also disappearing. 


Reyna was alone. 


She took a step back - away from where the pirates were starting to rise. 
Circe was gone? Where? How...? She backed up again right into- 


“Hylla?” 


And she was back on the bus. It was noon. Somehow. Where even were 
they? She supposed it didn’t matter as she rubbed her forehead. Malcolm 
was still nudging Hylla awake, lightly poking at her arm until her eyes 
flickered open. 


“Hm?” she asked and looked around. Reyna just stared at her. Was this why 
she felt that jab of pain when she looked at her? Hylla had been the one to 
let Silena ruin their home? Reyna wasn’t sure of the details, but those 
pirates did not look nice. Her skin prickled as she glanced towards Drew - 


almost a little betrayed. It certainly wasn’t Drew’s fault, but.... She shook 
the feeling away. 


She needed to pull it together. 


“Tm going for a walk,” she said before anyone could stop her. She just 
needed a few minutes to clear her head and make sense of it all. Darting out 
of the bus, she ignored Piper’s concerned call after her. They were near a 
highway - bustling cars zipping down where they had pulled off by a gas 
station. Reyna wasn’t sure why they had stopped. They had food and a 
bathroom on the bus, but she was grateful for the semi-fresh air anyways. 
Moving towards the curb next to the dingy road sign, she sat down and tried 
to focus on breathing. 


“Are you hurt?” 
Ugh. 


“No,” Reyna asked without looking up. Hylla sat down in front of her on 
the asphalt. Slowly, she looked up and met her eyes. “I’m remembering 
things,” she said quietly. Hylla said nothing. “I... we were on this... island. 
Circe’s Island. And she taught us magic, I think.” Hylla’s eyes closed for a 
moment. “Do you remember anything?” 


She sounded so much younger than she wanted to. Hylla wrung her hands 
together. 


“Yes,” she began cautiously. “I remember... a house,” she began and 
touched a scar on her temple. The mere word sent shivers up Reyna’s spine. 
Maybe not the word, but the way she said it. “And you were there. I told 
you we were playing hide-and-seek, but we would both hide.” 


“Hide from what?” 


A strange look crossed over Hylla’s face, and she reached out to tuck a 
strand of hair behind Reyna’s ear. 


“T’m not entirely sure,” she said slowly, but that was a lie. Hylla’s face was 
too guarded. Not knowing what else to say, she got up. Perhaps they 
weren’t ready for whatever this conversation was meant to be. Wordlessly, 
she swept by her towards the bus. Everyone else had filed out - stretching 
their legs or (in Frank’s case) trying to figure out how to shapeshift while 
Piper attempted to figure out her charmspeaking powers with him. It led to 
Piper trying to charmspeak him into turning into a lobster, meaning it was 
only Leo on the bus who was, once again, cooking. 


"Sé por qué estas haciendo esto," she greeted. Leo said nothing. “It’s like 
trying to win over a dog,” she said and heard a soft yip as Aurum almost 
seemed to complain at the analogy as he looked up from the back of the 
bus. Reyna smiled at him. “Or cat,” she amended. 


“I don’t know what you mean,” he said and flipped a patty on the stove. 
There was the sound of a door opening, and Leo smiled a little to himself. 
“Hello, Vera,” he greeted. Reyna didn’t bother to look over. It was... well, 
Leo would call it progress. Reyna didn’t know what to make of this strange 
predicament they had found themselves in. It appeared Leo’s cooking was 
actually gaining some sort of traction with the demon. Granted, she stole 
the food and left, but it was interesting. “Hamburger?” 


Vera frowned. 


“Hamburger?” she repeated, cautiously stepping into the tiny kitchen space 
the bus provided. Leo nodded and slid one in front of her. Vera stared down. 
“This... doesn’t look like the other food you make,” she said, voice careful. 
When she wasn’t screaming or hissing out insults, she actually had a soft 
voice. Almost like she was trying not to speak too loudly. Leo glanced 
down. 


“You like my mother’s recipes?” he asked, surprised. Vera jerked back. 


“No. I never said I liked them,” she snapped back defensively and got up, 
this time not taking the plate with her. She kicked the door open and went 
back outside. Leo watched her thoughtfully. Then leaned down to grab a 
pan. 


“Leo?” 
“I’m making tamales. Want one?” 


“You already made lunch,” Reyna pointed out. Leo ignored her and set to 
work. Foolish. Reyna inwardly sighed and went about her meal in silence. 
Leo placed the freshly made tamales on the counter about forty minutes 
later. The smell of spices filled the air - making Reyna rethink whether she 
wanted one. Just as she considered nicking one off the plate, Vera 
reappeared. 


“Hey!” Leo smiled and slid the steam pile of food over. “Want a couple?” 
he asked. There was a long pause. To Reyna’s surprise, Vera actually 
walked over and sat at the small counter by the driver’s seat. If Leo was 
surprised, he didn’t show it. He instead went back to cleaning, which... 
bless his soul. Reyna watched as he started cleaning the counters, only to be 
distracted by the dishes, to which he was distracted by- yeah, this wasn’t 
ending soon. 


“Why did your mother cook this?” Vera asked, tilting her head. Leo 
blinked. This was quite possibly the first attempt at a conversation, but it 
was a bewildering question. 


“_..why?” he repeated, abandoning the rag he had been using to clean off a 
spoon. “Usually because I was hungry,” he said. Vera scowled. “Did you 
not have this type of food in the 1940s?” he asked, bewildered. “There were 
definitely Mexicans. My great-grandfather was around.” 


Vera gaped. 


“This is Mexican food?” she asked. Leo raised an eyebrow. “I’ve never had 
that,” she said, licking her lips. “Evelyn’s grandparents took me to a 
restaurant once, but I think it was Italian,” she said, tucking a strand of hair 
away. She chewed the tamale slowly. “Everything was always segregated. It 
was hard to leave camp with Ruth,” she added and grabbed another one. 
Ruth. How well had Vera known Frank’s grandmother exactly? Leo tilted 
his head. 


“Right. Racism,” he said knowingly. Vera grabbed three more tamales. 
“What kind of food did your mom make then?” he asked. Vera froze. Reyna 
wasn’t sure what was so upsetting about the question, but something in her 
eyes shut down instantly. It looked like she might just leave again, but Leo 
must have sensed the slip up because he backtracked. 


“I mean, in general. What kind of food did you eat back then?” he asked. 
Vera bit her lip. 


“I don’t know. Mulligan Stew?” she shrugged. “It was the Great 
Depression. Nobody had food,” she said and pursed her lips. “My mother 
used to make Jell-O Ice Cream,” she said as if that wasn’t the most 
disgusting sounding thing in the world. Leo looked equally horrified but 
quickly hid it. 


“Oh. What was that like?” 
Vera wrinkled her nose. 


“I... never actually tasted any,” she admitted. Reyna was a little confused 
by that, but Leo’s brows pinched together with concern. “My mother only 
made it for my brother and sister,” she said. A hard note entered her voice. 
“Any food she made was only for them,” she muttered bitterly. Leo nodded 
slowly. Something in his expression wavered. 


“Tt sounded gross anyways.” 
Vera smiled a little. 


“Tt looked gross,” she said, and Leo placed a - when the Hell did this boy 
make tacos? Reyna watched in slight awe as Leo put a second plate on the 
counter like a magical food-making elf. He had really found the one thing 
to lure this girl over to him and went all out. She shook her head as Vera put 
down the tamale to curiously examine the taco next. Leo went to take the 
other plate, but there was a knife slamming into the counter a second later. 
Reyna stood up, but Leo quickly shook his head. 


“It’s okay,” he said and gave Reyna another look. “I shouldn’t have just 
tried to take it-” 


“Put the knife away,” Reyna began but was cut off by the weapon 
disappearing from Vera’s hand altogether. Vera scowled. “Oh. Uh, thanks, 
Calypso,” Reyna called uncertainly. Leo slowly retracted his hand, pushing 
the plate of food back towards Vera. 


“Try it,” he encouraged with a nod towards the food. 


“Leo, no eres su chef,” she muttered. Leo only waved the words away. Ugh. 
She went to snap something else out, but Vera interrupted her disgust by 
biting into the taco in such a sinful way that Reyna almost had to leave. Leo 
blinked a few times. 


“You stop that.” Vera went very still. “That is not how you eat a taco-” Leo 
told her, utterly outraged. He took a step forward, and Vera’s hand went 
immediately to her hip. Reyna also moved towards her spear, but Leo only 
reached over and grabbed a different plate of tacos that had probably been 
meant for the others. “Here, I’ll show you. You’re pretty, but not pretty 
enough to get away with eating a taco like that.” 


Vera watched him suspiciously. 


“See-?” Leo began, but the door opened to reveal Piper bounding in, and 
Vera was gone. Leo stared after her - looking torn between pleased at the 
development and disappointed she had left with her bad taco-eating 
etiquette. Piper gasped. 


“You made hamburgers and tacos? Leo, let us cook next time,” she said, 
shoving him out of the way. Reyna gave him a look. 


“Yeah, Leo. Let us cook next time,” she said dryly. He flipped her off. 


“Bueno, esta funcionando ¿No?” he muttered. Reyna pursed her lips. She 
couldn’t deny that. It was working. Piper licked her lips, practically inhaling 
the food as she happily chatted away her progress with charmspeaking. 
Apparently, she had made toads hop on command, which she wasn’t sure 


was progress because she also might have scared them with her yelling, but 
she was counting it as a win. 


“Try it on us,” Leo suggested after a few minutes of her prattling on. Leo 
had been talking too - distracted by a piece of wiring in the ceiling that he 
had decided to climb up and narrate so that he and Piper were a chaos of 
two different conversations that were somehow listening to one another. 
Piper swallowed her- wait. 


“Aren’t you vegetarian?” Reyna asked, horrified. Piper licked her lips. 
“Leo made veggie patties,” she said. Reyna looked up at Leo. 


“What?” he asked. “Cooking and mechanics aren’t too different. Besides, I 
used to cook for my foster siblings when I needed to,” he said and yelped 
when a spark flew. “Don’t you try to kill me now, beautiful,” he told the RV. 
Reyna rolled her eyes. 


“Leo. Take a nap,” Piper tried. Leo pretended to fall asleep and stuck his 
tongue out at her. “Leo,” she began more forcefully. “Do the worm.” 


“Do you think if you ordered me to do the worm with charmspeak that I 
could?” 


“T don’t know! That’s what I’m trying to find out!” 

“Tell me to fly!” 

“Leo! Fly!” 

“Tt isn’t working-” 

“Tm trying my best!” 

Reyna snorted as Piper continued her attempts to make Leo do impossible 


things via charmspeak. Everyone was piling back on the bus now - grabbing 
some food Leo had made as Frank sniffed a little. 


“What’s wrong?” Malcolm asked him, and Frank wordlessly held up a 
lobster hand. Everyone yelped. 


“I can’t change it back,” he said miserably. Hylla patted his arm. 


“Well, perhaps we can use it the next time Leo cooks,” she said, and Frank 
made a choking sound as Reyna hit her arm. “Joking, joking,” she mused. 
Piper shook her head and grabbed Frank’s good hand, leading him to the 
back of the bus. 


“Move over,” she ordered Bianca - who Reyna had honestly forgotten 
about. Had she left? Where did she even go when she wasn’t with them? 
Reyna moved over. Wait. Baffled, she looked around. Bianca had moved 
over. So did Malcolm. And Leo. And Hylla. 


What? 


Drew shut the door, slipping into a seat as Piper remained oblivious to her 
charmspeaking success. 


“Hey, I - hey,” Drew said when Reyna yanked her down into the seat next 
to her. There was a mixture of betrayal and hurt in her chest that rose so 
suddenly that it felt as though someone had punched her in the throat. “I 
know you’re excited to see me, but-” 


“Piper’s charmspeak just worked on me,” Reyna whispered. Drew gave her 
a very condescending ‘okay’ sort of look. “Why did that work on me?” she 
demanded, voice lowering. “I- I mean, you said...” she trailed off. There 
had been a sense of clarity after her and Drew’s talk. She felt a little 
relieved to know what was happening, and everything just felt comfortable. 
Now - literally on the same day - things were shaky again. “You lied to 
me,” Reyna said shortly. 


“T did not.” 


“Then why did-?” Reyna began, and Drew placed her crossbow to the 
ground of the bus. 


“You are not an easygoing person, are you?” she muttered. Reyna narrowed 
her eyes. “Look, here’s the deal. I am the best charmspeaker in my family. 
Even better than Silena,” she said. Reyna threw up her hands. Was that 
supposed to make her feel better? Drew ignored the sass. “Do you know 
why?” Drew asked. Reyna only glared in return. “I’m the only person who 
truly understands how it works.” 


.. Interesting. 
“Go on,” Reyna said stiffly. Drew scoffed. 


“There are rules they teach you about charmspeak. It doesn’t work if the 
person has a strong will to fight against it, it doesn’t work as well if the 
other person knows about it, and it is less effective if the person isn’t 
attracted to you,” she listed off. “So, in theory, if the person has a weak- 
will, then you can charmspeak your own family who has no romantic 
interest in you.” 


“Are you saying I’m weak-willed?” 


“Oh my gods, let me finish, you disaster,” Drew huffed, holding up her 
hands. “There is another layer that I’ve discovered. It doesn’t have to be 
attraction.” 


Reyna pursed her lips. 
“Meaning...?” 


“Think about it. Charmspeak is about trying to please someone. When 
you’re attracted to someone, you do whatever they want because you want 
their approval. That’s the basis of how it works. The truth is that any sort of 
love will do. It worked on you because you care about Piper, and you want 
to please her. Not because you want to tear off her clothes have mediocre 
sex.” Reyna gave her a look. “What? She seems like someone who is going 
to have mediocre sex one day.” 


Reyna should be scolding that comment but was too relieved to really think 
of something to say. Breathing deeply, she leaned back against the seat. The 


Gray Sisters were arguing again - almost hitting several pedestrians and 
driving them off a small plateau. Leo and Piper giggled maniacally as the 
others screamed - par Hylla who was reading a magazine. 


“_.oh,” Reyna finally said when they were back on the main road. “Okay. I 
feel... better about that,” she decided. Drew shook her head. 


“Tt takes a while, but you have to remind yourself that this isn’t a life or 
death thing. It’s fine if you don’t know what’s going on, but give your 
feelings time to catch up with your mind... and please lotion your hands,” 
she added, bringing out a small bottle of lotion from her pocket and handing 
it to her. Reyna scoffed. 


“Tt’ ll make my spear slippery.” 


“Reyna, my not-so-sweet sweetheart, that is what leather gloves are for,” 
she said, holding up a hand to show fingerless leather gloves on her hands. 
“Don’t make excuses. Your hands feel like the Sahara, and it’s going to give 
me a panic attack,” she told her. Reyna tried not to smile but took the lotion. 
“Honestly. Ridiculous girl,” Drew grumbled. She went to respond but was 
silenced by noticing Piper’s eyes fixed on them - a slight frown touching 
her lips as she looked between Drew and Reyna. Oh. That wasn’t good. 


“I should get back over there,” she said. Drew glanced over at Piper and 
gave a feral grin. 


“You haven’t told her?” she asked, and Reyna winced. There hadn’t been 
time. “That’s fine. Just know that when she sees us together that she’s going 
to think I’m stealing you from her,” she said and brushed her fingers over 
Reyna’s wrist when she got up. “Which I totally could if you and I had an 
interest in that sort of thing. You would not be able to resist me,” she 
whispered with a wink. 


“You’re terrible.” 


“Nonsense. Everyone likes me,” she said, making a kissy face at her. “See 
you around, hot stuff,” she said, and Reyna considered decking her. Leo 
perked up. 


“Someone called me?” he asked. Piper whirled around and bitterly hit his 
shoulder. “Ow- you’re so mean,” he whined, and it was then that Reyna 
noticed he was brushing out Piper’s hair. She tried to hide her smile. “Stay 
still. There’s a knot here-” 


“Be careful,” Piper warned. “Otherwise, I’m not letting you help again,” 
she said. Leo huffed as Frank leaned over his seat to watch with curiosity. 


“I want to try-” 


“No, this is me and Piper’s thing,” Leo told him and very gently ran a comb 
through. “It’s our time to sit and gossip. For example, did you know Frank 
has a grandmother?” Leo asked in a conspiratorial whisper. Frank rolled his 
eyes. “I hear she’s hot.” 


“She was,” Vera said from the backseat. 

“Dude, what?” 

“Frank, this isn’t about you. Go away.” 

“You can help me tomorrow, Frank,” Piper said, a little shyly. “If you want. 
I can also do it myself. It isn’t a big deal. Just something I’m trying,” she 
added, turning a shade or two darker. Frank brightened. 

“I want to!” 

“Can I?” Malcolm asked. Piper frowned at him. 

“I don’t know you like that,” she said, and Leo snorted. “...sorry.” 

“Brutal.” 

“Absolutely demolished.” 


“She doesn’t let plebeian Athena kids touch her hair, Malcolm.” 


“My mother is literally Olympus’ ruler,” Malcolm pouted. Piper only shot 
him an apologetic look as Leo attempted to start braiding Piper’s hair, nose 


wrinkled in concentration. It was probably too short, but he was giving it a 
valiant attempt. 


“Maybe when we’re better friends if you want to,” Piper told Malcolm and 
then frowned. “Why do you guys want to?” she asked curiously. Leo 
clicked his tongue, still focusing on trying to catch one strand of hair into 
the braid as Reyna wordlessly joined them. 


“Because you asked,” he said simply. Piper bit her lip. “And you seem to 
enjoy it.” 


“Also, you talk more,” Frank noted. “I heard you and Reyna last night. It 
sounded fun,” he said. Piper looked somewhat pleased by this development 
as she smiled at Reyna, though her eyes flicked to where Drew was now 
reapplying her sunscreen. Maybe she should send Leo and Frank away so 
they could talk. 


Then the bus stopped. 


“Deino?” Hylla called, looking up from her magazine, but the Gray Sisters 
were gone. “Pemphredo?” she tried. Nothing. “Where-?” she began, but the 
bus shuddered, then disappeared in a puff of smoke, leaving them all hitting 
the ground hard. “What is this?” Hylla muttered as she looked around. They 
were in a desert of some sort - possibly someplace like Nevada? It was far 
from where they started but based on the Gray Sisters’ driving... well, she 
could see it. 


“Hello, Hylla.” 


Reyna jerked her head up. Now that the mist from the bus had cleared, she 
could see a woman standing in the wind with long, silver hair pinned back. 
Flanking her were several girls Reyna felt were a bit familiar, but she 
couldn’t place them. Hylla jutted out her chin, yanking Leo back, so he was 
out of reach of the stranger. 


“Tm afraid I don’t recognize you,” she greeted, and the woman smiled. 
Despite being older, she looked just as fit as the rest of them, with her body 


riddled with scars. Several tattoos covered chunks of them, though her 
armor cut them off. Hylla tilted her head. 


“My name is Otrera,” the woman greeted. “Queen of the Amazons.” 
Hylla laughed. 


“I see,” she said and looked over Otrera’s shoulder. “And... these are your 
Amazons?” she asked. The girls each shifted. “Is that right, Doris?” she 
asked, and there was a sharp whisper. Reyna whipped around. What? Did 
she know these people? She remembered them? 


“I-” Doris began, looking shocked. “My lady-” 


“T have no interest in hearing a traitor’s words,” Hylla dismissed before she 
could even finish. Reyna stared. “I leave you for how long, and you decide 
to defect? To a queen long dead?” she asked, gesturing to Otrera, who 
bristled. 


“I was told your memory was gone,” Otrera hissed. Hylla stepped closer, 
pulling her sword out of her scabbard as she lifted the tip of it to point 
outwards. 


“T am a daughter of Bellona,” she said lowly. Reyna’s breath caught. “A 
descendant from a long line of villains and heroes. A sorceress trained by 
Circe herself. I am the Queen of the Amazons. The sister of Camp Jupiter’s 
rightful praetor. And you think I would forget myself as if I am not part of 
every living thing in this world?” she asked, jutting out her chin. Reyna let 
out a shaky breath. 


Traitor. She had known. She had remembered? This whole time? And she 
just... said nothing ? 


Otrera’s fingers twitched. 


“Juno took me,” Hylla continued, voice sharp and commanding. “And she 
tried to wipe my mind, but my magic and my mother’s will held strong. So 


if you think you can come here and steal my Amazons and kill me,” Hylla 
yanked out a second blade. “Think again.” 


If they lived through this... Reyna was going to kill her. 


One of the Amazons launched forward, and the fight began. Another 
Amazon paused in her attack as she approached Frank - utterly bewildered. 


“Do you have a lobster claw?” she asked as Frank brought out a sword 
with his human hand. 


“T’m still figuring out my powers, okay?” he grumbled and snapped it at 
her. The girl gave a horrified yelp. “That felt unnecessarily rude,” he tacked 
on. Reyna tried to focus, bringing out her weapons and shield with 
practiced ease, but part of her was too shaken by Hylla’s words. Bellona 
had protected her? Hylla’s magic protected her? What did that mean for 
Reyna? Was she too weak? Not worthy enough for her memories? Why was 
Hylla chosen? 


She feinted an Amazon and kicked out to knock her feet from under her. 
Hylla was battling Otrera - a flurry of spins and hits as Reyna ducked under 
an incoming strike from someone behind her. 


“You were caught off-guard,” a voice said. Reyna rolled on the ground, 
surprised to find Circe looming over her. “But don’t give up on yourself 
now. Fight.” 


Reyna was fighting. She whirled her feet around from where she was lying 
on her back, latching her thighs around another Amazon’s waist and 
flipping them so Reyna could pin her down. Circe remained unimpressed. 


“You are your mother’s daughter,” she said, and Reyna stabbed down, 
plunging her spear into her chest. “Darling, your fighting is effective, but 
there are more of them than there are of you,” she said. Frowning, Reyna 
looked up. Was that true? 


“mierda,” she breathed out as more girls appeared. “AURUM! 
ARGENTUM!” she shouted and ripped her spear out. “Defend!” 


The dogs shot out from nowhere, keeping by Reyna as they struck anyone 
who tried to get close. Reyna looked around. Where...? Piper and Leo. 
They had barely trained and- 


“Aurum!” she yelled, and the dog spun and knocked an Amazon away from 
Piper as Leo backed up, looking desperately around as he was cornered by a 
girl with dual blades. “Fire!” she shouted. Leo met her eyes. “Leo! Fire!” 
she tried to remind him. He didn’t even raise his hands. “Leo!” Reyna 
screamed but was silenced by a spike coming through the girl. Blood spilled 
down the front of her chest as she gaped, shock playing over her features. 
There was an awful squishing sound as the spike was ripped out, and she 
was kicked forward, revealing Vera behind her. Leo stared at her in shock. 


Well... that was something. Where were Calypso and Bianca during all of 
this anyway? She didn’t have time to ponder as she turned to where Frank 
had grabbed a stone on the ground, transforming it into pistol and just flat 
out shot three girls. Good for him. 


“Reyna,” Circe chided. “Hurry, my darling. More are coming.” 


“What do you want me to do?” Reyna asked and thrust her spear forward to 
nick another girl in the leg. Hylla and Otrera were still fighting - a deadly 
dance as Hylla blocked and parried in movements so fast that she couldn’t 
even see her. Then, without any warning, Hylla held out her hand, slicing 
through the air with a hiss between her teeth. Reyna couldn’t make out the 
words, but it was clearly a spell as a bright light shone, cut directly through 
Otrera’s shield. 


“See?” Circe said and stalked around. “She gets it. Come now, darling. I 
taught you to be more than a fighter. You’re a leader. Think.” 


Reyna twirled, yanked her spear to slice clean through another girl as 
Argentum barked and yanked the girl’s arm off. Blood sprayed everywhere. 
Not knowing what else to do outside of continuously fight, Reyna slipped 
her bag off. The vials of potions all sat inside. 


“damnit,” Reyna whispered. There wasn’t any left of the blue she had 
used with the monsters earlier. Circe clicked her tongue. 


“Those are hard to make. I’m not surprised you don’t have any left,” she 
said and gestured to the chaos around them. “Pick something else.” 


“I don’t know what they do!” Reyna said desperately and went through the 
various colors. Circe hummed. Grabbing the one up top, she looked at the 
glittering gold and then a vial of silver. No. Not those. She picked up a pink. 
Not that. 


“Reyna!” Drew shouted. “Duck!” 


Reyna dropped right as an arrow flew over her head. Drew gave a wicked 
grin right as Reyna registered the charmspeak. 


“Aw,” she cooed. “You care.” 


Reyna didn’t have time for this. She rolled over and picked out another vial. 
Purple? Good enough. Working off instinct, she yanked off the top. Did she 
drink it? Throw it in the air like the other one? 


“Reyna,” Circe clicked her tongue. “Do it now.” 
Reyna poured the potion on the ground. 


“Um, die,” she tried. Nothing happened. Circe sighed. “I don’t-” she began 
and picked up her spear to block another hit. “I can’t- stop,” she tried and 
disarmed her opponent. “What word? I don’t know! Die! Stop! Fire! I don’t 
know!” she tried. Circe crossed her arms over her chest. 


“A sorceress should only cast in her own tongue,” she said dryly. What? 
Reyna thought back to the hill with the monsters. Hadn’t she just said the 
word die? Had... hadn’t she? Or was it... had it been in English? She had 
thought it was, but... 


“Alto.” 


Everything stopped. Literally. The world froze. Reyna was left in shock as 
Circe clapped. 


“You only have a few minutes, darling. Hurry,” she said as Reyna 
scrambled up. How...? Not giving herself time to figure it out, she yanked 
Piper’s frozen form away from the group of Amazons around her, putting 
Leo next to her, then Malcolm and shoving Otrera away from Hylla. There 
was a crack, and Reyna caught a hint of movement. She pushed another 
Amazon away from Frank - stabbed the girl trying to sneak up behind 
Hylla. 


Another crack sounded, and time burst forward again. 


Everyone collectively seemed baffled by how they had moved from where 
they originally were a second ago. Reyna felt a little dizzy but picked her 
spear back up, ready to continue the fight. Only, right then, Hylla rushed 
forward and ran Otrera through. There was an awful choking sound, and 
suddenly Bianca was there - trembling. 


“What-?” Leo began, but Bianca shushed him, pressing her hand into the 
ground with heaving breaths. 


“Let... me... focus...” she whispered. The ground trembled. “Hazel, come 
on. Help me,” she whispered. Ortrera’s eyes fluttered, and Leo jumped in 
the air, stumbling back in alarm. “Close. Close,” Bianca whispered, and 
suddenly Otrera went limp. Bianca gasped before collapsing, caught by 
Calypso flickering into sight next to her. 


Silence. 


“You... you saved my life,” Leo said, sounding shocked as he turned to 
Vera. A few other Amazons were kneeling - the ones who were left anyway. 
Vera ripped up her weapon out of a dead girl. “Thank you.” 


“T only did because I like the food,” Vera told him tersely and turned away. 
“Otherwise, I would have joined them in a heartbeat.” 


Leo frowned at her. 


“You’re bleeding.” 


“Contrary to popular belief,” Vera said bitterly, looking at her bleeding arm. 
“I don’t burst into golden dust when hit.” She went to walk away, but Leo 
reached up and grabbed her wrist. Within seconds, a spear was at his throat, 
and everyone else jerked forward - ready to bring her down. Calypso held 
up her hands. 


“T just want to help,” Leo said evenly at the pointed end of her spear. 


“I don’t need your help,” Vera bit back. “And I don’t want it.” For a second, 
Reyna was positive she would run the spear through his hand or do 
something else awful to make her point. Instead, she stepped back. One of 
the Amazons jerked forward - dagger out towards Calypso, but Vera easily 
deflected it and kicked the girl in the face with a sharp crunching sound. 


“She’s a titaness, dumbass. What is your blade going to do?” Vera asked 
dryly and looked up at Hylla, pressing her foot into the girl’s shoulder to 
keep her pinned down. “She’s your dunce. What do you want with her?” 


Hylla didn’t answer right away. She was staring at the girl - eyes thoughtful. 
The girl squirmed under Vera’s boot, spitting out blood to keep from 
choking on her back. 


“'...you switched allegiances quickly, didn’t you?” Hylla asked, eyes 
gleaming. The girl flinched. 


“T- she was the founder of the Amazons. She came back to life. You had 
left,” she whispered. Hylla tilted her head. “We thought...” she trailed off, 
and Hylla clicked her tongue. 


“You thought,” she agreed. “Tell me, did everyone betray me?” she asked. 
The girl remained silent. “I didn’t think so.” Hylla’s face hardened, and she 
glanced back up at Vera. “You can kill her.” 


Vera brought out a spear from seemingly nowhere, and Calypso held up a 
hand. The spear disappeared. 


“Wait-” she began, and Vera irritably pulled out a sword from...somewhere. 
Calypso waved her hand, and it was gone. “Stop. Let’s not just-” 


“We have things to do,” Vera said flatly. “Is this girl useful? No. Is she a 
traitor? Yes. In what world do we keep her alive?” she asked. Calypso 
closed her fist, and this time when Vera went to reach for another weapon, 
her hand remained empty. “....really?” she asked. Calypso shrugged. 


“I don’t agree with killing her.” 


Vera considered that. Her eyes wandered to her empty hand...and then the 
girl. She glanced up at the rest of them thoughtfully. 


“How much violence are you used to?” she asked Leo. He frowned at her. 
“What-?” 


“T recommend looking away,” she said simply and in one fluid movement 
stomped down on the girl’s throat. 


“Oh my gods,” Malcolm gagged as Piper gasped, covering her mouth. 
Reyna had to force herself not to look away at the gruesome sight as Frank 
promptly looked at the sky with even breaths. Reyna was trying not to 
throw up herself. Calm. Calm. Vera yanked her foot up, ignoring the blood 
and awful sounds as she stepped away. 


Leo opened his eyes - having been the only one to heed Vera’s warning - 
and grimaced. 


“Nice try, Cal,” Vera said lowly and stalked off. A beat of silence passed. 


“Can you make sure her arm is okay?” Leo finally asked Calypso, looking 
shaken. Malcolm made a choking noise as Calypso hesitantly gave a sharp 
nod with pursed lips. 


“Are you serious-?” he began, but Leo had already started fidgeting again, 
playing absently with something in his pocket. Reyna sighed. Wordlessly, 
she met Piper’s eyes as a sign for her to look after him. 


When she turned, Hylla was watching her. 


Right. Reyna stared back. That was a conversation she was going to have. 
Turning away from the marinated body, she walked over to her, whistling 
for Aurum and Argentum. 


“I can explain.” 


“You can explain?” Reyna hissed. Hylla closed her eyes. “Yes, go ahead. 
Explain.” 


This had to be good. Hylla raised her hands, but Reyna didn’t take that as a 
sign of surrender. In fact, it pissed her off even more. But as much as she 
wanted to hit Hylla with everything she had...it wouldn’t resolve anything if 
she did. 


“Juno came after me. It was partly luck,” Hylla said, and Reyna tried to 
keep her expression blank. “I used magic to protect myself, and she would 
have broke through my barrier if our mother hadn’t-” 


Reyna held up a hand. She needed a pause. Perhaps it was the bitterness 
that maybe this could have been her. Maybe Reyna had also reached for one 
of her potions when she was taken, but their mother hadn’t chosen her to 
protect. 


Which led to more questions. Her mother. Bellona? And Reyna was praetor 
- whatever that meant. And Juno had taken- wait. 


“That’s why you’re going on this quest,” she said. Hylla looked away. “You 
acted like Bianca was the one keeping secrets, but you knew who had taken 
us all along-” 


“Bianca is keeping secrets,” Hylla insisted. Reyna laughed. “I still do not 
understand the means to why were taken. I woke up with memories, but I 
was still thrown in the middle of nowhere with that girl sent to lead me to 
some Greek camp,” she said, and Reyna shook her head. No. No, this... “I 
thought you might have remembered too, but there was never a good time 
to ask, and if you didn’t-” 


“Then you would have kept lying to me?” Reyna cut in coolly. Hylla looked 
at her. 


“I was trying to sort things out before dragging you into anything new, 
Reyna. Despite your various opinions of me - I have always had your best 
interests at heart. Even if you didn’t like them.” The words were firm 
enough that Reyna actually believed her. Maybe Hylla did what she thought 
was best in their previous life. That didn’t change much on Reyna’s end. 
Just because she thought it was the best thing did not mean it was. 


“So what? You find Juno and...?” 


“Figure out why she’s taken us. I know it was her. I plan on returning you to 
camp and-” 


“TP m going with Frank.” 


“Frank is also going to camp,” Hylla said coolly. “Bianca suggested we 
travel together, but I intended to bring you all back all along. The Greeks 
can do what they want, but you and Frank need to get home.” 


Reyna couldn’t believe this. Now she was trying to make the final decision 
on where they went? No. Not a chance. Yanking her bag off of her shoulder, 
Reyna opened up her potions. She would not do this. Taking out a silver 
vial that called to her, she popped the top off and downed it like a shot. 
Hylla didn’t stop her. She just watched with tired eyes. Reyna jutted out her 
chin. 


“Recuerda.” 
Everything went black. 
“Hylla!” 


Reyna’s scream was absolutely earth-shattering as she looked around to see 
herself in a beautiful house that was completely in tatters. Furniture was 
busted, and paintings ripped off walls. Hylla laid on the ground, unmoving 
with blood running from her temple. 


Protecting you, a voice whispered in the back of her mind. She’s dying 
because she was protecting you. Reyna looked at the busted chair next to 
her before turning to where a sword was lying next to a flickering form of 
yells and destruction. 


Reyna picked up the sword, and the scene changed. 
This time she was wearing a white dress as Hylla absently braided her hair. 


“Why do we have to live here?” she asked, voice young and small. Hylla 
laughed and kissed the top of her head. 


“Do you not like it?” she asked, letting go of her hair to walk in front of her 
and kneel. “We get health insurance, you know. And two pet leopards,” she 
whispered. Reyna smiled a little, looking at the little leopard cubs that Circe 
had given her sister. “I know it’s different than back home, but... It’s safe 
here. Not so violent,” she said, voice softening. “We can even learn magic,” 
she whispered, tapping Reyna’s nose. 


“But...” Reyna hesitated. Hylla tilted her head. She looked so pretty, with 
her hair in curls and eyes lined in black charcoal. Reyna wondered if she 
would ever be as pretty as her sister. “Circe turns people into pigs,” she 
whispered nervously. Hylla bit her lip. 


“Only bad ones,” she said quietly. “And if she ever turns someone good into 
a guinea pig, I promise we’ll rescue him and leave.” 


The comment shouldn’t have relaxed Reyna as much as it did. But she 
smiled, throwing her arms around her sister’s neck. Hylla laughed, and 
suddenly they were on the shore of a beach, both coughing up seawater. 


“Why did you do that?!” Reyna sobbed into the sand. Hylla looked at her, 
clearly confused. “You let that girl in! You let her rescue that boy!” she 
yelled. Hylla blinked a few times, opening and closing her mouth. 


“Rey-” 


“Look at our home!” she yelled, to where fire was burning in the 
background. They had barely escaped the pirates. Blood stained Reyna’s 
dress. Her hands. There was a cut near Hylla’s throat from when she had 
taken a hit meant for Reyna. Once again, Reyna had thought she watched 
her sister’s death. 


“That... he was good,” Hylla said, though her voice was uncertain. “I 
promised you before. If Circe transformed someone good, we’d help them,” 
she said, and Reyna got up, wiping frustrated tears at her eyes. “Rey, I 
talked to him before he went in. He’s a good person. That boy is rescuing 
kids from the gods. Our mother told me-” 


“Of course she did,” Reyna spat back. “Our mother tells you everything!” 
she yelled. Hylla bit her lip. Reyna hadn’t even seen their mother. It was 
always Hylla she visited. Reyna wouldn’t even know her mother’s name if 
it wasn’t for Hylla. 


“Reyna,” Hylla said evenly. “She told me she might be turning against the 
other gods. That boy works for the titans-” she began, but Reyna didn’t 
care. She didn’t want to hear it. Politics? Their home was destroyed - again 
- for politics? 


The wind blew, and Reyna was older, standing furiously in front of her 
sister. 


“I hate you,” Reyna hissed. Hylla said nothing. “You’re sending me away? 
For what?” 


“Listen to me-” 


“Pm done listening to you!” Reyna shouted. Hylla looked away. “You 
become some random queen of these misfits, and now you want me gone?” 
she yelled. Hylla shifted her sword on her belt. “This is all your fault. You 
should never have been making the decisions,” Reyna continued, stepping 
towards her, tears in her eyes. “You weren’t the one who killed our father. I 
did. Alone. You were the one who got Circe’s island burned down, and it 
was me who got us out. And now you want to act like I need to leave?” 


“I don’t want you to leave, Reyna,” Hylla said and grabbed her hands. 
Reyna yanked them away. “You need to go to Camp Jupiter-” 


“Why? You aren’t going-” 


“I belong here now,” Hylla said evenly. Reyna clenched her hands. “And 
you know that the Amazons aren’t where you want to be. You’ve made that 
very clear.” 


“Tt isn’t my fault they start fights!” 


“I’m not going to let you waste your life being somewhere you shouldn’t,” 
Hylla continued as if she hadn’t spoken. “Camp Jupiter is where you should 
go. Where our mother wants you-” 


“Oh?” Reyna asked, voice almost hysterical. “Our mother? If she wants me 
at Camp Jupiter, she can damn well tell me herself! I don’t need you to be 
her messenger!” She was shaking. Trembling. Gods, she was so angry that 
nothing seemed to make sense. Hylla looked like she wanted to cry but 
instead took a long breath. 


“Kenzi will escort you tomorrow,” she said simply. Reyna blinked back 
tears. “Goodbye, Reyna.” 


Reyna wanted to scream. 


“T will never forgive you for this,” she said, voice wavering. Hylla turned 
away. “You left me! If one of us dies, then that’s on you!” she shouted. The 
wind blew again, and Reyna’s eyes fluttered open. She was in a bed, 
breathing deeply. Memories were still trickling in - the feeling of water 
rushing over her brain. She turned and found Piper warily rubbing her eyes. 


“hi,” she whispered. Piper jerked up. 
“You’re awake!” she said and brushed Reyna’s hair back. “Are you okay? 


Hylla said we should wait to give you ambrosia until you woke up,” she 
said nervously, wringing her hands together. Reyna smiled weakly. 


“Tm okay,” she said and sat up slowly, head pounding at the influx of 
everything that had flooded through her. Piper helped steady her before 
handing her a glass of water. “Thanks,” Reyna murmured. Piper smiled 
weakly. 


“Did... whatever you do work?” Piper asked slowly. Reyna bit her lip. 
Right. She had no idea what the others thought of her taking a sip of a 
random potion and collapsing. Rubbing her head, she gave a slow nod. 


“I have my memories back,” she said quietly. Piper went still. Reyna 
crossed her legs under her. They were back in the tent the hunters had given 
them. Absently, she wondered where the Gray Sisters had gone... and 
Bianca, actually. What was that thing with Otrera? She was too exhausted 
to really think much of it, though. There were too many pressing matters in 
front of her. Wordlessly, she reached out and grabbed Piper’s hands. 


Piper looked down. 


“You’re about to break up with me, aren’t you?” she asked quietly. Reyna 
squeezed her tightly. 


“Tt... isn’t just the memories, Piper,” she said, and Piper winced. 


“Is it Drew?” she asked quietly. Oh, lord. Reyna couldn’t help but smile 
weakly. 


“No. Not... in the way you think,” she explained slowly. “I just...” she 
paused, suddenly wishing Drew was here to let her find the right words. “I 
don’t want to kiss you,” she said, and Piper blinked. “But I don’t think I 
want to kiss anyone, really. Not on the mouth. Definitely not with tongue,” 
she grimaced, and Piper gave a puzzled chuckle. 


“Okay,” she said and tilted her head. “Is there a reason...?” 


“No,” Reyna said. “And I feel bad because I do like you. Just... maybe not 
in that way. But I think it’s harder for me to like people... romantically,” 
she said slowly. “And sex is just... no,” she said, wrinkling her nose. Piper 
considered this. “And if those are things you want, then we probably aren’t 


a good fit.” She paused and then grabbed Piper’s hands tighter. “In that 
way,” she tacked on quickly. “I still want to be around you. I’m sorry.” 


Piper stared at her for a long time. 


“What do you have to be sorry for?” she asked quietly. Reyna could have 
cried right then and there. “Maybe we aren’t a good fit,” she sighed. “I hate 
how guilty you seem when you look at me,” she said and smiled weakly. 
“There’s nothing to be guilty about.” 


Reyna smiled weakly. Absently, she looked up at Piper’s tangled hair. 
“You know, you are covered in blood.” 


“Yeah,” Piper groaned. “I need to wash this,” she said with a sigh. Reyna 
nodded. “Want to help?” she asked and then paused. “Clothes, completely 
on, of course.” Reyna laughed. 


“I thought it was Frank’s turn.” 


“Frank still has a lobster hand,” Piper said, and Reyna laughed a bit more. 
“He’s not going near my head with that thing.” Getting up, she held out her 
hand. “Besides, now you have your memories back, right?” she asked. 
Reyna noted, a little off-handedly, that Piper was being very calm about that 
revelation. The girl was good at taking things in stride... aside from Percy 
Jackson, of course. Reyna nodded. “Then I want you to tell me everything. 
Consider the fake memories disregarded,” she said simply. 


“Yeah?” 


“Yeah,” Piper said, helping Reyna up. “Who wants the fake stuff when I 
have the real thing right here?” she asked and shook out their intertwined 
hands. “I’m Piper McLean, by the way. Daughter of Aphrodite and Tristan 
McLean. Granddaughter of Tom McLean. I don’t know if you’ve heard of 
him, but he’s pretty cool,” she said. Reyna felt her smile widen. 


“My name is Reyna Ramirez-Arellano. Daughter of Bellona, apprentice of 
Circe, and Praetor of Camp Jupiter.” 


Piper grinned. 
“Nice to meet you, Reyna. I think we’re going to be friends.” 
Notes for the Chapter: 

HYLLA AND REYNA SHOULD HAVE MAGIC! 


I'm so glad I got that off my chest. I thought it when I first read SoN 
and I believe it still with my whole soul. Circe literally said ‘yo 
Annabeth, come be a sorceress with me' AND THEN HYLLA AND 
REYNA WEREN'T SORCERESSES AFTER VIBING WITH HER 
FOR YEARS?! I won't stand for it. I just want Reyna to be a potion- 
making girl, okay? Let her be a little gremlin at night making potions 
by moonlight and then stabbing people with her spear during the day. I 
want to live vicariously through her... that's actually what this is. I 
want to make potions and stab people with spears. I've missed my true 
calling. 


